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DON  PEDRO,  Prince  of  Arvagon. 
Leonato,  Governor  of  Meflina. 
Don  John,  Baftard  Brother  to  Don  Pedro. 
Claudio,  a  young  Lord  of  Florence,    Favourite  to  Don 
Pedro. 

Benedick,  a  young  Lord  of  Padua,  favoured  likevjife  by 

Don  Pedro,  v 
Balthazar,  Servant  to  Don  Pedro. 
Antonio,  Brother  to  Leonato. 
Borachio,  Confident  to  Don  John. 
Conrade,  Friend  to  Borachio. 

Vefges!*'  i  two  foolifh  Officers. 

Hero,  Daughter  to  Leonato. 
Beatrice,  Neice  to  Leonato. 

Urfda^^  \  iqJJQ  Gentlewomen,  attending  on  Hero. 

A  Frier,  Mejfenger,   Watch,   Tovun-C/erk,  Sexton,  and 
Attendants. 

SCENE,  Meffina  in  Sicily. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE,  a  Court  before  LeonatoV  Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato,  Hero,  and  Beatrice,  with  a 
MeJ/enger* 

L  E    O   N   A    T  O. 

Learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  of 
Arragon  comes  this  night  to  Meffina. 

Me//]  He  is  very  near  by  this ;  he  was 
not  three  leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon,  How  many  gentlemen  have  you 
loft  in  this  a&ion  ? 
Mejf.  But    few    of  any  Sort,  and 
none  of  Name. 

Leon.  A  victory  is  twice  it  felf,    when  the  atchiever 
brings  home  full  numbers ;  I  find  here,  that  Don  Pe- 
dro 

(i)  Much  Ado  about  Nothing]  In  nog  en,  (the  Mother  of  Hero ) 
in  the  oldeft  Quarto  that  I  have-feen  of  this  Play,  printed  in 
i6co,  is  mention'd  to  enter  in  two  feveral  Scenes.  The  fuc- 
ceeding  Editions  have  all  continued  her  Name  in  the  Dra~ 
matis  Perform.  But  I  have  ventur'd  to  expunge  it  ;  tbeie  being 
no  mention  of  her  thro'  the  Piay,  no  one  Speech  addrefs'd 
to  her,  nor  one  Syllable  fpoken  by  her.  Neither  is  there  any 
A  3  one 
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dro  hath  beftow'd  much  honour  on  a  young  Florentine, 
calPd  Claudio. 

Meff.  Much  deferved  on  his  part,  and  equally  re- 
membred  by  Don  Pedro :  he  hath  borne  himfelf  be- 
yond the  promife  of  his  age,  doing  in  the  figure  of  .a 
lamb  the  feats  of  a  lion  :  he  hath,  indeed,  better  bet- 
tered expectation,  than  you  mull  expect  of  me  to  tell 
you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  MeJJina  will  be  very 
much  glad  of  it. 

Meff.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and  there 
appears  much  joy  in  him  ;  even  fo  much,  that  joy  could 
not  fhew  it  felf  modeft  enough,  without  a  badge  of  bit- 
tern efs. 

Leon.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 
Meff.  In  great  meafure. 

Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindnefs.  There  are  no  faces 
truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wauYd.  How  much  better  is 
it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping  ? 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  Signior  Montanto  return'd  from 
the  wars  or  no  ? 

Meff  I  know  none  of  that  name,  Lady  ;  there  was 
none  fuch  in  the  army  of  any  Sort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  Neice  ? 

"Hero.  My  Coufin  means  Signior  Benedick  of  Padua. 

Meff.  O,  he's  returned,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he 
was. 

Beat.  He  fet  up  his  bills  here  in  MeJJina,  and  chal- 
kng'd  Cupid  at  the  flight  ;  and  my  Uncle's  fool,  read- 
ing the  challenge,  fubfcribM  for  Cupid,  and  challeng'd 
him  at  the  bird  bolt.  I  pray  you,  how  many  hath 
he  kilFd  and  eaten  in  thefe  wars  ?  but  how  many 
hath  he  kiil'd  ?  for,  indeed,  I  promised  to  eat  all  of  his 
killing.  • 

one  Paffage,  from  which  we  have  any  Reafon  to  determine 
that  Hero's  Mother  was  living.  It  feems,  as  if  the  Poet  had 
in  his  firft  Plan  defign'd  fuch  a  Character  5  which,  on  a 
Survey  cf  it,  he  found  would  be  fuperfiuous  ;  and  therefore  he 
left  it  out. 

Lion* 
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Leon.  'Faith,  Neice,  you  tax  Signior  Benedick  too 
much  ;  but  hell  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Mejf.  He  hath  done  good  fervice,  Lady,  in  thefe 
wan. 

Beat.  You  had  mufty  victuals,  and  he  hath  holp  to 
eat  it ;  he's  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath  an  ex- 
cellent flomach. 

Meff.  And  a  good  foldier  too,  Lady. 

Beat.  And  a  good  foldier  to  a  lady  ?  but  what  is  he 
to  a  lord  ? 

Meff.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man,  ftufft  with 
all  honourable  virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo,  indeed  :  (2)  he  is  no  lefs  than  a  ftufft 
man  :  but  for  the  fluffing, — well,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon.  You  mutt  not,  Sir,  miftake  my  Neice ;  there 
is  a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  Signior  Benedick  and 
her ;  they  never  meet,  but  there's  a  skirmifh  of  wit 
between  them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  That.  In  our  lafl 
conflict,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off,  and  now 
is  the  whole  man  govern'd  with  one  :  So  that  if  he  have 
wit  enough  to  keep  himfelf  warm,  let  him  bear  it  for 
a  difference  between  himfelf  and  his  horfe;  for  it  is  all 
the  wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known  a  reafonab!# 
creature.  Who  is  his  companion  now?  he  hath  every 
month  a  new  fworn  brother. 

Miff.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poflible;  he  wears  his  faith  but  as 
the  faihion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next 
block. 

(a)  ■  be  is  no  lefs  than  a  Jlujft  man  :  but  for  the  Stuffing 
we!!,  all  mortal.]  Thus  has  this  Paffage  been  all  along 

fiop  dt  from  the  very  firft  Edition  downwards.  If  any  of  the 
Editors  could  extract  Senfe  from  this  Pointing,  their  Sagacity 
is  a  Pitch  above  mine.  I  believe,  by  my  Regulation,  1  have 
retriev'd  the  Poet's  true  Meaning.  Our  Poet  feems  to  ufe  the 
Word  Stuffing  here  much  as  Plautus  does  in  his  Moftellaria^ 
1.  Sc.  3. 

Non  Veftsm  amatoret  mulieris  amantt  fed  Veftis  fartum. 

A  4  Meg. 
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Meff.  I  fee,  Lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
books. 

Beat,  No;  an  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  Study. 
But,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  is  there  no 
young  fquarer  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him 
to  the  devil  ? 

Meff.  He  is  mod  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble 

Claudio. 

Beat.  O  lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe; 
he  is  fooner  caught,  than  the  peftilence,  and  the  taker 
runs  prefently  mad.  God  help  the  noble  Claudio,  if  he 
have  caught  the  Benedick ;  it  will  coil  him  a  thoufand 
pounds  ere  he  be  cur'd. 

Meff.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  Lady, 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 

Leon.  You'll  ne'er  run  mad,  Neice* 

Beat.  No,  not  'till  a  hot  January, 

Meff.  Don /W™  is  approach'd. 

'Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar  and 
Don  John. 

Pedro.  Good  Signior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet 
your  trouble  :  the  fafhion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid  coll, 
and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  in  the  likenefs 
of  your  Grace;  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort  mould 
remain  ;  but  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow  abides, 
and  happinefs  takes  his  leave. 

Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  too  willingly  :  I 
think,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  fo. 

Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  Sir,  that  you  askt  her  ? 

Leon.  Signior  Benedick,  no;  for  then  were  you  a 
child.-  

Pedro.  You  have  it  full,  Benedick ;  We  may  guefs  by 
this  what  you  are,  being  a  man  :  truly,  the  lady  fathers 
her  Mf,  be  happy,  lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable 
father. 

Bene.  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  Father,  Hie  would 
not  have  his  head  on  her  Shoulders  for  all  Mejjtna*  as 
like  him  as  flic  is.  Beat. 
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Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  ftill  be  talking,  Signior 
Benedick  ;  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene.  What,  my  dear  lady  Difdain!  are  you  yet 
living? 

Beat.  Is  it  poflible,  Difdain  mould  die,  while  (he  hath 
fuch  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  Signior  Benedick  ?  Cour- 
tefie  it  felf  muft  convert  to  Difdain,  if  you  come  in  her 
prefence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtefie  a  turn- coat ;  but  it  is  certain, 
I  am  lov'd  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted  ;  and  I  would 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  a  hard  heart,  for 
truly  I  love  none. 

Beat.  &  dear  happinefs  to  women;  they  would  elfe 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  Alitor.  I  thank  God 
and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  Humour  for  that ;  I 
had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than  a  man  fwear 
he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyfhip  ftill  in  that  mind  ?  fo 
fome  gentleman  or  other  mall  fcape  a  predeftinate 
fcratcht  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an  'twere 
fuch  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot- teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue  is  better  than  a  bead  of 
yours. 

Bene.  I  would,  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  tongue, 
and  fo  good  a  continuer ;  but  keep  your  way  o'  God'c 
name,  I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick  ;  I  know 
you  of  old. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  fum  of  all :  Leonato;  — Signior 

Claudio,  and  Signior  Benedick,  my  dear  friend  Leo- 
nato hath  invited  you  all;  I  tell  him,  we  fhall  flay  here 
at  the  lead  a  month  ;  and  he  heartily  prays,  fome  occa- 
£on  may  detain  us  longer  :  I  dare  fwear, o  he  is  no  hypo- 
crite, but  prays  from  his  heart. 

Leon.  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord  ,  you  (hall  not  be  f6t* 
fworn.  —  Let  me  bid  You  welcome,  my  lord,  being 
reconciled  to  the  prince  your  brother  y  I  owe  you  all 
duty,  A  J  JqIm, 
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John.  I  thank  you  ;  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but 
I  thank  you. 

Leon.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 

Pedro.  Your  hand,  Leonato  ;  we  will  go  together. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Claudio. 

Claud.  Benedick,  didft  thou  note  the  daughter  of  Sig- 
nior  Leonato  ? 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  her. 

Claud.  Is  me  not  a  modeft  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  queftion  me,  as  an  honed  man  mould 
do,  for  my  fimple  true  judgment  ?  or  would  you  have 
me  fpeak  after  my  cuftom,  as  being  a  profeffed  tyrant  to 
their  fex  ? 

Claud.  No,  I  pr'ythee,  fpeak  in  fober  judgment. 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks,  Ihe  is  too  low  for  an 
high  praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  little 
for  a  great  praife  ;  only  this  commendation  I  can  af- 
ford her,  that  were  (he  other  than  fhe  is,  fhe  were  un- 
handfome  5  and  being  no  other  but  as  ihe  is,  I  do  not 
like  her. 

Claud.  Thou  think'ft,  I  am  in  fport ;  I  pray  thee, 
tell  me  truly  how  thou  lik'fi:  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after 
her? 

Claud.  Can  the  world  buy  fuch  a  jewel  ? 

Bene.  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into  ;  but  fpeak  yon 
this  with  a  fad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the  flouting 
Jackt  to  tell  us  Qupid\%  a  good  hare  finder,  and  Vulcan 
a  rare  carpenter  ?  come,  in  what  key  fhali  a  man  take 
you  to  go  in  the  Song  ? 

Claud.  In  mine  eye,  fhe  is  the  fweeteft  lady  that  I 
ever  look'd  on. 

Bene.  I  can  fee  yet  without  fpe&acles,  and  I  fee  no 
fuch  matter  ;  there's  her  Coufin,  if  Ihe  were  not  pofTeft 
with  fuch  a  Fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as  the 
tfrft  of  May  doth  the  laft  of  December  :  but  I  hope,  you 
have  no  intent  to  turn  husband,  have  you? 

Claud.  I  would  fcarce  truft  myfelf,  tho'  I  had  fworn 
the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene,  fo't  come  to  this,  in  faith  ?  hath  not  the  world 

one 
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one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpicion  ?  mall 
I  never  fee  a  batchelor  of  threefcore  again  ?  go  to,  i'fa'th, 
if  thou  wilt  needs  thruft  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the 
print  of  it,  and  figh  away  Sundays :  look,  Don  Pedro 
is  return'd  to  feek  you. 

Re-enter  Don  Pedro  and  Don  John, 

Pedro*  What  Secret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  fol- 
low'd  not  to  Leonatos  houfe  ? 

Bene.  I  would,  your  Grace  would  conftrain  me  to  tell. 

Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear,  Count  Claudio,  I  can  be  fecret  as  a 
dumb  man,    I  would  have  you  think  lb  ;  but  on  my 

allegiance,  mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance  :  he 

is  in  love  ;  with  whom?  now  that  is  your  Grace's  part : 
mark,  how  fhort  his  anfwer  is,  with  Hero,  Leonato\ 
fhort  daughter. 

Claud.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  were  it  uttered. 

Bene*  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lord,  it  is  not  fo,  nor 
'twas  not  fo  ;  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  it  mould  be  fo. 

Claud.  If  my  paffion  change  not  fhortly,  God  forbid 
it  mould  be  otherwife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her  ;  for  the  Lady  is  very 
well  worthy. 

Claud.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord, 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  fpeak  my  thought. 

Claud.  And,  in  faith,  my  Lord,  Ifpoke  mine. 

Bine.  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  Lord,  I 
fpeak  mine. 

Claud,  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 

Pedro.  That  me  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  ihe  mould  be  lovedV 
nor  know  how  Ihe  mould  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion 
that  lire  cannot  melt  out  of  me  ;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the 
ftake. 

Pedro.  Thou  wafl  ever  an  obftinate  heretick  in  thet 
defpight  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but  in  the 
force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me^  I  thank  her;. 

that 
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that  fhe  brought  me  up,  I  likewife  give  her  mod  hum- 
ble thanks :  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheate  winded  in 
my  forehead,  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an  invifible  baldrick, 
all  women  (hall  pardon  me ;  becaufe  I  will  not  do  them 
the  Wrong  to  miitruft  any,  I  will  do  myfelf  the  Right 
to  truft  none  ;  and  the  line  is,  (for  the  which  I  may  go 
the  finer,)  I  will  live  a  batchelor. 

Pedro.  I  (hall  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with  love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  hunger, 
my  lord,  not  with  love  :  prove,  that  ever  I  lofe  more 
blood  with  love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking, 
prick  out  mine  eyes  with  a  ballad -maker's  pen,  and  hang 
me  up  at  the  door  of  a  brothel-houfe  for  the  Sign  of 
blind  Cupid. 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doll  fall  from  this  faith,  thou 
wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,  and 
fhoot  at  me  ;  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on 
the  moulder,  kn&  calHd  Adam.  (3)  * 

Pedro..  Well,  as  time  fnall  try  ;  in  time  the  favage 
bull  doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Bene.  The  favage  bull  may,  but  if  ever  the  fenfible 
Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  the  bull's- horns,  and  fet 
them  in  my  forehead,  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted  ; 

(3)  And  he  that  bits  me,  let  him  be  clap^d  on  the  Shoulder,  arid 
tall'd  Adam.]  But  why  mould  he  therefore  be  call'd  Adam  t 
Perhaps,  by  a  Quotation  or  two  we  may  be  able  to  trace  the 
Poet's  Allufion  here.  In  Law-Tricks,  or,  Who  would  have 
thought  it,  (a  Comedy  written  by  John  Day,  and  printed  in 
i6c8)  I  find  this  Speech. 

J  have  heard,  Old  Adam  was  an  honeft  Man,  and  a  good  Gar~ 
diner  }  Icud  Lett  ice  well,   Salads  and  Cab  age  reasonable  well,  yet 

no  Tobacco  ;  Again,  Adam  Bell,  a  fubftantial  Outlaw,  and  a-' 

pajfwg  good  Archer,  yet  no  Tobacconift. 

By  This  it  appears,  that  Adam  Bell  at  that  time  of  day  was 
of  Reputation  for  his  Skill  at  the  Bow.  I  find  him  again  men- 
tioned in  a  Burlefque  Poem  of  Sir  William  Davenanfs,  call'd, 
The  long  Vacation  in  London  :  and  had  I  the  Convenience  of 
confulting  Afchamys  Toxophilus,  I  might  probably  grow  ftill 
better  acquainted  with  his  Hiiiory* 

and 
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and  in  fuch  great  letters  as  they  write,  Here  is  good  Horje 
to  hire,  let  them  fignifie  under  my  Sign,  Here  you  tnay 
Jee  Benedick  the  marry* d  man. 

Claud.  If  this  mould  ever  happen,  thou  would'fl  be 
horn-mad. 

Pedro.  Nay,  if  Cupid  hath  not  fpcnt  all  his  quiver  in 
Venice y  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours  ;  in 
the  mean  time,  good  Signior  Benedick,  repair  to  Leo- 
nato's,  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  will  not 
fail  him  at  fupper ;  for,  indeed,  he  hath  made  great  pre- 
paration. 

Bene.  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  in  me  for  fuch  an 
embaffage,  and  fo  I  commit  you  - 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God  ;  From  my  houfe,  if  I 
had  it,  

Pedro.  The  fixth  of  July%  your  loving  friend,  Be- 
nedick. 

Bene,  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not ;  the  body  of  your 
difcourfe  is  Sometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the 
guards  are  but  flightly  baited  on  neither  i  ere  you  flout 
old  ends  any  further,  examine  your  confcience ;  and  fo  I 
leave  you.  [Exit. 

Claud.  My  Liege,  your  Highnefs  now  may  do  me 
good. 

Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  how* 
And  thou  malt  lee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  lefTon  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  fon,  my  lord? 

Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  (he's  his  only  heir  i 
Doft  thou  affeclher,  ClaudioP 

Claud.  O  my  lord, 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  action^ 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  foldier's  eye  ; 
That  likVi,  but  had  a  rougher  task  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  lovej 
But  now  I  am  returned,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant ;  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  Defires, 

All 
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All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is ; 
Saying,  I  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently, 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words : 
If  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero,  cherifh  it, 
And  I  will  break  with  her  :  and  with  her  Father, 
And  Thou  fhalt  have  her :  was't  not  to  this  end, 
That  thou  began' ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  ftory  ? 

Claud.  How  fweetly  do  you  minifter  to  love, 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  comple&ion  ! 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fudden  feem, 
I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatife* 

Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than  the 
flood  ? 

The  faireft  grant  is  the  ne.ceffity  ; 

Look,  what  will  ferve,  is  fit ;  'tis  once,  thou  lov'ft ; 

And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 

I  know,  we  fhall  have  revelling  to  night ; 

I  will  aflurne  thy  part  in  fome  difguife* 

And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  C /audio  ; 

And  in  her  bofom  I'll  unclafp  my  heart, 

And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 

And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale  : 

Then,  after,  to  ber  father  will  [  break  ; 

And  the  concluli  ja  is,  me  fhall  be  thine  * 

In  practice  let  us  put  it  prefently.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Leon.  How  now,  Brother,  where  is  my  Coufin  your 
fon  ?  hath  he  provided  this  mufick  ? 

Ant.  He  is  very  bufie  about  it ;  but,  brother,  I  can 
tell  you  news  that  you  yet  drearnd  not  of. 

Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

Ant.  As  the  event  ftamps  them,  but  they  have  a  • 
good  cover ;  they  fhow  well  outward.  The  Prince  and 
Count  C/aztdio,  walking  in  a  thick- pleached  alley  in 
my  orchard,  were  thus  over-he;u  d  by  a  man  of  mine: 
The  Prince  difcoveT'd  to  Claudh,  that  he  lov'd  my  neke 
your  daughter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night 
in  a  dance  j   and  if  he  found  her  accordant,  he  meant 

to 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  15 

to  take  the  prefcnt  time  by  the  top,  and  inftantly  break 
with  you  of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this  ? 

Ant,  A  good  marp  fellow  ;  I  will  fend  for  him,  and 
queftion  him  your  felf. 

Leon,  No,  no  ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  'till  it 
appear  it  felf :  but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  withal, 
that  me  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  anfwer,  if  per- 
adventure  this  be  true ;  go  you  and  tell  her  of  it :  Cou- 
fins,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do.  [Several  crofs  the 
Stage  here.~\  O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  friend,  go  you  with 
me  and  I  will  ufe  your  skill ;  good  Coufin,  have  a  care 
this  bulie  time.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment  in 
LeonatoV  Houje. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Conrade. 

CW.  TT  THat  the  good -jer,  my  lord,  why  are  you 
VV    tnus  out  °f  meafure  fad  ? 

John.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds 
it,  therefore  the  fadnefs  is  without  limit. 

Conr,  You  mould  hear  reafon, 

John,  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  Blcfling 
bringeth  it  ? 

Conr.  If  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  fuf- 
ferance. 

John,  I  wonder,  that  thou  (being,  as  thou  fay'ft  thou 
art,  born  under  Saturn )  goeft  about  to  apply  a  moral 
medicine  to  a  mortifying  mifchief :  I  cannot  hide  what 
I  am:  I  muft  be  fad  when  I  have  caufe,  and  fmile  at 
no  man's  jefts ;  eat  when  I  have  ftomach,  and  wait  for 
no  man's  leifure  ;  fleep  when  I  am  drowfie,  and  tend  on 
no  man's  bufinefs ;  laugh  when  I  am  merry,  and  claw 
no  man  in  his  humour. 

Conr,  Yes,  but  you  muft  not  make  the  full  mow 
of  this,  'till  you  may  do  it  without  controlement ;  you 
have  of  late  ftood  out  again  it  your  brother,  and  he  hath 
ta'en  you  newly  into  his  grace,  where  it  is  impoffiblc 

you 
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you  mould  take  root,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you 
make  your  felf ;  it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  feafon 
for  your  own  harveft. 

John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,  than  a  rofe 
in  his  grace  ;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be  difdain'd 
of  all,  than  to  fafhion  a  carriage  to  rob  love  from  any  : 
in  this,  (though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering  honeft 
man)  it  muft  not  be  deny'd  but  I  am  a  plain-dealing 
villain  j  I  am  trufled  with  a  muzzel,  and  infranchifed 
with  a  clo£,  therefore  I  have  decreed  not  to  fing  in  my 
cage  :  if  I  had  my  mouth,  I  would  bite  ;  if  I  had  my 
liberty,  |  would  do  my  liking  :  in  the  mean  time  let  me 
be  that  r-am,  and  feek  not  to  alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difcontent? 

John.  I  will  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only. 
Who  comes  here  ?  what  news,  Borachio  ? 

Enter  Borachio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  fopper ;  the  Prince, 
your  brother,  is  royally  entertained  by  Leonato>  and  I  can 
give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

John.  Will  it  ferve  for  any  model  to  build  mifchief 
on  ?  what  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betroths  himfelf  to  un- 
quietnefs  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 
John.  Who,  the  moft  exquifite  Claudio  ? 
Bora.  Even  he. 

John.  A  proper  Squire  !  and  who,  and  who  ?  which 
way  looks  he  ?  ,      -  y 

Bora.  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  heir  of  Leo- 
nato. 

John.  A  very  forward  March  chick  !  how  come  you 
to  this  ? 

Bora.  Being  entertain'd  for  a  perfumer,  as  1  was 
fmoaking  a  mufty  room,  comes  me  the  Prince  and 
Claudio  hand  in  hand  in  fad  conference  :  I  whrpt  behind 
the  Arras,  and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon,  that  the 
Prince  mould  woo  Hero  for  himfelf;  and  having  obtained 
her,  give  her  to  Count  Claudio. 

John.  Come,  come,  let  us. thither,  this  may  prove 
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food  to  my  difpleafure  :  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all  the 
glory  of  my  overthrow  ;  if  I  can  crofs  him  any  way,  I 
blefs  my  felf  every  way  ;  you  are  both  fure,  and  will 
aflift  me. 

Conr.  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

John.  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper ;  their  Cheer  is  the 
greater,  that  I  am  fubdu'd  ;  'would  the  cook  were  of  my 
mind  i  m  —  fhall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  ? 

Bora.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordfhip.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE,  a  Hall  in  LeonatoV  Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Hero,  Beatrice, 
Margaret  and  Urfula. 

L  E  O  N  A  T  O. 

WAS  not  Count  John  here  at  Supper? 
Ant.  I  faw  him  not, 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman,  looks  ? 
I  never  can  fee  him,  but  I  am  heart-burn'd  an  hour 
after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  difpofition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were  made  juft 
in  the  mid  way  between  him  and  Benedick  ;  the  one  is 
too  like  an  image,  and  fays  nothing  :  and  the  other  too 
like  my  lady's  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tatling. 

Leon.  Then  half  Signior  Benedick's  tongue  in  Count 
Johns  mouth,  and  half  Count  Johns  melancholy  in 
Signior  Benedick's  face       -  ■ 

Beat.  With  a  good  Leg,  and  a  good  foot,  Uncle,  and 
mony  enough  in  his  purfe,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any 
woman  in  the  world,  if  he  could  get  her  good  Will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  Neice,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
husband,  if  thou  be  fo  fhrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Ant, 
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Ant.  In  faith,  (lie's  too  curft. 

Beat.  Too  curil  is  more  than  curft;  I  fhall  Iefien 
God's^  fending  that  way ;  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a 
curft  Cow  fhort  horns;  but  to  a  Cow  too  curft  he  fends 
none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  you  no 
horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  husband ;  for  the  which 
Blefting  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 
evening :  Lord  !  1  could  not  endure  a  husband  with  a 
beard  on  his  face,  I  had  rather  lye  in  woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  husband,  that  hath  no 
beard. 

Beat.  What  mould  I  do  with  him  ?  drefs  him  in  my 
apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting  gentlewoman  >  he 
that  hath  a  beard  is  more  than  a  youth,  and  he  that 
hath  no  beard  is  lefs  than  a  man  ;  and  he  that  is  more 
than  a  youth,  is  not  for  me  ;  and  he  that  is  lefs  than  a 
man,  f  am  not  for  him  :  therefore  I  will  even  take  fix 
pence  in  earneft  of  the  bear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes  into 
hell. 

Leon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell,— — 

Beat.  No,  but  to  the  gate  ;  and  there  will  the  devil 
meet  me,  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  his  horns  on  his 
head,  and  fay,  u  get  you  to  heaven,  Beatrice,  get  you 
ff  to  heav'n,  here's  no  place  for  you  maids.' 1  So  deliver 
I  up  my  apes,  and  away  to  St.  Peter \  for  the  heav'ns  ; 
he  mews  me  where  the  batchelors  fit,  and  there  live  we 
as  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 

Ant.  Well,  Neice,  I  truft,  you  will  be  rul'd  by  your 
father.  [To  Hero. 

Beat.  Yes,  faith,  it  is  my  Coufin's  duty  to  make 
curtfie,  and  fay,  Father,  as  it  pleafes  you  ;  but  yet  for 
all  that.  Coufm,  let  him  be  a  handfome  fellow,  or 
elfe  make  another  curtfie,  and  fay,  Father,  as  it  pleafes 
me. 

Leon.  Well,  Neice,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted 
with  a  husband. 

Beat.  Not  'till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  metal 
than  earth  ;  would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  over- 

mafter'd 
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mafter'd  with  a  piece  of  valiant  dull?  to  make  account 
of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  way- ward  marie?  no,  uncle,  1*11 
none  ;  Adams  fons  are  my  brethren,  and,  truly,  I  hold 
it  a  fin  to  match  in  my  kindred 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember,  what  I  told  you  ;  if  the 
Prince  do  folicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  an- 
fwer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufick,  coufin,  if  you 
be  not  woo'd  in  good  time  ;  If  the  Prince  be  too  impor- 
tant, tell  him,  there  is  meaftire  in  every  thing,  and  fo 
dance  out  the  Anfwer  ;  for  hear  me,  Hero,  wooing, 
wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a  Scotch  jig,  a  meafure, 
and  a  cinque  pace ;  the  flrft  fuit  is  hot  and  hafty, 
like  a  Scotch  jig,  and  full  as  fantaftical  ;  the  wedding 
mannerly-modeft,  as  a  meafure,  full  of  ftate  and  anchen- 
try  ;  and  then  comes  repentance,  and  with  his  bad  legs 
falls  into  the  cinque  pace  falter  and  fader,  'till  he  finks 
into  his  grave. 

Leon.  Coufin,  you  apprehend  palling  (hreudly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle,  I  can  fee  a  church  by 
day-light. 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entring,  brother ;  make  ^ood 
room. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar  and 
others  in  Mafquerade. 

P edro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  friend  ' 

Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and  fay 
nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk,  and  efpecially  when 
I  walk  away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero.  I  may  fay  fo,  when  I  pleafe. 

Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour ;  for  God  defend,  the 
lute  mould  be  like  the  cafe  [ 

Pedro.  (4)  My  vifor  is  Philemon's  roof;  within  the 
houfe  is  Jove. 

Hero. 

(4)  My  Vifor  is  Philemon**  Roof,  within  the  Houfe  it  Love.] 
Thus  the  whole  Stream  of  the  Copies,  from  the  nrft  down- 

wards. 
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Hero.  Why,  then  your  vifor  mould  be  thatch'd. 
Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  fpeak  love. 
Balth.  Well;  I  would,  you  did  like  me.  (5) 
Marg.  So  would  not  I  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  have 
many  ill  qualities. 

Balth.  Which  is  one  ? 

wards.  I  muft  own,  this  Paflage  for  a  long  while  appear' d 
very  obfcure  to  me,  and  gave  me  much  Trouble  in  attempting 
to  underftand  it.  Hero  fays  to  Don  Pedro,  God  forbid,  the  Lute 
mould  be  like  the  Cafe  !  i.  e.  that  your  Face  mould  be  as 
homely  and  as  courfe  as  your  Mask.  Upon  this,  Don  Pedro 
compares  his  Vifor  to  Philemon 's  Roof.  'Tis  plain,  the  Poet 
alludes  to  the  Story  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  from  Ovid:  And 
this  old  Couple,  as  the  Roman  Poet  defcribes  it,  liv'd  in  a 
thatched  Cottage  > 

—  Stimuli's      canna  tecla  paluflri* 

But  why,  Within  the  lloufe  is  Love  ?  Baucis  and  Philemon,  'tis 
true,  had  liv'd  to  old  Age  together,  in  a  comfortable  State  of 
Agreement.  But  Piety  and  Hofpitality  are  the  top  Parts  of 
their  Character.  Our  Poet  unqueftionably  goes  a  little  deeper 
into  the  Story.  Tho'  this  old  Pair  liv'd  in  a  Cottage,  this 
Cottage  receiv'd  two  ftraggiing  Gods,  (Jupiter  and  Mercury.) 
under  its  Roof.  So,  Don  Pedro  is  a  Prince  j  and  tho'  his  Vifor 
is  but  ordinary,  he  would  infinuate  to  Hero,  that  he  has  fome- 
thing  god-like  within  :  alluding  either  to  his  Dignity,  or  the 
Qualities  of  his  Perfon  and  Mind.  By  thefe  Circumftances,  I 
am  fure,  the  Thought  is  mended :  as,  I  think  verily,  the  Text 
is  too  by  the  Change  of  a  fingle  Letter. 

within  the  Honfe  is  Jove. 
Nor  is  this  Emendation  a  little  confirmM  by  another  PafTage 
in  our  Author,  in  which  he  plainly  alludes  to  the  fame  Story. 
As  you  like  it. 

Clown.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  Goats,  as  the  mofi  capri- 
cious Poet,  honefi  Ovid,  was  amor.gfi  the  Goths. 

Jaq.  0  Knowledge  ill  inhabited,  worfe  than  Jove  in  a  thatch'd 
Houfe. 

(5)  Balth.  Well  \  I  would,  you  did  like  me.]  This  and  the  two 
following  little  Speeches,  which  I  have  placed  to  Balthazar, 
are  in  all  the  printed  Copies  given  to  Benedick,  But,  'tis  clear, 
the  Dialogue  here  ought  to  be  betwixt  Balthazar,  and  Marga- 
ret:  Benedick,  a  little  lower,  con verfes  with  Beatrice:  and  fo> 
every  Man  talks  with  his  Woman  once  round, 

Marg. 
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Marg.  I  fay  my  Prayers  aloud. 
Baltb.  I  love  you  the  better,  the  hearers  may  cry 
Amen. 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer ! 
Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the 
dance  is  done  !  Anfwer,  Clerk. 

Balth.  No  more  words,  the  clerk  is  anfwer'd. 

Vrf.  I  know  you  well  enough  ;  you  are  Signior  An* 
tonio. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not! 

Vrf.  I  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  head. 

Ant.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 

Vrf.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill-well,  unlefs  you 
were  the  very  man  :  here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down ; 
you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Vrf.  Come,  come,  do  you  think,  I  do  not  know  you 
by  your  excellent  wit  ?  can  virtue  hide  it  felf  ?  go  to, 
mum,  you  are  he ;  graces  will  appear,  and  there's  an 
end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me,  who  told  you  fo  ? 
Bene.  No,  you  (hall  pardon  me. 
Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me,  who  you  are? 
Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  difdainful,  and  that  1  had  my  good 
Wit  out  of  the  Hundred  merry  Tales ;  well,  this  was 
Signior  Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 

Beat.  I  am  fure,  you  know  him  well  enough. 
Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 
Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 
Bene.  I  pray  you ,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  Prince's  jefter;  a  very  dull  fool, 
only  his  gift  is  in  devifing  impoffible  flanders:  none 
but  libertines  delight  in  him,  and  the  commendation 
is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in  his  villany  ;  for  he  both  pleafeth 
men  and  angers  them,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  and 
beat  him ;  I  am  fure,  he  is  in  the  fleet ;  1  would,  he  had 
boarded  me. 

Bene* 
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Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  Til  tell  him  what 

you  fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do,  he'll  but  break  a  companion  or  two  on 
me  ;  which,  peradventure,  not  mark'd,  or  not  laugh'd 
at,  ftrikes  him  into  melancholy,  and  then  there's  a  par- 
tridge wing  fav'd,  for  the  fool  will  eat  no  fupper  that 
night.    We  mud  follow  the  leaders.       \Mufick  within. 

Bene.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave  them 
at  the  next  turning.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  John,  Borachio,  and  Claudio. 

John.  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero,  and  hath 
witndrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it :  the 
ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 

Bora.  And  that  is  Claudio  ;  I  know  him  by  his  Bear- 
ing 

John.  Are  you  not  Signior  Benedick  ! 

Claud.  You  know  me  well,  I  am  he. 

John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother  in  his 
love,  he  is  enamour'd  on  Hero ;  I  pray  you,  difluade  him 
from  her,  fhe  is  no  equal  for  his  birth ;  you  may  do  the 
part  of  an  honeft  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  ye,  he  loves  her  ? 

John.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  affection. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too,  and  he  fwore  he  would  marry  her 
to  night. 

John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt  John  and  Bor> 

Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio. 
*Tis  certain  fo,  the  Prince  wooes  for  himfelf 
Friendlhip  is  conftant  in  all  other  things, 
Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love  ; 
Therefore  all  hearts  in  love  ufe  their  own  tongues, 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  it  felf, 
And  truft  no  agent ;  beauty  is  a  witch, 
Againft  whofe  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood. 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 
Which  I  miftrufted  not.  Farewel  then,  Hero. 

Enter 
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Enter  Benedick. 

Bene.  Count  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  the  fame. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me? 

Claud.  Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own  bufi- 
nefs,  Count.  What  fafhion  will  you  wear  the  garland  of? 
about  your  neck,  like  an  Ufurer's  chain  ?  or  under  your 
arm,  like  a  Lieutenant's  fcarf  ?  you  muft  wear  it  one 
way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your  Hero. 

Claud.  I  wilh  him  Joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why,  that's  fpoken  like  an  honeft  drover ;  fo 
they  fell  bullocks :  but  did  you  think,  the  Prince  would 
have  ferved  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho !  now  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  man  ;  'twas 
the  boy  that  ftole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat  the  Poft. 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fowle  I  now  will  he  creep  into 
fedges.  But,  that  my  Lady  Beatrice  mould  know  me, 
and  not  know  me !  the  Prince's  fool !  ha  ?  it  may  be, 
I  go  under  that  Title,  becaufe  I  am  merry ;  yea,  but  fo 
I  am  apt  to  do  myfelf  wrong  :  I  am  not  fo  reputed.  It 
is  the  bafe  (tho'  bitter)  difporition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts 
the  World  into  her  perfon,  and  fo  gives  me  out;  well, 
I'll  be  reveng'd  as  I  may. 

Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Now,  Signior,  where's  the  Count  ?  did  yota 
fee  him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  play'd  the  part  of  lady 
Fame.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a  lodge  in  a 
warren,  I  told  him  (and  I  think,  told  him  true)  that 
your  Grace  had  got  the  Will  of  this  young  lady,  and  I 
offer 'd  him  my  company  to  a  willow- tree,  either  to  make 
him  a  garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  to  bind  him  up  a 
rod,  as  being  worthy  to  be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt !  what's  his  fault  ? 

Bene.  The  flat  tranfgreflion  of  a  School-boy  1  who, 

being 
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being  overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  nelt,  ihews  it  his 
companion,  and  he  fteals  it. 

Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  truft,  a  tranfgreflion  ?  the 
tranfgreflion  is  in  the  ftealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs,  the  rod  had  been 
made,  and  the  garland  too  ;  for  the  garland  he  might 
have  worn  himfelf,  and  the  rod  he  might  have  be- 
flow'd  on  you,  who  (as  I  take  it)  have  ftol'n  his  bird's 
nefr. 

Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  fing,  and  reftore  them 
to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my 
faith,  you  fay  honeftly. 

Pedro.  The  lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to  you  ;  the 
gentleman  that  danc'd  with  her,  told  her  fhe  is  much 
wrong'd  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  me  mifus'd  me  pafl  the  indurance  of  a  block ; 
an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  onMt,  would  have  an- 
fwer'd  her;  my  very  vifor  began  to  afliime  life,  and 
fcold  with  her;  ihe  told  me,  not  thinking  I  had  been 
myfelf,  that  I  was  the  Prince's  jefler,  and  that  I  was 
duller  than  a  great  thaw ;  ( 6 )  hudling  jeft  upon  jeft, 
with  fuch  impaflable  conveyance  upon  me,  that  I  flood 
like  a  man  at  a  mark,  with  a  whole  army  mooting  at 
me ;  (he  fpeaks  Poniards,  and  every  word  ftabs ;  if  her 
breath  were  as  terrible  as  her  terminations,  there  were 
no  living  near  her,  fhe  would  infecl  to  the  North-Star ; 
I  would  not  marry  her,  though  ihe  were  endowed  with 
all  that  Adam  had  left  him  before  he  tranfgrefs'd  ;  fhe 
would  have  made  Hercules  have  turn'd  Spit,  yea,  and 
have  cleft  his  club  to  make  the  fire  too.  Come,  talk 
not  of  her,  you  (hall  find  her  the  infernal  Ate  in  good 
apparel.    I  would  to  God,  fome  Scholar  would  conjure 

(  6  )  —  hudling  jeft  upon  jeft,  nvitb  fucb  impoflible  convey- 
ance, upon  me.~\  Thus  all  the  printed  Copies  5  but  I  freely  con- 
fefs,  I  can't  pofiibly  underftand  thePhrafe.  I  have  ventur'd  to 
fubftitute  impajfable.  To  make  a  Pafs  (in  Fencing,)  is,  to 
thruft,  pufh  :  and  by  impajfable,  I  prefume,  the  Poet  meant, 
that  (he  puuYd  her  jefts  upon  him  with  fuch  Swiftnefs,  that  it 
was  impomble  for  him  to  pafs  them  offs  to  parry  them. 
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her  ;  for,  certainly,  while  me  is  here  a  man  may  live  as 
quiet  in  hell  as  in  a  fancluary,  and  people  fin  uj  or.  pur- 
pofe,  becaufe  they  would  go  thicher;  fo,  indeed,  all  dif- 
quiet,  horror,  and  perturbation  follow  her. 

Enter  Claudio,  Beatrice,  Leonato  and  Hero. 
Pedro.  Look,  here  (he  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grace  command  me  any  fervice  to 
the  world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  flighted  errand  now 
to  the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  devife  to  fend  me  on  ; 
I  will  fetch  you  a  tooth  picker  now  from  the  fertheft 
inch  of  Afia  ;  bring  you  the  length  of  Prefter  Johns 
foot  ;  fetch  you  a  hair  off  the  great  Cham's  beard  ;  do 
you  any  ambaflage  to  the  pigmies,  rather  than  hold  three 
words  conference  with  this  harpy  ;  you  have  no  em- 
ployment for  me? 

Pedro.  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Bene.  O  God,  Sir,  here's  a  difli  I  love  not.  J  can- 
not indure  this  Lady  Tongue. 

Pedro :  Come,  Lady,  come;  you  have  loll  the  heart 
of  Signior  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while,  and  I 
gave  him  ufe  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  fingle  one  ; 
marry,  once  before  he  won  it  of  me  with  falfe  dice* 
therefore  your  Grace  may  well  fay,  I  have  loft  it  * 

Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down,  Lady,  you  have  put 
him  down.  * 

1  S,°  1  wouId  not  he  fll0ulti  do  me>  my  Lord 

left  I  ihould  prove  the  mother  of  fools.  I  have  brought 
Count  Llaudto,  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek. 

tsI'Jro'  Why>  how  now'  Counc>  wherefore  are  y°* 

<  Claud.  Not  fad,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  How  then  ?  fick  ? 
Claud.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

Beat  The  Count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick,  nor  merry, 
nor  well ;  but  civil,  Count,  civil  as  an  orange,  and  fom£ 
thing  of  that  jealous  complexion. 

1  Pei°'Jiftlth/  Udy>  1  think  y°ur  bIaz°n  to  be  true: 
though  l  \\  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit  is  falfe. 

Vqu  11  «  Her*, 
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Here,  Claudia,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name,  and  hirHer* 
is  won  ;  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and  his  good 
will  obtained  ;  name  the  day  of  marriage,  and  God  give 
thee  joy. 

Leon,  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with  her 
my  fortunes :  his  Grace  hath  made  the  match,  and  all 
grace  fay,  Amen,  to  it. 

Beat.  Speak,  Count,  'tis  your  cue  — - 

Claud.  Silence  is  theperfedteft  herald  of  joy  ;  I  were 
but  little  happy,  if  I  could'fay  how  much.  Lady,  as 
you  are  mine,  I  am  yours  :  I  give  away  myfdf  for 
you,  and  doat  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak,  Coufin,  or  (if  you  cannot)  flop  his  mouth 
with  a  kifs,  and  let  him  not  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro.  In  faith,  Lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  Lord,  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it  keeps 
cn  the  windy  fide  of  care  ;  my  coufin  tells  him  in  his 
ear,  that  he  is  in  her  heart.  v 

Claud.  And  fo  (he  doth,  coufin. 

Beat.  Good  Lord,  for  alliance !  thus  goes  every  one 
to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-burn 'd  ;  I  may  fit  in  a 
corner,  and  cry  heigh  ho!  for  a  husband. 

Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  Father's  get- 
ting :  hath  your  Grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ?  your 
Father  got  excellent  husbands,  if  a  maid  could  come  by 
them. 

Pedro.  WH1  you  have  me,  Lady  ? 

Beat.  Ne,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another  for 
working- days  \  your  Grace  is  too  coflJy  to  wear  every 
day ;  but,  1  befeech  your  Grace,  pardon  me,  I  was 
Jborn  to  fpeak  all  mirth  and  no  matter. 

Pedro.  Your  filence  moll:  offends  me,  and  to  be  merry 
bell  becomes  you  ;  for,  out  of  queltion,  you  were  born 
in  a  merry  hour. 

Beat.  No,  fure,  my  Lord,  my  mother  cry'd  ;  but  then 
there  was  a  ftar  danc'd,  and  under  that  I  was  born. 
Coufins,  God  give  you  joy. 

Leon.  Neice,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told 
you  oil 

Beat. 
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Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  Uncle  :  by  your  Grace's 
pardon.  [Exit  Beatrice. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleafant-fpiriced  Lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in  her, 
my  Lord  ;  (he  is  never  fad  but  when  (he  fleeps,  and  not 
ever  fad  then  ;  (  7  )  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter  fay, 
fhe  hath  often  dream'd  of  an  happinefs,  and  wak'd  her- 
felf  with  laughing. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  huf- 
band. 

Leon.  O  by  no  means,  (he  mocks  all  her  wooers  out 
of  fijit. 

Pedro.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  Lord,  my  Lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week 
marry 'd,  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad. 

Pedro.  Count  Claudio,  when  mean  you  to  go  to 
church  ?  .* 

Claud.  To  morrow,  my  Lord ;  time  goes  on  crutches, 
'till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Leon.  Not  'till  Monday,  my  dear  (Ton,  which  is  hence 
a  juft  feven-night,  and  a  time  too  brief  too,  to  have  all 
things  anfwer  my  mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  make  the  head  at  fo  long  a  breath- 
ing ;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the  time  (hall  not 
go  dully  by  us.  I  will  in  the  Interim  undertake  one  of 
Hercules^  labours,  which  is,  to  bring  Signior  Benedick 
and  the  Lady  Beatrice  into  a  mountain  of  affection  the 
one  with  the  other  ;  I  would  fain  have  it  a  match,  and 
I  doubt  not  to  fafhion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  miniiter 
fuch  aiMance  as  I  (hall  give  you  direction. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coil  me  tea 
rights  watchings. 

(  7  )  For  I  have  heard  my  daughter  fay,  She  hath  often  dream* d 
if  unhappinefs,  and  ivak  d  herfelf  with  laughing.']  Tho*  all  the 
Impreflions  agree  in  this  Reading,  furely,  'tis  abfolutely  re- 
pugnant to  what  Leonato  intends  to  fay,  which  is  this  j  Bear 
"  trice  is  never  fad,  but  when  me  ileeps  5  and  not  ever  fad 
"  then  :  for  me  hath  often  dream'd  of  fomething  merry,  (an 
"  happinefs,  as  the  Poet  phrafes  it,)  and  wak'd  herfelf  with 
f4  laughing," 

J$  Z  Claud, 
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Claud.  And  I,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  office,  my  Lord,  to  help 
my  Coufin  to  a  good  husband. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefulleft  husband 
that  I  know  :  thus  far  I  can  praife  him ;  he  is  of  a  nob!e 
itrain,  of  approv'd  valour,  and  confirmed  honefty.  I 
will  teach  you  how  to  humour  your  Coufin,  that  fhe 
fhall  fall  in  love  with  Benedick ;  and  I,  with  your  two 
helps,  will  fo  pra&ife  on  Benedick,  that  in  defpight  of 
his  quick  wit,  and  his  queafie  ftomach,  he  fhall  fall  in 
love  with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no 
longer  an  archer,  his  glory  fhall  be  ours,  for  we  are 
the  only  Love-Gods ;  gov  in  with  me,  and  I  will  tell 
you  my  drift.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  Apartment  in 
Leonato'i  Houfe. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Borachio. 

John.  IT  is  fo,  the  Count  Claudio  fhall  marry  the 
A  Daughter  of  Lebnato. 

Bora.  Yea,  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 

John.  Any  bar,  any  crofs,  any  impediment  will  be 
*nedicinable  to  me ;  I  am  fick  in  difpleafure  to  him  ; 
and  whatfoever  comes  athwart  his  affe&ion,  ranges 
evenly  with  mine.  How  canft  thou  crofs  this  mar- 
riage ? 

Bora.  Not  honeftly,  my  Lord,  but  fo  covertly  that 
no  difhonefly  fhall  appear  in  me. 
John.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordfhip  a  year  fince,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting  gen- 
tlewoman to  Hero. 

John.  I  remember. 

Bora.  I  can,  at  any  unfeafonable  mftant  of  the  night, 
appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  Lady's  chamber-win- 
dow. 

Johx, 
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John.  What  life  is  in  That,  to  be  the  death  of  this 
marriage  ? 

Bora.  The  poifon  of  That  lies  in  you  to  temper  ;  go 
you  to  the  Prince  your  brother,  fpare  not  to  tell  him, 
that  he  hath  wrong'd  his  Honour  in  marrying  the  re- 
novvn'd  Claudio,  (whofe  eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold 
up)  to  a  contaminated  Stale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero, 

John.  What  Proof  (hall  I  make  of  That  ? 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  mifufe  the  Prince,  to  vex 
Claudio,  ta  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato ;  look  you  for 
any  other  IlTue  ? 

John.  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any 
thing. 

(8)  Bora.  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  hoar,  to  draw  Don 

Pedro9 

(8  )  Bora.  Go  then,  jitul  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw  on  Pedro  and 
the  Count  Claudio,  alone  $  tell  them  that  you  know  Hero  loves 
tne\  Offer  them  Infiances,  which  pall  bear  no  lefs  Likeli- 
hood than  to  fee  me  at  her  Chamber -window  ;  hear  me  call 
Margaret,  Hero  ;  hear  Margaret  term  me  Claudio  5  and 
bring  them  to  fee  this  the  very  night  before  the  intended  Wed- 
ding.} Thus  the  whole  Stream  of  the  Editions  from  the 
firft  Quarto  downwards.    I  am  obligM  here  to  give  a  mort  Ac- 
count of  the  Plot  depending,  that  the  Emendation  I  have  made 
may  appear  the  more  clear  and  unqueftionable.    The  Bufinefs 
ftands  thus  :  Claudio,  a  Favourite  of  the  Arragon  Prince,  is> 
by  his  Interceflions  with  her  Father,  to  be  marry'd  to  fair  Hero  § 
Don  John,  natural  Brother  of  the  Prince,  and  a  Hater  of  Clau- 
dio, is  in  his  Spleen  zealous  to  difappoint  the  Match.  Bora- 
chio,  a  rafcally  Dependent  on  Don  John,  offers  his  Aififtance, 
and  engages  to  break  off  the  Marriage  by  this  Stratagem, 
*f  Tell  the  Prince  and  Claudio  (fays  He)  that  Hero  is  in  Love 
f*  with  Me  5  they  won't  believe  it  5  offer  them  Proofs,  as  that 
**  they  (hall  fee  me  converfe  with  her  in  her  Chamber- window, 
\"  I  am  in  the  good  Graces  of  her  Waiting-woman  Margaret  5 
Kt  and  I'll  prevail  with  Margaret  at  a  dead  hour  of  Night  to 
*!  perfonate  her  Miftrefs  Hero  3  do  you  then  bring  the  Prince 
T  and  Claudio  to  overhear  our  Difcourfe  5  and  They  (hall  have 
"  the  Torment  to  hear  me  addrefs  Margaret  by  the  Name  of 
r*  Hero,  and  her  fay  fweet  things  to  me  by  the  Name  of  Clan* 
u          -  This  is  the  Subftance  of  Boracbifs  Device  to  make 
B  3  Htn 
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Pedro,  and  the  Count  Claudio,  alone  ;  tell  them,  that 
you  know,  Hm?  loves  me;  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both  to 
the  Prince  and  Claudio,  as  in  a  love  of  your  Brother's 
honour  who  hath  made  this  match  ;  and  his  friend's  re- 
putation, (who  is  thus  like  to  be  cozen'd  with  the  fem- 
blance  of  a  maid,)  that  you  have  difcover'd  thus ;  they 
will  hardly  believe  this  without  tryal  :  offer  them  in- 
ftances,  which  (hall  bear  no  lefs  likelihood  than  to  fee  me 
at  her  chamber-  window ;  hear  me  call  Magaret,  Hero  ; 
hear  Margaret  term  me  Borachio ;  and  bring  them  to  fee 
this,  the  very  night  before  die  intended  Weeding ;  for  in 
the  mean  time  I  will  fo  fafhion  the  matter,  that  Hero 
Stall  be  abfent ;  and  there  (hall  appear  fuch  feeming 
truths  of  Hero's  difloyalty,  that  jealoufie  fhall  be  call'd 
aflurance,  and  all  the  preppntion  overthrown. 

John.  Grow  this  to  what  advenfe  iilue  it  can,  I  will 
put  it  in  practice:  be  cunning  in  thev  working  this,  and 
thy  fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  thou  conftant  in  the  accufation,  and  my  j 
cunning  fhall  not  (hame  me. 

John.  I  will  prefently  go  learn  their  day  of  marriage. 

\Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  LeonatoV  Orchard. 

Enter  Benedick,  and  a  Boy. 

JWDOY, — - 

JLJ  Boy.  Signior. 
Hero  fufpefled  of  Difloyalty,  and  to  break  off  her  Match  with 
Claudio.  But,  in  the  Name  of  common  Senfe,  could  it  dif* 
pleafe  Claudio  to  hear  his  Miftrefs  making  ufe  of  bis  Name 
tenderly  ?  If  he  faw  another  Man  with  her,  and  heard  her 
call  him  Claudio ,  he  might  reafbnably  think  her  betray'd,  but 
not  have  the  fame  Reafon  to  accufe  her  of  Difloyalty.  Beiides, 
bow  could  her  naming  Claudio  make  the  Prince  and  Claudit 
believe  that  me  lov'd  Borachio,  as  he  defires  Don  John  to  infi- 
Kuate  to  them  that  She  did  ?  The  Circumftances  weigVTd, 
there  is  no  doubt  but  the  PafTage  ought  to  be  reform'd,  as  I 
kave  fettled  in  the  Text. 

bear  me  ^//Margaret,  Hero;  hear  Margaret  term  me 
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Bene.  In  my  chamber-window  lies  a  book,  bring  it 
hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  J  am  here  already,  Sir.  [Exit  Boy. 

Bene.  I  know  that,  but  I  would  have  thee  hence, 
and  here  again  —  I  do  much  wonder,  that  one  man, 
feeing  how  much  another  man  is  a  fool,  when  he  dedi- 
cates his  behaviours  to  love,  will,  after  he  hath  laught 
at  fuch  (hallow  follies  in  others,  become  the  argument 
of  his  own  fcorn,  by  falling  in  love!  and  fuch  a  man 
is  C /audio.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  mufick 
with  him  but  the  drum  and  the  fife;  and  now  had  he 
rather  hear  the  taber  and  the  pipe ;  I  have  known,  when 
he  wou'd  have  walk'd  ten  mile  a  foot,  to  fee  a  gocd 
armour  ;  and  now  will  he  lie  ten  nights  awake,-  carving 
the  faQiion  of  a  ne>v  doublet.  He  was  wont  to  fpeak 
plain,  and  to  the  purpofo,  like  an  honefl  mm  and  a 
ibldier ;  and  now-  is  he  turnv  ortho^rapher,  his  words 
are  a  very  fantaftical  banquet,  juftfo  many  firange  dimes, 
May  I  be  fo  converted,  and  fee  with  thefe  eyes  f  1  can- 
not teli ;  I  think  not.  I  will  not  be  f,vorn,  but  love 
may  transform  me  to  an  o>  Iter  ;  but  I'll  take  my  oath 
on  it,  'till  he  have  made  an  oyfler  of  me,  he  (hail  never 
make  me  fuch  a  fool :  one  woman-  is  fair,  yet  I  am 
well ;  another  is  wife,  yet  I  am  well;  another  virtuous, 
yet  I  am  well.  But  'till  all  graces  be  in  one  woman, 
one  woman  lhall  not  come  in  my  grace.  Rich  fne  mall 
be,  that's  certain;  wife,  or  I'll  none;  virtuous,  or  I'll 
never  cheapen  her  :  fair,  or  I'll  never  look  on  her  j 
mild,  or  not  come  near  me  ;  noble,  or  not  I  for  an  an- 
gel ;  of  good  difcourfe,  an  excellent  mufician,  and  her 
hair  (hall  be  of  what  colour  it  pleafe  God.  Ka  !  the 
Prince  and  Monfieur  Love  !  I  will  hide  me  in  the  ar- 
bour. [Withdraw, 
JLnter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  Claudio,  and  Balthazar, 

Pedro.  Come,  mall  we  hear  this  mufick  ? 
Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord  ;  how  Hill  the  evening  is, 
As  hufh'd  on  purpoie  to  grace  harmony  J 

Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  himfelf  ? 
Claud.  O  very  well,  my  lord;  the  mufick  ended, 

B  4  We'll 
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We'll  fit  the  kid  fox  with  a  penny  worth. 

Pedro   Come,  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  Song  again, 

Balth.  O  good  my  Lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  voice 
To  (lander  rnufick  any  more  than  once. 

Pedro.  It  is  the  witnefs  ftill  of  excellency, 
To  put  a  f! range  face  on  his  own  perfection ; 
I  pray  thee,  fing  ;  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Balth.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  fing  % 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  Aiit 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  he  wooes  5 
Yet  will  be  fwear,  he  loves. 

Pedro  Nay,  pray  thee,  come; 
Or  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument, 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 
There's  not  a  note  of  mine,  that's  worth  the  noting, 

Pedro.  Why,  thefe  are  very  crotchets  that  he  (peaks, 
Note,  notes,  forfooth,  and  noting. 

Bene.  Now,  divine  air  ;  now  is  his  foul  ravifh'd  \  is 
it  not  ftrange,  that  Iheeps  guts  mould  hale  fouls  out 
of  mens  bodies  ?  well,  a  horn  for  my  money,  when  alFt 
done. 

The  SONG. 

Sigh  na  more,  ladies,  Jigh  no  more, 

Men  vjere  deceivers  ever  ; 
One  foot  in  fea,  and  one  on  jborey 

To  one  thing  conftant  never : 
Then  Jigh  not  fo,  hut  let  them  go9 

And  he  you  blith  and  bonny  \ 
Converting  all  your  founds  of  vjoe 

Into  hey  nony,  nony. 

Sing  no  more  ditties,  fing  no  mo 

Of  dump  fo  dull  and  heavy  ; 
The  frauds  of  men  voere  ever  fo, 

Since  fummer  ivas  firjl  Igajy  : 
Then  Jigh  not  fo,  &c. 


Perfr&% 
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Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  Song. 
Balth.  And  an  ill  finger,  my  lord. 
Pedro.  Ha,  no  ;  no,  faith  ;  thou  fing'ft  well  enough 
for  a  (hift. 

Bene.  If  he  had  been  a  dog,  that  mould  have  howld 
thus,  they  would  have  hang'd  him  ;  and,  I  pray  Gcd, 
his  bad  voice  bode  no  mifchief :  I  h?.d  as  lief  have  heard 
the  night- raven,  come  what  plague  could  have  come 
after  it. 

Pedro.  Yea,  marry,  doft  thou  hear,  Balthazar?  I 
pray  thee,  get  us  fome  excellent  mulkk ;  for  to-mor- 
row night  we  would  have  it  at  the  lady  Heroes  chamber- 
window. 

Balth.  The  beft  I  can,  my  lord.       [is*// Balthazar. 

Pedro.  Do  is  :  farewel.  Come  hither,  Leonato;  what 
was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day,  that  your  Neice  Beatrice 
was  in  love  with  Signior  Benedick  P 

Claud.  O,  ay ;  — —  ftalk  on,  flalk  on,  the  fowl 
fits.  I  did  never  think,  that  lady  would  have  loved  any 
man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither  ;  but  moft  wonderful,  that  (he 
mould  fo  dcat  on  Signior  Benedick,  whom  (he  hath  in  all 
outward  behaviours  feem'd  ever  to  abhor. 

Bene.  Is't  poifible,  fits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

\Afidt. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think  of  it ;  but  that  {he  loves  him  with  an  inraged  af- 
fection, it  is  paft  the  infinite  of  thought. 

Pedro.  May  be,  me  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  Faith,  like  enough. 

Leon.  O  God  !  counterfeit?  there  never  was  counter- 
feit of  pam*  on  came  fo  near  the  life  of  pam*  on,  as  me 
difcovers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  effects  of  paffion  mews  me  ? 
Claud.  Bate  the  hoolc  well,  this  flfh  will  bite.  [Jfide* 
Leon.  What  effects,  my  lord  ?  me  will  fit  you,  you 
heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 
Claud.  She  did,  indeed. 

Pedro,  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  you  amaze  me  :  1 
B'S-  would 
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would  have  thought,  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible 
againft  all  aflaults  of  affe&ion. 

Leon.  1  would  have  fworn,  it  had,  my  lord  ;  efpeci- 
ally  againft  Benedick, 

Bene.  [JJtde.]  I  (hould  think  this  a  gull,  but  that  the 
white  bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it ;  knavery  cannot,  fure, 
hide  himfelf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta'en  th'  infe&ion,  hold  it  up.  [AJtde. 

Pedro.  Hath  (he  made  her  afFe&ion  known  to  Bene- 
dick  ? 

Leon.  No,  and  fwears  fhe  never  will ;  that's  her  tor- 
ment. 

Claud.  Tis  true,  indeed,  fo  your  daughter  fays :  (hall 
I,  fays  (he,  that  have  fo  oft  encounter'd  him  with  fcorn, 
write  tc  him  that  I  love  him  ? 

Leon.  This  fays  (he  now,  when  (he  is  beginning  to 
write  to  him ;  for  (he'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  night,  and 
there  will  (he  (it  in  her  fmock,  'till  (he  have  writ  a  (heet 
of  paper  ;  my  daughter  tells  us  all. 

Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  (heet  of  paper,  I  remem- 
ber a  pretty  j eft  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  O,  > —  when  (he  had  writ  it,  and  was  reading 
it  over,  (he  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice  between  the 
fheet. 

Claud.  That— • 

Leon.  ( 9  )  O,  fhe  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  half- 
pence ;  raird  at  herfelf,  that  (he  fhould  be  fo  immodeft, 
to  write  to  one  that,  fhe  knew,  wou'd  flout  her  :  I  mea- 
sure him,  fays  (he,  by  my  own  Spirit,  for  I  fhould  flout 
him  if  he  writ  to  me  ;  yea,  though  I  love  him,  I 

(  9)  ®i  fi*  tcre  Letter  into  a  thoufand  half-pence  j]  i.  e.  in- 
to a  thoufand  pieces  of  the  fame  bignefs.  This  is  farther  ex- 
plain' d  by  a  Paflage  in  Ai  you  like  it  5 

 There  were  none  principal  5  they  were  all  like  one  another 

ss  half- pence  are. 

In  both  places  the  Poet  alludes  to  the  old  Silver  Penny 
which  had  a  Creafe  running  Crofs-ivife  over  it,  fo  that  it 
inight  be  broke  into  two  or  four  equal  pieces,  half- pence,  or 
farthings, 

Claud. 
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C/W.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  flie  falls,  weeps, 
fobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays,  curfes;  O 
fweet  Benedick!  God  give  me  patience  ! 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed,  my  daughter  fays  fo  ;  and  the 
ecftafie  hath  fo  much  overborn  her,  that  my  daughter 
is  fometime  afraid,  (he  will  do  defperate  outrage  to  her- 
felf ;  it  is  very  true. 

Pedro.  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by 
fome  other,  if  fhe  will  not  difcover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  he  would  but  make  a  fport  of 
it,  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worfe. 

Pedro.  If  he  mould,  it  were  an  Alms  to  hang  him ; 
fhe's  an  excellent  fweet  lady,  and  (out  of  all  fufpicion) 
fte  is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  me  is  exceeding  wife. 

Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  my  lord,  wifdom  and  blood  combating  in  fo 
tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that  blood 
hath  the  vidlory  ;  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  1  have  juft 
caufe,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

Pedro.  I  would,  fhe  had  belto*  'd  this  dotage  on  me  ; 
I'  would  have  dafft  all  other  refpecls,  and  made  her  half 
myfelf;  I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of  it ;  and  hear  what 
fce  will  fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks,  furely  fhe  will  die  ;  for  fhe  fays, 
me  will  die  if  he  love  her  not,  and  (he  will  die  ere  fhe 
make  her  love  known  ;  and  Ihe  will  die  if  he  woo  her, 
rather  than  Ihe  will  bate  one  breath  of  her  accuflom'd 
erofsnefs. 

Pedro .  She  doth  well ;  if  fhe  ihould  make  tender  of 
her  love,  *tis  very  poffible,  he'll  fcorn  it  ;  for  the  man,, 
as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  fpirit. 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  . proper  man* 

Pedro.  He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  outward  happinefs;- 

Claud.  'Fore  God,  and,  in  my  mind,  very  wife. 

Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  mew  fome  fparks  that  are- 
Eke  wit. 

Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 
f$dro>  As  Htfior,  I  affure  you  ,  and  in  the  managing 

of 


36    Much  Ado  about  Not  hing; 


of  quarrels  you  may  fay  he  is  wife ;  for  either  he  avoids 
them  with  great  difcretion,  or  undertakes  them  with  a 
chriftian-like  fear. 

Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  muft  neceflarily  keep 
peace  ;  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a 
quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

Pedro.  And  fo  will  he  do,  for  the  man  doth  fear 
God,  howfoever  it  feems  not  in  him,  by  fome  large  jefts 
he  will  make.  Well,  I  am  forry  for  your  Neice  :  mail 
we  go  feek  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of  tier  love  ? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord  ;  let  her  wear  it  out 
with  good  counfel. 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impomble,  (he  may  wear  her  heart 
out  firft. 

Pedro  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your 
daughter  ;  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Benedick  well ; 
and  I  could  wifti  he  would  modeftly  examine  himfelf, 
to  fee  how  much  he  is  unworthy  to  have  fo  good  a 
lady. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 

Claud  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will 
never  truft  my  expedition.  [Afide. 

Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fame  net  fpread  for  her,  and 
that  muft  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewomen  carry  % 
the  fport  will  be  when  they  hold  an  opinion  of  one  ano- 
ther's dotage,  and  no  fuch  matter  ;  that's  the  Scene  that 
I  would  fee,  which  will  be  merely  a  Dumb  Show;  let 
us  fend  her  to  call  him  to  dinner.     [d/ide.]  [Exeunt. 

Benedick  advances  from the  Arbour \ 

Bene.  This  can  be  no  trick,  the  conference  was  fadly 
borne  ;  they  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero ;  they  feem 
to  pity  the  lady  ;  it  feems,  her  afFe&icns  have  the  full 
bent.  Love  me !  why,  it  muft  be  requited  :  I  hear, 
how  I  am  cenfur'd ;  they  fay,  I  will  bear  myfelf 
proudly,  if  I  perceive  the  love  come  from  her ;  they 
lay  too,  that  (he  will  rather  die  than  give  any  lign  of 
afFeclion.  »>»«  ■  ■  I  did  never  think  to  marry  ■  ■  ■«  I 
muft  not  feem  proud  — —  happy  are  they  that  hear 
their  detractions,  and  can  put  them  t®  naending  :  they 
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fay,  the  lady  is  fair  ;  'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them  wit- 

nefs :  and  virtuous ;  'tis  fo,  I  cannot  reprove  it : 

and  wife,  but  for  loving  me  by  my  troth,  it  is  no 

addition  to  her  wit,  nor  no  great  argument  of  her  fol- 
ly ;  for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her.  ■■■■■  I  may 
chance  to  have  fome  odd  quirks  and  remnants  of  wit  bro- 
ken on  me,  becaufe  I  have  railrd  fo  long  againft  marriage ; 
but  doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ?  a  man  loves  the  meat 
in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot  endure  in  his  age.  Shall 
quipps  and  fentences,  and  thefe  paper-bullets  of  the  brain, 
awe  a  man  from  the  career  of  his  humour  ?  no  :  the  world 
mull  be  peopled.  When  I  faid,  I  would  die  a  batchelor, 
I  did  not  think  I  mould  live  'till  I  were  marry'd.  Here 
comes  Beatrice:  by  this  day,  ftie's  a  fair  lady ;  I  do  fpy 
fome  marks  of  love  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Againft  my  will,  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  dinner.  > 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,  than  yon 
take  pains  to  thank  me  ;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I  would 
not  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleafure  then  in  the  meflage. 

Beat.  Yea,  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  choak  a  daw  withal :  you  have  no  fto- 
mach,  Signior;  fare  you  well.  {Exit* 

Bene.  Hal  againft  my  will,  I  am  fent  to  ltd  you  come 

in  to  dinner  :  -  there's  a  double  meaning  in  that.  / 

took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,   than  you  took  pains  to 

thank  me  ;  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  pains  that 

I  take  for  you  is  as  eafie  as  thanks.  If  I  do  not  take  pity 
of  her,  I  am  a  villain  ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a 
Jew ;  I  will  go  get  her  Pi&ure.  [Exit, 
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ACT 


III. 


SCENE  continues  in  the  Orchard* 
Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Urfula. 


GOOD  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour; 
There  {halt  thou  find  my  Coufin  Beatrice, 
Propofing  with  the  Prince  and  C/audio; 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  difcourfe 
Is  all  of  her  ;  fay,  that  thou  overheard'ft  us ; 
And  bid  her  Ileal  into  the  pleached  Bower, 
Where  honey- fuckles,  ripen'd  by  the  Sun, 
Forbid  the  Sun  to  enter;  like  to  Favourites, 
Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Again  ft  that  power  that  bred  it :  there  will  me  hide  her,* 
To  liften  our  Propofe ;  this  is  thy  office, 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  makeher  come,  1  warrant,  prefently.  [Exit* 
Hero.  Now,  Urfula  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down, 
Our  Talk  muft  only  be  of  Benedick  ; 
When  I  do  name  him,-  let  it  be  thy  Part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit. 
My  Talk  to  thee  muft  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  tick  in  love  with  Beatrice  ;  of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made, 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay  :  now  begin. 

Enter  Beatrice,  running  towards  the  Arbour* 

For  look,  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground  to  hear  our  conference. 
Urfit.  The  pleafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  fifh 

Cu* 
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Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  filver  flream, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait ; 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice,  who  e'en  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine-coverture  5 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfefweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it.  > 
No,  truly,  Urfula,  fhe*s  too  difdainful ; 
I  know,  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  haggerds  of  the  rock. 

Vrfik  But  are  you  fure, 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  fo  intirely  f 

Hero.  So  fays  the  Prince,  and  my  n ew- troth ed  lord. 

Urfu.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  Madam  ? 

Hero.  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it 
But  I  perfuaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick, 
To  wifli  him  wraflle  with  affection, 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urfu.  Why  did  you  fo  I  doth  not  the  Gentleman 
Deferve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed, 
As  ever  Beatrice  (hall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  love!  I  know  he  doth  deferve 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 
But  Nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  fluff  than  that  of  Beatrice. 
Difdain  and  Scorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  ey$s5 
Mif-prizing  what  they  look  on  ;  and  her  wit 
Values  it  felf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  elfe  feems  weak ;  fhe  cannot  love, 
Nor  take  no  fhape  nor  project  of  affection, 
She  is  fo  felf  indeared. 

'Urfu.  Sure,  I  think  fo; 
And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  left  fhe  make  fport  at  it, 

Hero.  Why,  you  fpeak  truth.   I  never  yet  faw  man* 
How  wife,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featur'd, 
But  me  would  fpell  him  backward  ;  if  fair-fac'd, 
She'd  fwear,  the  gentleman  mould  be  her  filler ; 
If  black,  why,  Nature,  drawing  of  an  antick, 
Made  a  foul  blot ;  if  tall,  a  launce  ill-headed ; 
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If  low,  an  Aglet  very  vilely  cut;  (10) 
If  i peaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds 
If  filent,  why,  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  fhe  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out, 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue  That, 
Which  fimplenefs  and  merit  purchafeth. 

Urfu.  Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero.  No  ;  for  to  be  fo  odd,  and  from  all  fafhions, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable. 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo  ?  if  I  mould  (peak, 
She'd  mock  me  into  air ;  O,  {he  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  myfelf,  prefs  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  cover'd  fire, 
Confume  away  in  fighs,  wafte  inwardly ; 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks, 
Which  is  as  bad  as  'tis  to  die  with  tickling. 

Urfu.  Yet  tell  her  of  it ;  hear  what  (he  will  fay> 

Hero.  No,  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedicky 
And  counfel  him  to  fight  againft  his  paflion. 
And,  truly,  I'll  devife  fome  honeli  flanders 
To  ftain  my  Coufin  with  ;  one  doth  not  know, 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Urfu.  O,  do  not  do  your  Coufin  fuch  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  fo  fwift  and  exce^ent  a  wit, 
As  me  is  prizd  to  have)  as  to refufe 

(10)  If  low,  an  Agat  very  vilely  cut :  ]  But  why  an  Agat,  if 
low  ?  And  what  Shadow  of  Likenefs  between  a  little  Man  and 
an  Agat  T  The  Ancients,  indeed,  ufed  this  Stone  to  cut  in, 
and  upon  5  but  meft  exquifitely.  I  make  no  queftion  but  the 
Poet  wrote  ; 

— —  an  Aglet  very  vilely  cut  ; 
An  Aglet  was  the  Tag  of  thofe  Points,  formerly  fo  much  in 
Famion.  Thefe  Tags  were  either  of  Gold,  Silver,  or  Brafs, 
according  to  the  Quality-  of  the  Wearer  ;  and  were  commonly 
in  the  Shape  of  little  Images ;  or  at  leaf!  had  a  Head  cut  at 
the  Extremity,  as  is  feen  at  the  End  of  the  Start  of  old-fafhi- 
cn'd  Spoons.  And  as  a  tall  Man  is  before  compar'd  to  a  Launce 
ill-beaded;  fo,  by  the  fame  Figure,  a  little  Man  is  very  aptly 
liken1  d  to  an  *Aght  ill  cut.  Mr.  Warburton, 

Sff 
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So  rare  a  gentleman  as  Benedick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urfu.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me,  Madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy  ;  Signior  Benedick, 
For  Ihape,  for  bearing,  argument  and  valour, 
Goes  foremoft  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero  '.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urfu.  His  excellence  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it. 
When  are  you  marry 'd,  Madam  ? 

Hero.  Why,  every  day  ;  to  morrow  ;  come,  go  in, 
I'll  mew  thee  fome  attires,  and  have  thy  counfel 
Which  is  the  beft  to  furnifti  me  to  morrow, 

Urfu.  She's  lim'd,  I  warrant  you  ;  we  have  caught  her, 
Madam. 

Hero.  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps ; 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  arrows,  Some  with  traps. 

[Exeunt* 

Beatrice,  advancing. 

Beat.  What  fire  is  in  my  ears  ?  can  this  be  true? 

Stand  I  condemned  for  Pride  and  Scorn  fo  much  ? 
Contempt,  farewel !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu  ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  offuch. 
And,  Benedick,  love  on,  \  will  requite  thee  ; 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand ; 
If  thou  dolt  love,  thy  kindnefs  (hall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band. 
For  others  fay,  thou  dofi  defer  ve;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  [Exit* 

SCENE,    Leonato'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick  and  Leonato. 

Pedro.  T  D  O  but  flay  'till  your  marriage  be  confu  mmate, 
JL  and  then  go  I  toward  Arragon. 
Claud.  I'll  bring  you  thither  my  lord,  if  you'll  vouch- 
fafe  me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  That  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the  new 

glofs 
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glofs  of  your  marriage,  as  to  (hew  a  child  his  new  coat 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be  bold  with 
Be?iedick  for  his  company  ;  for,  from  the  crown  of  his 
lead  to  the  foale  of  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth  ;  he  hath 
twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  bow-ftring,  and  the  little 
hangman  dare  not  moot  at  him  ;  he  hath  a  heart  as  found 
as  a  bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the  clapper ;  for  what  his 
heart  thinks,  his  tongue  fpeaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  fay  I ;  methinks,  you  are  fadder. 

Claud.  I  hope,  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  Hang  him,  truant,  there's  no  true  drop  cf  blood 
in  him,  to  be  truly  touched  with  love  ,  if  lie  be  fad,  lie 
wants  mony. 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 

Pedro  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it. 

Claud  You  muft  hang  it  firft,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 
Pedro.  What  ?  figh  for  the  tooth  ach  ! 
Leon.  Which  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm. 
Bene,  Well,  every  one  can  matter  a  grief  but  he  that 
has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro,  t  here  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him,  Utt- 
lefs  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  difguifes,  as  to 
be  a  Dutch  man  to  day,  a  French  man  to  morrow ;  or  in 
the  mape  of  two  countries  at  once,  a  German  from  the 
wafte  downward,  all  flops ;  and  a  Spaniard  from  the  hip 
upwards,  no  doublet :  Unlefs  he  have  a  fancy  to  this 
foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as 
you  would  have  it  to  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  Jf  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman,  there 
is  no  believing  old  %ns ;  he  brufhes  his  hat  o'mornings ; 
what  mould  that  bode? 

Pedro.  Hath  any  man  feen  him  at  the  barber's  ? 

Claud  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  feen  with 
him ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  already 
ftiift  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did  by  the 
lofs  of  a  beard. 

Pedro* 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  43 

Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himfelf  with  civet ;  can  you 
fmell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweet  youth's  in 
love. 

Pedro.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 
Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  warn  his  face  ? 
Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf?   for  the  which,  I 
hear  what  they  fay  of  him. 

•  Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jefting  fpirit,  which  is  now  crept 
iutO  a  lute- firing  and  now  govern'd  by  flops  

Pedro.  Indeed,  that'tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him.  Con- 
clude, he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too  :  I  warrant,  one  that 
knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions,  and  in  defpight  of 
all,  dies  for  hi rn. 

Pedro.  She  (hall  be  bury 'd  with  her  heels  upwards,  (i  i) 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth  ach.  Old 
Signior,  walk  ahde  with  me,  I  have  ftudy'd  eight  or 
nine  wife  words  to  fpeak  to  yoa  which  thefe  hobby- 
horfes  mull  not  hear.      [Exeunt  Benedick  and  Leonato. 

Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about  Beatrice. 

Claud-  '  Tis  even  fo.  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by 
this  play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice ;  and  then  the  two 
Bears  will  not  bite  one  another,  when  they  meet. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  My  Lord  and  brother,  God  fave  you. 
Pedro.  Good  den,  brother. 

John.  If  you  ieifure  ferv'd,  I  would  fpeak  with  you.^ 
Pedro.  In  private? 

(11)  She  Jhall  be  buried  with  her  Face  upwards,]  Thus  the 
whole  Set  of  Editions :  But  what  is  there  any  ways  particular 
in  This  ?  Are  not  all  Men  and  Women  buried  fo  ?  Sure,  the 
Poet  means,  in  Oppofition  to  the  general  Rule,  and  byway  of 
Diflinclion,  with  her  heels  upwards,  cr  face  downwards,  I 
have  chofe  the  firft  Reading,  becaufe  I  find  it  the  Expreflior* 
in  Vogue  in  our  Author's  time. 

Johu 
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John.  If  it  pleafe  you  ;  yet  Count  Claudia  may  hear  ; 
for,  what  I  would  fpeak  of,  concerns  him. 
Pedro.  What's  the  matter  ? 

John.  Means  your  lordfaip  to  be  marry'd  to  mor- 
row? .   [To  Claudio. 
Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what  I  know. 
Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you,  dif- 
cover  it. 

John.  You  may  think,  T  love  you  pot ;  let  that  ap- 
pear hereafter  ;  and  aim  better  at  me  by  That  I  now 
will  manifeft;  for  my  brother,  I  think,  he  holds  you 
well,  and  in  dearnefs  of  heart  hath  help  to  effect  your 
enfuing  marriage;  (urcly,  Suit  ill  fpent,  and  Labour  ill 
bellow1  d  ! 

Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  circumftances 
fhorten'd,  (for  Ihe  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of J  the- 
Lady  is  difloyal. 

Claud.  Who?  Hero? 

John.  Even  (he ;  Leonatfs  Hero,  your  Hero,  every 
man's  Hero. 

Claud.  DifloyaL? 

John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wicked- 
nels ;  I  could  fay,  (he  wereworfe;  think  you  of  a 
worfe  title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it ;  wonder  not  'till 
further  warrant ;  go  but  with  me  to  night,  you  (hall  fee* 
her  chamber- window  entered,  even  the  night  before  her 
wedding  day  ;  if  you  love  her,  then  to  morrow  wed 
her;  but  it  would  better  fit  your  honour  to  change  your 
mind. 

Claud.  May  this  be  fo  ? 

Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it.  — — 

John.  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 
that  you  know ;  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  lhew  you 
enough ;  and  when  you  have  feen  more  and  heard  more, 
proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  fee  any  thing  to  night  why  I  mould  not 
marry  her  to  morrow  ;  in  the  Congregation,  where  I 
fhould  wed,  there  will  I  fhame  her. 

Ftdr** 
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Pedro.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  will 
join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

John.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  'till  you  are  my 
witnelTes ;  bear  it  coldly  but  'till  night,  and  let  the  iffus 
fhew  it  (elf. 

Pedro.  O  day  untowardly  turned  ? 

Claud.  O  mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting  ! 

John.  O  plague  right  well  prevented  ! 
So  you  will  lay,  when  you  have  feen  the  fequel. 

{Exeunt  1 

SCENE  changes  U  the  Street. 

Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges,    'with  the  Watch. 

Dogb.  ARE  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

jfjL  Perg.  Yea,  or  ehe  it  were  pity  but  they 
Ihould  luffer  falvation,  body  and  foul. 

Dogb.  Nay,  that  were  a  panifhment  too  good  for 
them,  if  they  mould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  being 
chofen  for  the  Prince's  Warch. 

Verg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge,  neighbour  Dog* 
terry. 

Dogb.  Firft,  who  think  you  the  moft  defartlefs  man 
to  be  conftable  ? 

1  Watch.  Hugh  O  ate  cake  9  Sir,  or  George  Seacoie  ;  for 
they  can  write  and  read- 

Dogb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacoie:  God  hath 
bleft  you  with  a  good  name  ;  and  to  be  a  well  favoured 
man  is  the  gift  of  fortune,  but  to  write  and  read  comes 
by  nature, 

2  Watch.  Both  which,  matter  conftable  

Dogb.  You  have  :  I  knew,  it  would  be  your  anfwer. 

Well,  for  your  Favour,  Sir,  why,  give  God  thanks, 
and  make  no  boaft  of  it;  and  for  your  writing  and 
reading,  let  that  appear  when  there  is  no  need  of  fuch 
vanity :  you  are  thought  here  to  be  the  moil  fenfelefs 
and  fit  man  for  the  Conftable  of  the  Watch,  therefore 
bear  you  the  lanthorn  ;  this  is  your  charge  s  you  mall 
comprehend  all  vagrom  men  ;  you  are  to  bid  any  man 
Hand,  in  the  Prince's  name. 

2  Watch 
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2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  ftand  ? 

Dogb  Why,  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him 
go;  and  prefently  call  the  reft  of  the  Watch  together, 
and  thank  Gcd  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Verg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is 
none  of  the  Prince's  Subjects. 

Do%b.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but 
the  Prince's  Subjects :  you  (hall  alfo  make  no  noife  in 
the  ftreets ;  for,  for  the  Watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is 
mo H  tolerable,  and  not  to  be  endur'd. 

2  Watch:  We  will  rather  fleep  than^talk  ;  we  know 
what  belongs  to  a  Watch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moll 
quiet  watchman,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  Sleeping  mould 
offend;  only  have  a  care  that  your  Bills  be  not  ftolen  : 
well,  you  are  to  call  at  all  the  ale-houfes,  and  bid  them 
that  are  drunk  get  them  to  bed. 

2  Watch.  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then  let  them  alone  'till  they  are  fober ; 
if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  anfwer,  you  may 
fay,  they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them  for. 

2  Watch.  Well,  Sir. 

Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufpeft  him  by 
vertue  of  your  ofiice  to  be  no  true  man  ;  and  for  fuch 
kind  of  men,  the  lefs  you  meddle  or  make  with  them, 
why,  the  more  is  for  your  honefty. 

2  Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  ihall  we  not 
lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb.  Truly,  by  your  office  you  may ;  but,  I  think, 
they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defil'd  :  the  mod  peace- 
able way  for  y  u,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is,  to  let  him 
fhew  himfeif  what  he  is,  and  (leal  out  of  your  com- 
pany. 

Verg.  You  have  been  always  calPd  a  merciful  man, 
Partner. 

Dogb.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  will, 
much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honefty  in  him. 

Verg,  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you  muft 
call  to  the  nurfe  and  bid  her  ftill  it. 

2  Watch.  How  if  the  nurfe  be  afleep,  and  will  not 
hear  us  f  Dogb. 
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Dogb.  Why,  then  depart  in  Peace,  and  let  the  child 
wake  her  with  crying  :  for  the  ewe  that  will  not  hear 
her  lamb  when  it  baes,  will  never  anfwer  a  calf  when 
he  bleats. 

Verg.  1Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  Charge  :  you,  coriftable, 
are  to  prefent  the  Prince's  own  perfon  j  if  you  meet  the 
Prince  in  the  night,  you  may  ftay  him. 

Verg.  Nay,  birlady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  millings  to  one  on't  with  any  man  that 
knows  the  Statues,  he  may  ftay  him ;  marry,  not  with- 
out the  Prince  be  willing:  for,  indeed,  the  Watch  ought 
to  offend  no  man ;  and  it  is  an  offence  to  .ftay  a  man 
againft  his  will. 

Verg.  Birlady,  I  think,  it  be  fo. 

Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  well,  matters,  good  night  :  an 
there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me ; 
keep  your  fellow's  counfels  and  your  own,  and  good 
night  ;  come,  neighbour. 

2  Watch.  Well,  mailers,  we  hear  our  charge ,•  let  us 
go  fit  here  upon  the  church  bench  'till  two,  and  then 
all  to  bed. 

Dogb.  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbours.  I  pray 
you,  watch  about  Signicr  Leonato's  door,  for  the  Wed- 
ding being  there  to  morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to 
night ;  adieu ;  be  vigilant,  I  befeech  you. 

[Exeunt  Dogberry  and  Verges* 

Enter  Borachio  aWConrade. 

Bora.  What  ?  Conrade.  • 

Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not.  [Ajide. 

Bora,  Conradef  I  fay. 

Conr,  Here,  Man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bora.  Mafs,  and  my  elbow  itch'd,  I  thought  there 
would  a  fcab  follow. 

Conr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that,  and  now 
forward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  pent  houfe, 
for  it  drizzles  rain,  and  I  will,  like  a  true  drunkard, 
utter  all  to  thee. 

Watch. 
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Watch.  Some  Treafon,  mailers ;  yet  ftand  clofe. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John, 
a  thoufand  ducats. 

Conr.  Is  it  poffible  that  any  Villany  mould  be  fo 
dear  ? 

Bora.  Thou  mould' ft  rather  ask,  if  it  were  poffible 
any  villany  mould  be  fo  rich  ?  for  when  rich  villains 
have  need  of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  price 
they  will. 

Conr.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora.  That  fhews,  thou  art  unconftrm'd ;  thou  know- 
eft,  that  the  fafhion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a  cloak  is 
nothing  to  a  man. 

Conr.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean  the  fafhion. 

Conr.  Yes,  the  fafhion  is  the  fafhion. 

Bora.  Tufh,  I  may  as  well  fay,  the  fool's  the  Fool; 
but  fee'ft  thou  not,  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fafhion 
is? 

Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed ;  he  has  been  a  vile 
thief  thefe  feven  years  ;  he  goes  up  and  down  like  a 
gentleman  :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora*  Didft  thou  not  hear  fome  body  ? 

Conr.  No,  'twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 

Bora.  Seeft  thou  not,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  fafhion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all  the  hot- 
bloods  between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty ;  fometimes, 
fafhioning  them  like  Pharoah's  foldiers  in  the  reachy 
Painting;  fometimes,  like  the  God  Bel's  priefts  in  the 
old  church- window  ;  fometimes,  like  the  fhaven  Hercules 
in  the  fmirch'd  worm-eaten  tapeftry,  where  his  codpiece 
feems  as  maflie  as  his  club. 

Conr.  All  this  I  fee,  and  fee,  that  the  fafhion  wears 
out  more  apparel  than  the  man  ;  but  art  not  thou  thy 
felf  giddy  with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou  haft  fhifted 
out  of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the  fafhion  ? 

Bora.  Not  fo  neither ;  but  know,  that  I  have  to 
night  wooed  Margaret,  the  Lady  Hero's  Gentlewoman, 
by  the  name  of  Hero;  fhe  leans  me  out  at  her  miftrefs't 
chamber  window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night— 

I  tell 
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I  tell  this  tale  vildly  1  mould  firft  tell  thee,  how  the 

Prince,  Claudio,  and  my  mafter,  planted  and  placed,  and 
poftefied  by  my  mafter  Don  John,  faw  a  far  off  in  the 
orchard  this  amiable  encounter. 

Co  nr.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio  ; 
but  the  devil  my  mafter  knew  (he  was  Margaret  ;  and 
partly  by  his  oaths,  which  firft  pcfleft  them,  partly  by 
the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly  by 
my  villany,  which  did  confirm  any  llander  that  Don 
John  had  made,  away  went  Claudio  enraged  ;  fwore, 
he  would  meet  her  as  he  was  appointed  next  morning 
at  the  Temple,  and  there  before  the  whole  Congregation 
fhame  her  with  what  he  faw  o'er  night,  and  fend  her 
home  again  without  a  husband. 

1  Watch.  We  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  name,  (land. 

2  Watch.  Call  up  the  right  mafter  conftable;  we  have 
here  recovered  the  mod  dangerous  piece  of  lechery  that 
ever  was  known  in  the  commonwealth. 

1  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them ;  I  know 
him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Conr.  Mafters,  mafters,          (  i  2  ) 

2  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I 
warrant  you. 

Conr.  Mafters,  

1  Watch.  Never  fpeak ;  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  Commodity,  be- 
ing taken  up  of  thefe  mens  bills. 

{12)  Conr.  Mafters,  mafters , 

2  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I  warrant  you, 
Conr.  Majiers,  never  fpeak,  <we  charge  you,  let  us  obey  yon  to 

go  'with  us,]  The  different  Regulation  which  I  have  made  in 
this  laft  Speech,  tho'  againft  the  Authority  of  all  the  printed  ' 
Copies,  I  flatter  myfelf,  carries  its  Proof  with  it.  Conrade  and 
Borachio  are  not  defign'd  to  talk  abfurd  Nonfenfe  [that  is  the 
diftinguiihing  Chara&eriftick  of  the  Conftable  and  Watch.]  It  is 
evident  therefore,  that  Conrade  is  attempting  his  own  Justifica- 
tion 5  but  is  interrupted  in  it  by  the  Impertinence  of  the  Men 
in  Office. 

Vol.  II.    .  C  Conr. 
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Conr.  A  commodity  in  queftion,  I  warrant  you  : 
come,  we'll  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Hero'*  Apartment  in  LeonatoV  Houfe. 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  f~*\OOD  Urfula,  wake  my  couiin  Beatrice,  and 
defire  her  to  rife. 
Urfu.  I  will,  lady. 
Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 
Urfu.  Well. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  R.ebatO  were  better. 
Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  I'll  wear  this. 
Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's'not  fo  good  5  and  I  warrant, 
your  coufin  will  fay  To. 

Hero.  My  coufm's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another.  I'll 
ear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if  the 
hair  were  a  thought  browner ;  and  your  gown's  a  mod 
rare  fafhion,  i'  faith.  I  faw  the  Dutchefs  of  Milan's 
gown,  that  they  praife  fo. 

Hero.  O,  that  exceeds,  they  fay. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night-gown  in  refpectof 
yours ;  cloth  of  gold  and  cuts,  and  lac'd  with  filver,  fet 
^vith  pearls  down-fleeves,  fide -fleeves  and  skirts,  round 
underborne  with  a  blueim  tinfel ;  but  for  a  fine,  queint, 
graceful  and  excellent  falhion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is 
exceeding  heavy. 

Mar.  'Twill  be  heavier  foon  by  the  weight  of  a  man* 

Hero.  Fie  upon  thee,  art  not  aftiam'd  ? 

Marg.  Of  what,  lady  ?  of  fpeaking  honourably  ?  is 
not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  is  not  your  Lord 
honourable  without  marria'ge  ?  I  think,  you  would  have 
me  fay  (favirig  your  reverence)  a  husband.  If  bad 
thinking  do  not  wreft  true  fpeaking,  I'll  offend  no  body; 
is  there  any  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a  Husband  ?  none, 
I  think,  if  it  be  the  right  Husband,  and  the  right  wife, 
ctherwife  'tis  light  and  not  heavy  ;  ask  my  lady  Beatrice 
elfe,  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter 
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Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero,  Good  morrow,  coz. 
Beat,  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hero. 
Hero.  Why,   how  now  ?   do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick 
tune  ? 

Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap  us  into  Light  6*  Love  ;  that  goes  without 
a  burden  ;  do  you  ling  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yes,  Light  o  love  with  your  heels ;  then  if  your 
husband  have  ftables  enough,  you'll  look  he  mall  lack 
no  barns. 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  conftru&ion  !  I  fcorn  that  with 
my  heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almoft  five  o'clock,  coufin ;  'tis  time  you 
were  ready:  by  my  troth,  I  am  exceeding  ill ;  hey  Lo! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horfe,  or  a  husband  ? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

Marg.  Well,  if  you  be  not  turn'd  Turk,  there's  no 
more  failing  by  the  ilar. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool,  trow  ? 

Marg.  Nothing  %  but  God  fend  every  one  their 
heart's  defire ! 

Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  count  fent  me,  they  are  an 
excellent  perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  ftufft,  coufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Marg.  A  maid,  and  ilufFt!  there's  goodly  catching  of 
cold. 

Beat.  O,  God  help  me,  God  help  me,  how  long  have 
you  profeft  apprehenfion  ? 

Marg.  Ever  fmce  you  left  it ;  doth  not  my  wit  be- 
come me  rarely? 

Beat.  It  is  not  feen  enough,  you  mould  wear  it  in 
your  cap.    By  my  troth,  1  am  fick. 

Marg.  Get  you  fome  of  this  diftili'd  Carduus  Bene- 
difius,  and  lay  it  to  your  heart ;  it  is  the  only  thing  for 
a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  thiitle. 
Beat.  BenediBus?   why  Benedict tis  ?   you  have  fome 
moral  in  this  Benedifius. 

C  Z  Mar*. 
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Marg.  Moral  ?  no,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaning,  I  meant  plain  holy-thiftle ;  you  may  think, 
perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  in  love ;  nay,  birlady, 
I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lift  ;  nor  I  lift  not 
to  think  what  I  can  ;  nor,  indeed,  I  cannot  think,  if  I 
would  think  my  heart  out  with  thinking,  that  you  are  in 
love,  or  that  you  will  be  in  love,  or  that  you  can  be  in 
love  :  yet  Benedick  was  fuch  another,  and  now  is  he  be- 
come a  man  ;  he  fwore,  he  would  never  marry  ;  and 
yet  now,  in  defpight  of  his  heart,  he  eats  his  meat  with- 
out grudging ;  and  how  you  may  be  converted,  I  know 
not ;  but  methinks,  you  look  with  your  eyes  as  other 
women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 
Marg.  Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Urfu.  Madam,  withdraw ;  the  Prince,  the  Count, 
Signior  Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  Gallants  of 
the  town  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hen.  Help  to  drefs  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg,  good 
Vr/ula.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,  another  Jpartment  in  Leonato'x 
Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato,  nmtb  Dogberry  and  Verges, 

Leon.X T  THAT  would  you  with  me,  honed  neigh- 
VV  bour? 

Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence  with 
you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you  ;  for,  you  fee,  'tis  a  bufy  time 
with  me. 

Dogb.  Marry,  this  it  is,  Sir. 

Verg   Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  Sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 

Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  Sir,  fpeaks  a  little  of  the 
matter;  an  old  man,  Sir,  and  his  wits  are  not  fo  blunt, 
as,  God  help,  I  would  defire  they  were ;  but,  in  faith, 
as  honeft  as  the  skin  between  his  brows. 

Verg, 
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Verg.  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honed  as  any  man 
living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter  than  I. 

Dogb.  Comparifons  are  odorous  ;  palabras,  neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It  pleafes  your  worihip  to  fay  fo,  but  we  are 
the  poor  Duke's  officers ;  but,  truly,  for  mine  own  parr, ; 
if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  King,  I  could  find  in  my  heart 
to  beftow  it  all  of  your  worfhip. 

Leon.  All  thy  tedioufnefs  on  me,  ha  ? 
9  Dogb.  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thoufand  times  more  than 
'tis,  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  worfliip  as 
of  any  man  in  the  city  ;  and  tho'  I  be  but  a  poor  man, 
I  am  glad  to  hear  it'. 

Verg.  And  fo  am  I. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 

Verg.  Marry,  Sir,  our  Watch  to  night,  excepting 
your  worship's  prefence,  have  ta'en  a  couple  of  as  arrant 
knaves  as  any  in  Mejfina. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  man,  Sir  ;  he  will  be  talking,  as 
they  fay;  when  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out;  God  help 
us,  it  is  a  world  to  fee :  well  faid,  i'faith,  neighbour 
Verges,  well,  he's  a  good  man  ;  an  two  men  ride  an 
horfe,  one  muft  ride  behind  ;  an  honeft  foul,  i'faith, 
Sir,  by  my  troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread,  but  God 
is  to  be  worlhip'd  ;  all  men  are  not  alike,  alas,  good 
neighbour  ! 

Leon.  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  fhort  of  you, 
Dogb.  Gifts,  that  God  gives. 
Leon.  I  muft  leave  you. 

Dogb.  One  word,  Sir ;  our  Watch  have,  indeed,  com- 
prehended two  aufpicious  perfons  ;  and  we  would  have 
them  this  morning  examined  before  your  worfhip. 

Leon.  Take  their  examination  your  felf,  and  bring 
it  me  ;  I  am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  may  appear  unto 
you. 

Dogb.  It  (hall  be  fuffigance. 

Leon.  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  go  :  fare  you  well. 


Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mejf.  My  lord,  they  flay  for  you  to  give  your  daughu 
ter  to  her  husband.  ■ 

Leon.  I'll  wait  upon  them.   Iamr^rdy.    [Ex.  Leon. 

Dogb.  Go,  good  Partner,  go  get  you  to  f ranch  Sea- 
coale,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the  jail  ; 
we  are  now  to  examine  thofe  men. 

Verg.  And  we  mull  do  it  wifely. 

Dogb.  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant ;  here's 
That  mall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a  non-come.  Only  get 
the  learned  writer  to  fet  down  our  excommunication, 
and  meet  me  at  the  Jail.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  a  CHURCH. 

Enter  D.  Pedro,  D.  John,  Leonato,  Friar,  Claudio* 
Benedick,  Hero,  and  Beatrice, 

L  e  o  N  a  t  o. 

COME,  friar  Francis,  be  brief,  only  to  the  plain 
form  of  marriage,   and  you  (hall  recount  their 
particular  duties  afterwards. 
Friar.  You  come  hither,  my  Lord,  to  marry  this 
lady  ? 
.  Claud.  No. 

Leon.  To  be  marry 'd  to  her,  friar  ;  you  come  to 
marry  her. 

Friar.  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  marry 'd  to  this 
Count  ? 

Here.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impediment 
why  you  mould  not  be  conjoint,  I  charge  you  on  your 
fouls  to  utter  it. 

Claud.  Know  you  any,  Hero  / 

Hero, 
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Hero.  None,  my  Lord. 

Friar.  Ktiow  you  any,  Count  ? 

Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anfwer,  none. 

Claud.  O  what  men  dare  do  !  what  men  may  do  !  what 
Men  daily  do  !  not  knowing  what  th  iy  do! 

Bene.  How  now !  Interjections  ?  why,  then  fome  be 
of  laughing,  as  ha,  ha,  he  ! 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  friar:  father,  by  your  leaves 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconilrained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid  your  daughter  ? 

Leon.  As  freely,  fon,  as  Gcd  did  give  her  me. 

Claud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whofe 
worth 

May  counterp'oife  this  rich  and  precious  gift? 
Pedro.  Nothing,  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 
Claud.  Sweet  Prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankful- 
nefs : 

There,  Leonato,  take  her  back  again  ; 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend. 
She's  but  the  lign  and  femblance  of  her  honour  1 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  me  blufhes  here  ! 
O,  what  authority  and  fhew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fin  cover  itfelf  withal ! 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  model!  evidence, 
To  witnefs  fimple  virtue  ?  would  you  not  fvvear5 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  (he  were  a  maid, 
By  thefe  exterior  mews  ?  but  ihe  is  none : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed  ; 
Herbluih  is  guiltinefs,  not  modefty, 

Leon.  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  marry 'd, 
Not  knit  my  foul  to  an  approved  Wanton. 
•  Leon.  Dear  my  Lord,  it  you  in  your  own  approof  ( 1 3) 

Have 

(13)  Dear  my  Lord,  if  you  in  your  own  Proof,]  lam  furpriz'd, 
the  Poetical  Editors  did  not  obferve  the  Lamenefs  of  this 
Verfe.  It  evidently  wants  a  Syllable  in  the  laft  Foot,  which  I 
have  reftor'd  by  a  Word,  which,  I  prefume,  the  firft  Editors 
might  hefitate  at  ;  tho'  it  is  a  very  proper  one,  and  a  Word 
clfcwhere.  ufed  by  our  Author.  Befides,  in  the  Pfcflage  under 
C  4.  ExamU 
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Have  ranquiuYd  the  refinance  of  her  youth, 

And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity   

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  fay  :  if  I  have  known 
her, 

You'll  fay,  (he  did  embrace  me  as  a  husband, 
And  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  fin. 
No,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large ; 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  fitter,  mew'd 
Bafhful  fincerity,  and  comely  love.  N 

Hero.  And  feem'd  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Claud.  Out  on  thy  Seeming  !  I  will  write  againft  it ; 
You  feem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb, 
As  chaile  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown  : 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus y  or  thofe  pampered  animals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  (b  wide? 

Leon.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak  not  you  ? 

Pedro.  What  mould  I  fpeak  ? 
I  ftand  difhonour'd,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  deaf  friend  to  a  common  Stale. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

John.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  are  true. 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  Nuptial. 

Hero.  True!  O  God ! 

Claud.  Leonato,  ftand  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  Prince?  Is  this  the  Prince's  Brother  ? 
Is  this  face  Hero's  ?  are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  fo;  but  what  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

Claud.   Let  me  but  move  one  queftion  to  your 
daughter, 

And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  I  befet ! 

Examination,  this  Word  comes  in  almoft  neceflarily,  as  Clau* 
dio  had  faid  in  the  Line  immediately  preceding  ; 

knit  my  Stul  to  an  approved  Wanfn* 

What 
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What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

Claud.  To  make  you  anfwcr  truly  to  your  name. 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  juft  reproach  ? 

Claud.  Marry,  that  can  Hero ; 
Hero  her  felf  can  blot  out  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yerternight 
Out  at  your  window  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Now,  if  you  are  a  maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Why,  then  you  are  no  maiden.  Leonaio, 
I  am  forry,  you  muft  hear  ;  upon  mine  Honour, 
My  felf,  my  Brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  night  ' 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber- window  ; 
Who  hath,  indeed,  molt  like  a  liberal  villain, 
Confefs'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

John.  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  nam'd,  my  Lord, 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of ; 
There  is  not  chaltity  enough  in  language, 
Without  offence,  to  utter  them  :  thus,  pretty  lady, 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  mifgovernment. 

Claud.  O  Hero  !  what  a  Hero  had  it  thou  been, 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  plac'd 
About  the  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart  ? 
But  fare  thee  well,  moft  foul,  molt  fair !  farewel, 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity ! 
For  thee  I'll  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eye  ids  {hall  Conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm  ; 
And  never  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Lew.  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  ? 

Beat.  Why,  how  now,  Coufm,  wherefore  fink  you 
down  ? 

John.  Come,  let  us  go ;  thefe  things,  come  thus  to 
light, 

Smother  her  fpirits  up, 

[Exeunt  D.  Pedro,  D  John  and  Claud, 
M.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

C  5  .  Beat, 
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Beat.  Dead,  I  think  ;  help,  uncle. 
Hero!  why,  Hero!  unc'e  .'  Signior  Benedick!  friar/ 

Leon.  O  fate  I  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand  ; 
Death  is  the  fail  eft  cover  for  her  Ihame, 
That  may  be  wilh'd  for. 

Beat.  How  now,  couiln  Hero? 

Friar.  Have  comfort,  Lady. 

Leon.  Doit  thou  look  up  ? 

Friar.  Yea  wherefore  mould  {he  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?  why,  doth  not  eyery  earthly  thing 
Cry  (hame  upon  h*i  ?  could  (he  here  deny 
The  fiory  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? 
Do  not  live,  Hero,  do  not  ope  thine  eyes  : 
For  did  I  think,  thou  wouldft  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  J,  thy  fphits  were  ilronger  than  thy  fhames, 
My  felf  would  on  the  rereward  of  reproaches 
Strike  at  thy  life.    Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  I  for  That  at  frugal  nature's  frame  ? 
I've  one  too  much  by  thee.   Why  had  I  one  ? 
Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand, 
Took  up  a  beggar's  in  he  at  my  gates  ? 
"Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir  d  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine ; 
This  ihame  derives  it  felf  from  unknown  loins : 
But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  a>  d  mine  I  prais'd, 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  much, 
That  I  my  felf  was  to  my  felf  not  mine, 

Valuing  of  her ;  why,  fhe,  O,  me  is  fall'n 

Into  a  pit  of  ink,  that  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafn  her  clean  again ; 
And  fait  too  little,  which  may  leafon  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flefh  I 

Bene.  Sir,  Sir,  be  patient ; 
For  my  part,  I  am  fo  attir'd  in  wonder, 
J  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O,  on  my  foul,  my  coufin  is  bely'd.^ 

Bene.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  night? 

Beat.  No,  truly,  not ;  altho'  until  laft  night 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon, 
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Leon.  Confirm'd,  confirmed !   O,   That  is  flroriger 
made, 

Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron. 
Would  the  two  Princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ? 
Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that,  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefs, 
WafrVd  it  with  tears  ?  hence  from  her,  let  her  die* 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  little, 
For  I  have  only  been  filent  fo  long, 
And  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  fortune, 
By  noting  of  the  lady.    I  have  marked 
A  thouland  blufhing  apparitions 
To  Hart  into  her  face ;  a  thoufand  innocent  fhames 
In  angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  blumes ; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire, 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  Princes  hold 
Againll  her  maiden  truth.    Call  me  a  fool, 
Truitnotmy  reading,  nor  my  obfervations, 
Which  with  experimental  feal  do  warrant 
The  tenour  of  my  book  ;  trull  not  my  age* 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity, 
If  this  fweet  lady  lie  not  guiltlefs  here 
Under  fome  biting  error, 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be ; 
Thou  feed,  that  ail  the  grace,  that  fhe  hath  left, 
Is,  that  fhe  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fin  of  perjury  ;  fhe  not  denies  it : 
Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufe 
That,  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  ? 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of? 

Hero.  They  know,  that  do  axcufe  me;  I  know  none: 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive, 
Than  that  which  maiden  modetly  doth  warrant, 
Let  all  my  fins  lack  mercy  !  O  my  father, 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  convers'd 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yeiternight 
Maintained  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Refufe  me,  hate  .me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  fome  firange  mifpriuon  in  the  PrincesJ 

Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent 'of  honour, 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  mif-led  in  this, 

The 
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The  Practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baftard, 
Whofe  fpirits  toil  in  frame  of  villanies. 

Leon.  I  know  not  :  if  they  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  fhall  tear  her;  if  they  wrong  her  honour, 
The  proudeft  of  them  fhall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dry'd  this  blood  of  mine, 
Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means, 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
But  they  (hall  find  awak'd,  in  fuch  a  kind, 
Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar.  Paufe  a  while, 
And  let  my  counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. 
Your  daughter  here  the  Princes  left  for  dead ;  (14) 
Let  her  awhile  be  fecretly  kept  in, 
And  putyim  it,  that  ihe  is  dead,  indeed: 
Maintain  a  mourning  olientation, 
And  ovi  your  family's  old  A4onument 
Hang  mournful  Epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leon.  WHat  mall  become  of  this?  what  will  this  do? 

Friar.  Marry,  this,  well  carry 'd,  mail  on  her  behalf 
Change  flanker  to  remorfe ;  that  is  fome  good  : 
But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  Urange  courfe, 
Eut  on  this  travel  look  for  greater  birth : 
She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintain'd, 
Upon  the  inftant  that  me  was  accus'd, 
Shall  be  lamented,  pity.'d,  and  excused, 
Of  every  hearer  :  for  it  fo  falls  out, 

(14)  Tour  Daughter  here  the  Princefs  (left  for  deadj "]  But  how 
comes  Hero  to  dart  up  a  Princefs  hers  ?  We  have  no  Intimation 
of  her  Father  being  a  Prince  5  and  this  is  the  firft  and  only 
Time  that  She  is  complimented  with  this  Dignity.  The  Re- 
motion  of  a  (ingle  Letter,  and  of  the  Parenthefs,  will  bring 
her  to  her  own  Rank,  and  the  Place  to  its  true  Meaning, 

Your  Daughter  here  the  Prirces  left  for  dead, 
i,  e.  Don  Pedro,  Prince  of  Arragon  j  and  his  Baftard  Brother 
who  is  like  wife  call'd  a  prince. 

That 
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That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 

Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft, 

Why,  then  we  rack  the  value  ;  then  we  find 

The  virtue  that  poffeffion  would  not  (hew  us 

Whilft  it  was  ours ;  fo  will  it  fare  with  Claudio : 

When  he  mall  hear  (he  dy'd  upon  his  words* 

Th'  idea  of  her  Life  (hall  fweetly  creep 

Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination, 

And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 

Shall  come  apparePd  in  more  precious  habit  ; 

More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 

Into  the  eye  and  profpecl  of  his  foul, 

Than  when  me  hVd  indeed.    Then  mall  he  mourn> 

If  ever  love  had  intereft  in  his  liver, 

And  wi(h,  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her  ; 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true : 

Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not,  butfucce^s 

Will  fafhion  the  event  in  better  mape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  aU  Aim  but  this  be  levell'd  falfe, 

The  fuppolition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy. 

And,  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  hei> 

As  belt  befits  her  wounded  reputation, 

In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  life, 

Out  of  all  eyeSj  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene,  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advife  yon  i 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inward nefs  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Claudio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  tins 
As  fecretly  and  juftly  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leon.  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief, 
The  fmalleft  twine  may  lead  me. 

Friar.  vTis  well  confented,  prefently  away ; 

For  to  flrange  fores,  ftrangely  they  {train  the  cure, 
Come,  lady,  die  to  live ;  this  wedding  day, 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolong'd  :  have  patience  and  en- 
dure. {Exeunt, 


Movent 
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Mmm  Benedick  and  Beatrice. 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  I 
Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene.  I  will  not  defire  that. 
Beat.  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 
Bene.  Surely,  I  do  believe,  your  fair  ccufin  is  wrong'd. 
Beat.  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deierve  of  mfc, 
that  would  right  her  ! 

Bene*  Is  there  any  way  to  (hew  fuch  frieridfhip  I 
Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 
Bene.  May  a  man  do  it  ? 
Beat.  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours. 
Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  you  ; 
is  not  that  ftrange  ? 

Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not ;  it  were  a3 
pofEbie  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you ; 
but  believe  me  not ;  and  yet  I  lye  not;  I  confefs  nothing,  - 
nor  I  deny  nothing.    I  am  forry  for  my  coufin. 
Bene.  By  my  fword,  Beatrice,  thou  lov'it  me. 
Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 
Bene.  I  wi'.l  fwear  by  it  that  you  love  me  ;  and  I  wifl 
make  him  eat  it,  that  fays,  I  love  not  you. 
Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 
Bene.  With  no  fauce  that  can  be  devis'd  to  it;  I  pro- 
tefl,  I  love  thc-e. 

Beat.  Why  then,  God  forgive  me. 
Bene.  What  offence,  fweet  Beatrice  ? 
Beat.  You  have  fiay'd  me  in  a  happy  hour  ;  I  was 
about  to  protefr,  I  lov'd  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 
Beat.  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that 
none  is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 
Beat.  Kill  Claudia. 
Bene  .  Ha!  not  for  the  wide  world. 
Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny ;  fareweL 
Bene.  Tarry,  fweet  Beatrice 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  tho'  1  am  here ;  there  is  no  love  in 
you;  na/,  I  pay  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene. 
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Bene.  Beatrice,  — 
Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 
Bene.  We'-ll  be  friends  firft. 

Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  me,  than  fight 
with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Cluudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain,  that 
hath  flander'd,  fcorn'd,  difnonourM  my  kinfwoman! 
O,  that  1  were  a  man  !  what !  bear  her  in  hand  until 
they  come  to  take  hands,  and  then  with  publick  accu- 

fation,  uncover'd  (lander,  unmitigated  rancour  O 

God,  that  I  were  a  man  !  I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the 
market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ?  —  a  proper 
faying! 

Bene.  Nay,  but  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero!  lhc  is  wrong'd,  fiie  is  flander'd? 
Ihe  is  undone, 
Bene.  Beat  ■  

Beat.  Princes  and  Counts !  furely,  a  princely  tefti- 
mony,  a  goodly  count-comfecl,  a  fweet  gallant,  furely  \ 

0  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  fake !  Or  that  I  had  any 
friend  would  be  a  man  for  my  fake  I  but  manhood  is 
melted  into  curtelies,  valour  into  compliment,  and  men 
are  only  turned  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too;  he  is 
now  as  valiant  as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  lie,  and 
fwears  it :  I  cannot  be  a  man  with  wilhing,  therefore  I 
will  die  a  woman  with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice ;  by  this  hand,  I  love  thee. 
Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  fwear- 
ing  by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul,  the  Count-  Claudio 
hath  wrong'd  Hero? 

Beat.  Yea,  as  Aire  as  I  have  a  thought  or  a  foul. 
Bene.  Enough,  lam  engaged;  I  will  challenge  him  i 

1  will  kifs  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you,  by  this  hand, 
Claudto  fhall  render  me  a  dear  account ;  as  you  hear  of 
me,  fo  thin1:  of  me;  go  comfort  your  coufin  ;  I  mull 
fay,  Ihe  is  dead,  and  fo  farewcl.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Prifon. 

Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  Borachio,  Conrade,  tht 

Town-Clerk  and  Sexton  in  Gowns. 

To.  CI.  T  S  our  whole  diflembly  appeared  ? 

X    Dog.  O,  a  ftool  and  acufhion  for  the  fexton  ! 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefV~:ors  ? 

Verg.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  Partner. 

Dog.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  h:>ve  the  exhibition  to 
examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be 
examin'd?  let  them  come  before  mailer  "con  liable. 

To.  CL  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me ;  what 
is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Bora.  Borachio. 

T.  CI.  Pray,  write  down,  Borachio.  Yours,  Sirrah  ? 
Conr.  I  am  a  gentleman,  Sir,  and  my  name  is  Con- 
rade. 

T.  CI.    Write  down,    mailer    gentleman  Conrade; 
mailers,  do  you  ferve  God  ? 
Both.  Yea.  Sir,  we  nope. 

To.  CI.  Write  down,  that  they  hope  they  ferve  God  : 
and  write  God  firft  :  for  God  defend,  but  God  fh  on  Id  go 

before  fuch  villains.  Mailers,  it  is  proved  already  that 

you  are  little  better  than  falfe  knaves,  and  it  will  go  near 
to  be  thought  fo  fhortly ;  how  anfvver  you  for  your 
felves  ? 

Conr.  Marry,  Sir,  we  fay,  we  are  none. 
To.  C.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,   I  allure  you,  but 
I  will  go  about  with  him.    Come  you  hither,  firrah^ 

(15)  Both.    Tea,  Sir,   we  hope. 

To.  CI.  Write  down,  that  they  hope,  they  ferve  God  :  and  write 
Gcd  Jirfi  :  for  God  defend,  hut  God  fhould  go  before  fuch  Vil- 
lain ]  This  ftiort  PaHage,  which  is  truly  humorous  and 

in  chara&er,   I  have  added  from  the  old  Quarto,    Befides,  if. 
fupplics  a  Defed:  for,  without  it,  the  'Town-Clerk  asks  a  Que- 
ion  of  the  Prifoners,  and  goes  on  without  flaying  for  any 
Anfvycr  to  it, 

a  word 
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a  word  in  your  ear,  Sir  ;  I  fay  to  you,  it  is  thought  you 
are  both  falfe  knaves. 

Bora.  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

Jfc  CI.  Well,  ftand  afide ;  Tore  God,  they  are  both  in 
a  tale  ;  have  you  writ  down,  that  they  are  none  ? 

Sexton.  Mafler  town -clerk,  you  go  not  the  way  to 
examine,  you  mud  call  the  watch  that  are  their  ac- 
cufers. 

(16)  To.  CI.  Yea,  marry,  that's  the  defteft  way,  let 
the  Watch  come  forth ;  mailers,  I  charge  you  in  the 
Prince's  name  accufe  thefe  men. 

Enter  Watchmen. 

2  Watch.  This  man  faid,  Sir,  that  Don  John  the 
Prince's  brother  was  a  villain. 

To.  CI  Writedown,  Prince  John  a  villain  ;  why  this 
is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  Prince's  brother  villain. 

Bora.  Mailer  town-clerk  — 

To.  CI.  Pray  thee,  fellow,  Peace  ;  I  do  not  like  thy 
look,  I  promife  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 

2  Watch.  Marry,  that  he  had  receiv'd  a  thoufand  du- 
cats of  Don  John,  for  accufing  the  lady  Hero  wrong- 
fully. 

(16)  To.  CI,  Tea,  marry  that's  the  eafieft  Way,  let  the  Watch 
tome  forth.]  This  eajieft,  is  a  Sophifticati'on  of  our  modern 
Editors,  who  were  at  a  lofs  to  make  out  the  corrupted  Read- 
ing of  the  old  Copies.  The  Quarto,  in  1600,  and  the  firft  and 
fecond  Editions  in  Folio  all  concur  in  reading  ; 
Tea,  marry,  that's  the  efteft  vvay,  Sec. 

A  Letter  happen'd  to  flip  out  at  Prefs  in  the  firft  Edition  ; 
and  'twas  too  hard  a  Task  for  the  fubfsquent  Editors  to  put 
it  in,  or  guefs  at  the  Word  under  this  accidental  Depravation. 
There  is  no  doubt,  but  the  Author  wrote,  as  I  have  reftor'd 
the  Text : 

Tea,  marry,  that's  the  defteft  no  ay,  &c. 
i.  e.  the  readieft,  moft  commodious  Way.    The  Word  is  pure 
Saxon.     Deaplice  debits,  congrue,  duely,  fitly.  Eefoseprlice, 
opportune,   commode,    fitly,  conveniently,    feafonably,  in  good 
time,  commodioufly,  Vid.  Spelman'/  Saxon  GlofT. 

2i.  CU 
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?V  CL  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed. 
Dogb.  Yea,  by  th'  mafs,  that  it  is. 
Sexton.  What  elfe,  fellow  ? 

1  Watch.  And  that  Count  Claudia  did  mean,  upon 
his  words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  affemWy, 
and  not  marry  her. 

,        Cl\°  vilIam  ?  Aou  wilt  be  condemn'd  into  ever- 

ialting  redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  elfe  ? 

2  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton,  hn^  this  is  more,  matters,  than  you  can 
aeny.  Fnnce  John  is  this  morning  fecretly  ftoll'n  away  : 
Hero  was  in  this  manner  accus'd,  and  in  this  very  man- 
ner refus'd,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this  fuddenly  dy'd. 
Matter  Conftahle,  Jet  thefe  men  be  bound  and  brought 
to  Leonato  ;  I  will  go  before,  and  mew  him  their  exa- 
mination 

Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion^. 

Conr.  Let  them  be  in  the' hands  of  Coxcomb! 

Dogb.  God's  my  life,  where's  the  Sexton  ?  let  him 
write  down  the  Prince's  officer  Coxcomb:  come,  bind 
them,  thou  naughty  varlet. 

Conr.  Away  j  you  are  an  afs,  you  are  an  afs. 

Dogb.  Dolt  thou  not  fufpeft  my  place  ?  doft  thou  not 
fufpeft  my  years  I  O,  that  he  were  here  to  write  me  down 
an  afs !  but,  matters,  remember,  that  I  am  an  afs;  though 
it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that  I  am  an 
afs  ;  no,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,  as  {hall  be 
prov'd  upon  thee  by  good  witnefs ;  I  am  a  wife  fellow, 
and  which  is  more,  an  officer  ;  and  which  is  more,  an 
houfliolder;  and  which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of 
flefh  as  any  in  MeJJina,  and  one  that  knows  the  law;  go 
to,  and  a  rich  fellow  enough ;  go  to,  and  a  fellow  that 
Lath  had  lo(Tes ;  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and 
every  thing  handfome  about  him  ;  bring  him  away  ;  O, 
that  I  had  been  writ  down  an  afs! «  [Exeunt,, 


ACT 
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ACT  V. 
SCENE,  before  LeonatoV  Houfe^ 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 
Anton  i  o. 

IF  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourfelf ; 
And  'tis  not  whclom  thus  to  fecond  grief 
Againft  your  feif. 
Leon.  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfel, 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  proStlefs 
As  water  in  a  fieve ;  give  not  me  counfel, 
Nor  let  no  Comforter  delight  mine  ear, 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  fuite  with  mine;. 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  fo  lov'd  his  child, 
Whofe  joy  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine, 
And  bid  him  fpeak  of  patience ; 
Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine. 
And  let  it  anfwer  every  ftrain  for  ftrain  : 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch, 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  Ihape  and  form  : 
If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftroke  his  beard,  ( 1 7) 

(17)  If fuch  a  One  will  fmile,  and  ftroke  bis  Beard,  ( 
And  hallow,  wag,  cry  hem,  when  he  fiould grsan.J 
Mr.  Row  is  the  firft  Authority  that  I  can  find  for  this  Read- 
ing. But  what  is  the  Intention,  or  how  are  we  to  expound 
it  ?  "  If  a  Man  will  halloo,  and  whoop,  and  fidget,  and  wrig- 
i(  gle  ab*ut,  to  fhew  a  Pleafure  when  he  fhouid  groan,' *  &c. 
This  does  not  give  much  Decorum  to  the  Sentiment.  The  old 
Quarto,  and  the  1  ft  and  2d  Folio  Editions  all  read, 

And  Sorrow,  wagge,  cry  hem,  &c. 
We  don't,  indeed,  get  much  by  this  Reading  ;  tho',  I  flatter 
my  felf,  by  a  flight  Alteration  it  has  led  me  to  the  true  one, 

And  Sorrow  wage  5  cry,  bern  !  when  he  fhould  groan  ; 
i.  e.  If  fuch  a  One  will  combat  with,  ftrive  againft  Sorrow,  &C: 
Nor  is  this  Word  infrequent  with  our  Author  in  thefe  Signi- 
fications, AR$: 
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And  Sorrow  wage  ;  cry,  hem  !  when  he  mould  groan  ; 

Patch  grief  with  proverbs ;  make  misfortune  drunk 

With  candle-wafters ;  bring  him  yet  to  me,  . 

And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 

But  there  is  no  fuch  man  ;  for,  brother,  men 

Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief 

Which  they  themfelves  not  feel;  but  tailing  it, 

Their  counfel  turns  to  paffion,  which  before 

Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage ; 

Fetter  ftrong  madnefs  in  a  filken  thread ; 

Charm  ach  with  ai»%  and  agony  with  words. 

No,  no ;  'tis  all  i  lens  office  to  fpeak  patience 

To  thofe,  that  vring  under  the  load  of  forrow  ; 

Bui  no  man's  virtue,  nor  fufficiency, 

To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  mall  endure 

The  like  himfelf ;  therefore  give  me  no  counfel; 

My  griefs  cry  loader  than  advertifement. 

Ant.  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  differ, 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  peace  ;  I  will  be  Mem  and  blood  ; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philofopher, 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently  ; 
However  they  have  writ  the  ftyle  of  Gods, 
And  made  a  pifh  at  chance  and  fuiferance. 

Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  your  felf: 
Make  thofe,  that  do  offend  you,  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon  ;  nay,  I  will  do  fo* 
My  foul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  bely'd  ; 
And  that  (hall  Claudio  know,  fo  mall  the  Prince  ; 
And  all  of  them,  that  thus  dimonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  Claudio  haftily. 
Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 
Claud.  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 
Leon.  Hear  you,  my  lords  ? 
Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,  Lesnato. 
Leon.  Some  hafte,  my  lord !  well,  fare  you  well,  my 
lord. 

Are  you  fo  hafty  now  ?  well,  all  is  one. 

Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  man. 

Axt* 
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Ant.  If  he  could  right  himfelf  with  quarrelling, 
Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 
Claud.  Who  wrongs  him  ? 

Leon.  Marry,  thou  doll  wrong  me,  thou  diffembler, 
thouf 

Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud.  Marry,  befhrew  my  hand, 
If  it  mould  give  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear ; 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fwofd. 

Leon.  Tu(h,  turn,  man,  never  fleer  and  jeft  at  me ; 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do. 
Were  I  not  old :  know,  Claudio,  to  thy  head, 
Thou  haft  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  child  and  me, 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by ; 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruife  of  many  days, 
Do  challenge  thee  to  tryal  of  a  man  i 
I  fay,  thou  haft  bely'd  mine  innocent  child, 
Thy  flander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart* 
And  fhe  lies  bury'd  with  her  anceftors, 
O,  in  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  flept, 
Save  this  of  hers,  framed  by  thy  villany ! 
Claud.  My  villany? 
Leon.  Thine,  Claudio ;  thine,  I  fay. 
Pedro.  You  fay  not  right,  old  man. 
Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
I'll  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare; 
Defpight  his  nice  fence  and  his  a&ive  pradlice, 
His  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  luftyhood, 
Claud,  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you, 
(18)  Leon   Canft  thou  fo  daffe  me  ?  thou  haft  kill'd 


(18)  Canft  Thou  fo  daffe  me?  ]  This  is  a  Country  Word, 

Mr.  Pope  tells  ui,  fignifying,  daunt.  It  may  be  fo  j  but  that 
is  not  the  Expofition  here  :  To  daffe,  and  doffe  are  fynonymotis 
Terms,  that  mean,  to  put  off:  which  is  the  very  Senfe  required 
here,  and  what  Leonato  would  reply,  upon  Claudio\  faying, 


my  child  ; 


He  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  him. 


If 
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If  thou  kili'ft  me,  boy,  thou  malt  kill  a  man. 

Ant.  He  mall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed  * 
But  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  firft ; 
Win  me  and  wear  me,  let  him  anfwer  me ; 
Come,  follow  me,  boy;  come,  boy,  follow  me  ; 
Sir  boy,  I'll  whip  you  from  your  foining  fence ; 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother,—— 

Ant.  Content  yourfelf ;  God  knows,  I  lov'd  my 

Neice; 

And  me  is  dead,  fiander'd  to  death  by  villains, 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man,  indeed 
As  I  dare  take  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue. 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  jacks,  milkfops ! 
Leon.  Brother  Anthony  ~  

Ant.  Hold  you  content;  what,  man?  I  know  iliem. 
yea, 

And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmolt  fcruple : 
Scambling,  out-facing,  famion-mongring  boys, 
That  lye,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave,  and  flander, 
Go  antickly,  and  mow  an  outward  hideoufnefs, 
And  fpeak  olF  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words,  (jg) 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durft ; 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Anthony, — — . 

Jtit.  Come,  'tis  no  matter ; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake  your  pa- 
tience. 

My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death ; 
But,  on  my  honour,  fhe  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 
Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord  

(19)  And  fpeak  of  half  a  dozen  dangerous  Words,]  Thefe  Edi- 
tors are  Perfons  of  unmaf chable  Indolence,  that  can't  afford  to 
add  a  fingle  Letter  to  retrieve  common  Senfe.  To  fpeak  off,  as 
I  have  reform'd  the  Text,  is  to  throw  out  boldly,  with  an 
Orientation  of  Bravery,  &e.  So  in  <T<w  elf th -night ; 
Anmbh  Oath,  'with  a  Staggering  Accent  Jbarply  twang'd  off: 


Pedro* 
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Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No  I  come,  brother,  away,  I  will  be  heard. 
Jnt.  And  fhalJ,  or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it. 

\Exe*  amlom 

Enter  Benedick. 

Pedro.  See,  fee,  here  comes  the  man  we  went  to  feek* 
Claud.  Now,  Signior,  what  news  ? 
Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Welcome,  Signior  ;  you  are  almoft  come  to 
part  almoft  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fnapt 
off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother ;  what  think'fl  thou  ? 
had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  mould  have  been  too  young 
for  them. 

Bene.  In  a  falfe  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour  :  I 
came  tp  feek  you  both. 

Claud.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee  ;  for 
we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain  have  it 
beaten  away  :  wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit  ? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard ;  (hall  I  draw  it  ? 

Pedro.  Doft  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 

Claud.  Never  did  any  fo,  though  very  many  have  been 
befide  their  wit.  I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do  the 
xninftrels ;  draw,  to  pleafure  us. 

Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  he  looks  pale  :  art 
thou  fick  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What !  courage,  man  :  what  tho1  care  kill'd 
a  cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill  care. 

Bene.  Sir,  I  mail  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  if  you 

charge  it  againft  me.  1  pray  you  chufe  another 

fubjecl. 

Claud.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  ftaff ;  this  laft 
was  broke  crofs. 

Pedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and  more  :  I 
think,  he  be  angry,  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 

Bene.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  word  in  your  ear? 

Claud.  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge  ! 

Bene* 
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Bene.  You  are  a  villain  ;  I  jeft  not.  I  will  make  it 
good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you 
dare.  Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  cowardife. 
You  have  kili'd  a  fweet  lady,  and  her  death  lhall  fail 
heavy  on  you.    Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud,  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  fo  I  may  have  good 
cheer. 

Pedro.  What,  a  feaft  ? 

Claud,  V  faith,  I  thank  him;  he  hath  bid  me  to  a 
calves-head  and  a  capon,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve 
mod  curioufly,  fay,  my  knife's  naught.  Shall  I  not  find 
a  woodcock  too  ? 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well ;  it  goes  eafily. 

Pedro.  Til  tell  thee,  how  Beatrke  prais'd  thy  wit  the 
other  day  :  I  faid,  thou  hadft  a  fine  wit ;  right,  fays 
fhe,  a  fine  little  one ;  no,  faid  I,  a  great  wit ;  juft, 
laid  fhe,  a  great  grofs  one ;  nay,  faid  I,  a  good  wit ; 
juft,  faid  (he,  it  hurts  no  body  ;  nay,  faid  J,  the  gen- 
tleman is  wife;  certain*,  faid  fhe,  a  wife  gentleman;, 
nay,  faid  I,  he  hath  the  tongues  ;  that  I  believe,  faid 
fhe,  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to  me  on  Monday  night,  which 
he  forfwore  on  T uefday  morning ;  there's  a  double 
tongue,  there's  two  tongues.  Thus  did  fhe  an  hour 
together  trans-fhape  thy  particular  virtues ;  yet,  at  laft, 
fhe  concluded  with  a  figh,  thou  waft  the  propereft  man 
in  Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  me  wept  heartily,  and  faid,  me 
car'd  not. 

Pedro.  Yea,  that  fhe  did  ;  but  yet  for  all  that,  and 
if  fhe  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  ilie  would  love  him 
dearly  ;  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

Claud.  All,  all;  and  moreover,  God f aw  him  when  hi 
«was  hid  in  the  garden. 

Pedro.  But  when  lhall  we  fet  the  favage  bull's  horns 
on  the  fenfible  Benedick's  head  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath,  Here  dwells  Bene- 
dick the  married  man. 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy,  you  know  my  mind  ;  I 
will  leave  you  now  to  your  gofiip-like  humour  ;  you 
break  jefts  as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which,  God  be 

thank'd, 
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thank'd,  hurt  not.  My  lord,  for  your  many  courtefics 
I  thank  you  ;  I  mull:  difcontinue  your  company  ;  your 
brother,  the  banard,  ia  fled  from  Mejfina  ;  you  have 
among  you  killed  a  fweet  and  innocent  lady.  For  my 
lord  lack  beard  there,  he  and  I  fhall  meet  ;  and  'till 
then,  peace  be  with  him !  [Exit  Benedick. 

Pedro.  He  is  in  earned. 

Claud.  In  moll  profound  earneft,  and,  I'll  warrant 
you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 
Pedro.  And  hath  challeng'd  thee? 
Claud.  Moft  fincerely. 

Pedro  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  in 
his  doublet  and  hofe,  and  leaves  off  his  wit ! 

Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  Conrade  and  Borachio 

guarded.  t 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape ;  but  then  is  an 
ape  a  doctor  to  fuch  a  man. 

Pedro.  But,  foft  you,  let  me  fee.  pluck  up  my  heart 
and  be  fad  ;  did  he  not  fay,  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Dogb.  Come,  you,  Sir ;  ifjuilice  cannot  tame  you, 
fhe  fhall  ne'er  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  balance ;  nay, 
an  you  be  a  curfmg  hypocrite  once,  you  mufl  be 
look'd  to. 

Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men  bound  ? 
Borachio,  one  ? 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Officers,  what  offence  have  thefe  men  done  ? 

Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  they  have  committed  falfe  report; 
moreover,  they  have  fpoken  untruths ;  fecondarily,  they 
areflanders;  fixth  and  laftly.  they  have  bely'd  a  lady; 
thirdly,  they  have  verify 'd  unjuft  things ;  and,  to  con- 
dude,  they  are  lying  knaves. 

Pedro.  Firft,  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done  ;  third- 
ly, I  ask  thee  what's  their  offence ;  fixth  and  laftly, 
why  they  are  committed ;  and,  to  conclude,  what  you 
lay  to  their  charge  ? 

Claud.  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  divifion ; 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  mailers,  that  you 

Vol.  II.  D  are 
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are  thus  bound  to  your  anfwer  ?  This  learned  confta- 
ble  is  too  cunning  to  be  underftood.  What's  your  of- 
fence ? 

Bora.  Sweet  Prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine 
anfwer  :  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me  : 
I  have  deceivd  even  your  very  eyes ;  what  your  wif- 
doms   could  not  difcover,  thefe  mallow  fools  have 
brought  to  light,  who  in  the  night  overheard  me  con-, 
felling  to  this  man,  how  Don  John  your  brother  iri- 
cens'd  me  to  flander  the  lady  Hero;  how  you  were 
brought  into  the  orchard,  and  faw  me  court  Margaret 
in  Hero's  garments ;  how  you  difgrac'd  her,  when  you 
fhould  marry  her  ;  my  villany  they  have  upon  record, 
•  which  I  had  rather  feal  with  my  death,  than  repeat 
Over  to  my  fhame  ;  the  lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my 
matter's  falfe  accufation  ;   and  briefly,  I  defire  nothing 
but  the  reward  of  a  villain. 
Pedro.  Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron  through  your 
blood  ? 

Claud.  1  have  drunk  poifon,  while  he  utter'd  it. 

Pedro.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  practice  of  it. 

Pedro   He  is  compos'd  and  fram'd  of  treachery  ; 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villany. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero  !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 

Dogb.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiffs;  by  this  time, 
our  Sexton  hath  reform'd  Signior  Leonato  of  the  matter ; 
and  matters  do  not  forget  to  fpecifie,  when  time  and 
place  mall  ferve,  that  I  am  an  afs„ 

Verg.  Here,  here  comes  matter  Signior  Leonato,  and 
the  Sexton  too. 

Enter  Leonato,  and  Sexton. 

Lton.  Which  is  the  villain  ?  let  me  fee  his  eyes;  j 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him  ;  which  of  thefe  is  he  ?  ] 
Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on  me.  § 
Leon.  Art  thou,  art  thou  the  flave,  that  with  thy  ] 
breath  I 

Haft  . 
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Haft  kill'd  mine  innocent  child  ? 
Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  fo,  villain ;  thou  bely'ft  thy  felf ; 
Here  fiand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it  : 
I  thank  you,  Princes,  for  my  daughter's  death  ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds ; 
'Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Yet  I  mull  fpeak  :  chufe  your  revenge  yourfelf  i 
Impofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fin  ;   yet  finn'd  I  not, 
But  in  miftaking. 

Pedro.  By  my  foul,  nor  I ; 
And  yet,  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight, 
That  he'll  enjoyn  me  to.  • 

Leon.  You  cannot  bid  my  daughter  live  again., 
That  were  impoflible  ;  but,  I  pray  you  both, 
Poffefs  the  People  in  MeJJina  here 
How  innocent  me  dy'd ;  and  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  fad  invention, 
Hang  her  an  Epitaph  upon  her  tomb, 
And  fing  it  to  her  bones ;  fing  it  to  night : 
To  morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  houfe, 
And  lince  you  could  not  be  my  fon-in  law, 
Be  yet  my  nephew  ;  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 
Almoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead, 
And  fhe  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us  $ 
Give  her  the  Right  you  mould  have  given  her  Coufin8 
And  fo  dies  my  revenge. 

Claud.  O  noble  Sir  ! 
Your  over-kindnefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me : 
I  do  embrace  your  offer  ;  and  difpofe 
I  For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 
\    Leon.  To  morrow  then  I  will  expect  your  Coming, 
To  night  I  take  my  leave.   This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret* 

I Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 
D  2  Bwm. 
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Bora,  No,  by  my  foul,  (he  was  not ; 
Nor  knew  not  what  fhe  did,  when  ihe  ipoke  to  me. 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  virtuouc, 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her 

Dogb.  Moreover,  Sir,  which  indeed  is  not  under 
white  and  black,  this  plaintiff  here,  the  o^ender,  did 
call  me  afs  :  I  befeech  you,  let  it  be  remembred  in  his 
punifhment ;  and  alfo  the  watch  heard  them  talk  of  one 
Deformed:  they  fay  he  wears  a  key  in  His  ear.  and  ' 
a  lock  hanging  by  it  ;  and  borrow  money  in  God's 
name,  the  which  he  hath  us'd  fo  long,  and  never  paid, 
that  now  men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  no- 
thing for  God's  fake.  Pray  you,  examine  him  upon 
that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pains. 

Dog 6  Your  Worfhip  fpeaks  like  a  moil  thankful  and 
reverend  youth  ;  and  I  praife  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb  God  fave  the  foundation ! 

Leon,  Go,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner  ;  and  I 
thank  thee. 

Dogb.  I  leave  an  errant  knave  with  your  Worihip, 
which,  T  befeech  your  Worfhip,  to  correcl:  your  felf, 
for  the  example  of  others.  God  keep  your  Worihip; 
I  wi(h  your  Worfhip  well:  God  reftore  you  to  health; 
I  humbly  give  you  leave  to  depart ;  and  if  a  merry 
meeting  may  be  wihVd,  God  prohibit  it.  Come,  neigh- 
bour. [Exeunt. 

Leon.  Until  to  morrow  morning,  Lords,  farewel. 

J?it.  Farewel,  my  Lords ;  we  look  for  you  to  morrow. 

Pedro.  We  will  not  fail. 

Claud.  To  night  I'll  mourn  with  Hero. 

Leon.  Bring  you  thefe  fellows  on,  we'll  talk  with 
Margaret, 

How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow. 

[Exeunt  federally. 
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SCENE  changes  to  Leonato'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Benedick,  and  Margaret. 

Bene.  T)RAY  thee,  fweet  Miftrefs  Margaret,  deferve 
X    well  at  my  hands,    by  helping  me  to  the 
fpeech  of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  fonnet  in  praife  of 
my  beauty  ? 

'Bene.  In  fo  high  a  ftyle,  Margaret,  that  no  man  living 
mail  come  over  it ;  for,  in  mod  comely  truth,  thou  de- 
fer veil  it. 

(  20)  Marg.  To  have  no  Man  come  over  me  ?  why* 
ihall  I  always  keep  above  flairs  ? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's  mouth, 
it  catches. 

Marg.  And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils,  which 
hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene.  A  moil  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt  a 
woman;  and  fo,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice;  I  give  thee 
the  bucklers. 

Marg.  Give  us  the  fwords ;  we  have  bucklers  of  our 
own. 

Bene.  If  you  ufe  them,  Margaret,  you  muft  put  in 
the  pikes  with  a  vice,  and  they  are  dangerous  weapons 
for  maids 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I  think, 
hath  legs.  [Exit  Margaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come.  [Sings-"]  The  God  of 
love,  that  fits  above,  and  knovos  me,  a.nd  knows  me<> 
ho%u  pitiful  1  deferve,   I  mean  in  fmging  ;  but 

(20)  To  have  no  Man  come  over  me?  <ivby,  pall  I  always  keep 
below  Stairs  ?~\  Thus  all  the  printed  Copies,  but,  fure,  erro- 
neoufly  :  for  all  the  Jeft,  that  can  lie  in  the  Paffage,  is  de- 
flroy'd  by  it.  Any  Man  might  come  over  her,  literally  fpeak- 
ing,  if  (he  always  kept  heloiu  Stairs.  By  the  Correction  I  have 
ventured  to  make,  Margaret,  as  I  prefume,  muft  mean,  What  \ 
ihall  1  always  keep  above  Stairs  ?  i.  e.  Shall  I  for  ever  continue 
a  Cbambtrmaid  f 
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in  loving,  Leander  the  good  fwimmer,  Troilus  the  firft 
employer  of  pandars,  and  a  whole  book  full  of  thefe 
quondam  carpet-mongers,  whofe  names  yet  run  fmoothly 
in  the  even  road  of  a  blank  verfe  ;  why,  they  were  ne- 
ver fo  truly  turned  over  and  over,  as  my  poor  felf,  in 
love  ;  marry,  I  cannot  mew  it  in  rhime  ;  I  have  try'd  ; 
J  can  find  out  no  rhime  to  lady  but  baby,  an  innocent's 
rhime  ;  for  /corn,  horn,  a  hard  rhime  ;  for  fchool,  fool, 
a  babling  rhime  ;  very  ominous  endings ;  no,  I  was 
not  born  under  a  rhiming  planet,  for^I  cannot  woo  in 
feftival  terms. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice,  would'ft  thou  come  when  I  call  thee  ? 
Beat.  Yea,  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 
Bene.  O  flay  but  'till  then. 

Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken  ;  fare  you  well  now ;  and  yet 
ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for,  which  is,  with 
knowing  what  hath  paft  between  you  and  Claudio. 

Bene.  Only  foul  words,  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs 
thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  are  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind  is 
but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome  ;  therefore  I 
will  depart  unkift. 

Bene.  Thou  halt  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  right 
fenfe,  fo  forcible  is  thy  wit ;  but,  I  mil  ft  tell  thee  plain- 
ly, Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge  ;  and  either  I  mud 
fhortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a  coward ; 
and,  I  pray  thee,  now  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad 
parts  did  ft  thou  firft  fall  in  love  with  me? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together  ;  which  maintain'd  fo  po- 
litick a  flate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good 
part  to  intermingle  with  them.:  but  for  which  of  my  good 
parts  did  you  firft  fufFer  love  for  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  love  !  a  good  epithet;  I  do  fuffer  love, 
indeed,  for  I  love  thee  againft  my  will. 

Beat  In  fpight  of  your  heart,  I  think;  alas!  poor 
heart,  if  you  fpight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  fpight  it 
for  yours ;  for  I  will  never  love  that,  which  my  friend 
hates, 

Bene* 


t 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  79 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confeilion ;  there's  not  one 
wife  man  among  twenty  that  will  praife  himfelf. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  inftance,  Beatrice,  that  liv'd  in 
the  time.of  good  neighbours  ;  if  a  man  do  not  erecl  in 
this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he  fhall  live  no 
longer  in  monuments,  than  the  bells  ring,  and  the  widow 
weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you? 
Bene.  Queftion? — why,  an  hour  in  clamour,  and  a 
quarter  in  rhewm;  therefore  it  is  molt  expedient  for  the 
wife,  if  Don  worm  (his  confcience)  rind  no  impediment 
\  to  the  contrary,  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  own.  virtues,  as 
I  I  am  to  my  fe!f ;  fo  much  for  praifmg  my  felf ;  who,  I 
my  felf  will  bear  witnefs,  is  praife- worthy  ;  and  now 
tell  me,  how  doth  your  Coufin? 
Beat.  Very  ill. 
Bene.  And-  how  do  you  ? 
Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend  ;  there  will  I 
leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hfcfte. 

Enter  Urfula, 

Vrfu.  Madam,  you  mull  come  to  your  uncle;  yon- 
der's  old  coil  at  home ;  it  is  proved,  my  lady  Hero  hath 
been  falfely  accus'd  ;  the  Prince  and  Claudia  mightily 
abus'd  ;  and  Don  John  is  author  of  all,  who  is  fled  and 
gone  :  will  you  come  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  Signior  ? 

Bene.^  I  will  live  in  thy  eyes,  die  in  thy  lap,  and  be 
bury'd  in  thy  heart ;  and  moreover  I  will  go  with  thee 
to  thy  uncle.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Church. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Attendants  with  taperil 

Claud.  T  S  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ? 
JL    A.tten.  It  is,  my  lord. 
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EPITAPH. 

Done  to  death  by  fanderous  tongues 

Was  the  Hero,  that  here  lyes  :  „ 
Death,  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs, 

Gives  her  fame  which  newer  dies. 
So  the  lifey  that  dyd  with  Jhame, 
Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tom%9 
Praifng  her  when  1  am  dumb. 

Claud.  Now  mufick  found,  and  fing  your  folem* 
&ymn. 

SONG. 

Pardon,  Goddefs  of  the  night, 
Thofe  that  few  thy  virgin  knight  $ 
For  the  which,  with  fongs  of  woe9 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go , 
Midnight,  affift  our  moan  ; 
Help  us  to  Jigh  and  groan 

Heavily,  heavily  : 
Graves,  yawn  and  yield  your  dead, 
"Till  death  be  uttered, 

Heavily,  heavily. 

Claud.  Now  unto  thy  bones  good  night ! 
Yearly  will  I  do  this  Right. 

Pedro.  Good  morrow,  mailers,  put  your  torches  out ; 
The  wolves  have  prey'd  ;  and,  look,  the  gentle  day, 
Before  the  wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowfie  eaft  with  fpots  of  grey  : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us ;  fare  you  well. 

Claud.  Good  morrow,  mailers ;   each  his  feveral 
way. 

Pedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds ; 
And  then  to  Leonato's  we  will  go. 
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Claud.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  iflue  fpeed's,  (21) 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  render'd  up  this  woe  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Leonato'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato,  Benedick,  Margaret,  Urfula,  Antonio, 
Friar,  and  Hero. 

Friar.  TP\  ID  I  not  tell  you,  me  was  innocent  ? 

X  J    Leon.  So  are  the  Prince  and  Claudio,  wha 
accus'd  her, 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated. 
But  Margaret  was  in  fome  fault  for  this  j 
Although  againft  her  will,  as  it  appears, 
In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion. 

Ant.  Well ;  I  am  glad,  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 

Bene.  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  faith  enforc'd 
To  call  young  Claudia  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  Daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all, 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  your  felves, 
And  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  mask'd  ; 
The  Prince  and  Claudia  promis'd  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me  ;  you  know  yourofnce,  brother, 
You  muft  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio,  [Exeunt  Ladies* 

Ant.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirmM  countenance. 

Bene.  Friar,  I  muft  intreat  your  pains,  I  think. 

Friar.  To  do  what,  Signior? 

Bene.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them  : 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  Signior, 
Your  neice  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour* 

(21)  iAnd  Hymen  now  with  luckier  IJfue  fpeeds, 

'I ban  this,  for  whom  <ive  render  4  up  this  PPce.]  Claudia 
could  net  know,  without  being  a  Prophet,  that  this  new-pro- 
pos'd  Match  mould  have  any  luckier  Event  than  That  defign'd 
with  Hero.  Certainly,  therefore,  this  mould  be  a  Wifli  in 
Claudio ;  and,  to  this  End,  the  Poet  might  have  wrote, /feed's  \ 
h  e,  /feed  us ;  and  fo  it  becomes  a  Prayer  to  Hymen. 
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Leon.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  'tis  mod  true. 

Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 

Leon.  The  fight  whereof,  I  think,  you  had  from  me, 
From  Claudio  and  the  Prince ;  but  what's  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Your  anfwer,  Sir,  is  enigmatical ; 
But  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
May  Hand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoin'd 
I'.th'  Hate  of  honourable  marriage ; 
In  which,  good  Friar,  Ifhall  defire  your  help. 
Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 
Friar.  And  my  help. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio,  kviti  Attendants. 
Pedro.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  aflembly. 
Leon.  Good  morrow,  Prince;  good  morrow,  Claudis, 
We  here  attend  you  ;  are  you  yet  determin'd 
To  day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  ? 
Claud.  1*11  hold  my  mind,  were  fhe  an  Etbiope. 
Leon.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  Friar  ready, 

[Exit  Antonio. 

Pedro.  Good  morrow,   Benedick ;  why, ■  what's  the 
matter, 

That  you  have  fuch  a  February-face, 
So  full  of  froft,  of  ftorm  and  cloudinefs  ? 

Claud.  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  bull  : 
Turn,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold* 
And  fo  all  Europe  lhall  rejoice  at  thee  i 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  J<we9 
"When  he  would  play  the  noble  beaft  in  love. 

Bene.  Bull  J  eve,  Sir,  had  an  amiable  low, 
And  fome  fuch  flrange  bull  leapt  your  father's  cow  ; 
And  got  a  calf,  in  that  fame  noble  feat, 
Much  like  to  you ;  for  you  have  juft  his  bleat. 

Enter  Antonio,  with  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  and 
Urfula,  mailCd. 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you  ;  here  come  other  reck= 
nings. 

Which  is  the  lady  I  muft  feize  upon  ? 
Anto.  This  fame  is  ihe,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 
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Claud.  Why,  then  lhe'a  mine :  Sweet,  let  me  fee 
your  face. 

Leon.  No,  that  you  mall  not,  'till  you  take  her  hand 
Before  this  Friar,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  hand  ;  before  this  holy  Friar, 
I  am  your  husband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  liv'd,  I  was  your  other  wife. 

\Unmaskingl 

And  when  you  lo'v'd,  your  were  my  other  husband, 

Claud.  Another  Hero?  (22) 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer. 
One  Hero  dy'd  dehTd,  but  I  do  live  ; 
And,  furely,  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

Pedro.  The  former  Hero!  Hero,  that  is  dead  !' 

Leon.  She  dy'd,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  flander  liv'd* 

Friar.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualify. 
When,  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
I'll  tell  thee  largely  of  fak  Hero's  death  : 
Mean  time  let  wonder  feem  familiar, 
And  to  the  chapel  let  us  prefently. 
k  Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  friar.   Which  is  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  I  anfwer  to  that  name ;  what  is  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.  Why,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Bene.  Why,  then  your  Uncle,  and  the  Prince,  and 
Claudio,  have  been  deceiv'd  ;  they  fwore,  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Beat.  Why,  then  my  Coufm,  Margaret  and  Urful** 
Have  been  deceiv'd ;  for  they  did  fweax,  you  did, 

(22)  Claud.  Another  Hero  ! 

Hero.;——  Nothing  certainer  1  . 
One  Hero  dyd>  but  1  do  live, 

And  furely  as  I  live  I  am  a  Maid.]  Befides  that  the  laft 
tine  but  One  wants  a  whole  Foot  in  Meafure,  it  is  as  defec- 
tive in  the  Meaning  :  For  how  are  the  Words  made  out  ?  One 
Hero  dy'd,  and  yet  that  Hero  lives,  but  how  is  She  then  ano- 
ther Hero  f  The  Supplement,  which  I  have  reftor'd  from  the 
eld  Quarto,  folves  all  the  Difficulty,  and  makej  the  laft  Lins 
reasonable* 

Jten$k 
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Bene.  They  fwore,  you  were  almoft  Tick  for  me. 
Beat.  They  fwore,  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for  me. 
Bene.  'Tis  no  matter  ;  then  you  do  not  love  me  ? 
Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence'. 
Leon.  Come,  Coufm,  I  am  fure,  you  love  the  gentle- 
man. 

Claud.  And  111  be  fworn  upon't,  that  he  loves  her ; 
For  here's  a  Paper  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnetof  his  own  pure  brain, 
Fafhion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another,  v 
Writ  in  my  Coufin's  hand,  ftolen  from  her  pocket, 
Containing  her  affection  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle  !  here's  our  own  hands  againft  our 
hearts  ;  come,  I  will  have  thee ;  but,  by  this  light,  I 
take  thee  for  pity. 

(23)  Beat.  I  would  yet  deny  you ;  but,  by  this  good 
day,  I  yield  upon  great  perfuafion,  and  partly  to  fave 
your  life ;  for  as  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  confump- 
tion. 

(24)  Bene.  Peace,  I  will  flop  your  mouth.  

\KiJJtng  her. 

Pedro.  How  doft  thou,  Benedick,  the  marry'd  man  ? 
Bene.  I*D  tell  thee  what,  Prince  ;  a  College  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour  :  doft  thou 

(23)  Beat.  I  would  not  deny  y$u,  but  by  this  good  day  I  yield 
upon  great  perfuafion,  &c]  Is  not  this  ftrange  Mock-reafoning  ih 
Beatrice  f   She  would  not  deny  him  but  that  She  yields  upon 

great  Perfuafion.  • —  By  changing  the  Negative,  I  make  n© 

doubt  but  I  have  retriev'd  the  Poet's  Humour. 

(24)  Leon.  Peace,  I  will  ftop  y*ur  Mouth.}  What  can  Leonaf 
mean  by  this  ?  "  Nay,  pray,  peace,  Neice  ;  don't  keep  up 
**  this  Obftinacy  of  Profefiions,  for  I  have  Proofs  to  flop  your 
41  Mouth."  The  ingenious  Dr.  Hhirlby  agreed  with  me,  that 
this  ought  to  be  given  to  Benedick,  who,  upon  faying  it,  kiffes 
Beatrice :  and  this  being  done  before  the  whole  Company,  hovf 
natural  is  the  Reply  which  the  Prince  makes  upon  it  ? 

How  deft  thou,  Eenedick  ?  the  marry  d  man, 
Befides,  this  mode  of  Speech,  preparatory  to  a  Salute,  is  fami- 
liar to  our  Poet  in  common  with  other  Stage-Writers. 

tUnfc, 
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think,  I  care  for  a  fa  tire,  or  an  epigram  ?  no  :  if  a  man 
will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  fhall  wear  nothing  hand- 
fome  about  him  ;  in  brief,  iince  I  do  purpofe  to  marry, 
I  will  think  nothing  to  any  purpofe  that  the  world  can 
fay  againft  it ;  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me,  for  what 
I  have  faid  againft  it;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and 
this  is  my  conclulion ;  for  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  think 
to  have  beaten  thee  ;  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my 
kinfman,  live  unbruis'd,  and  love  my  coufm. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped,  thou  wouldelt  have  denied 
Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgell'd  thee  out  of  thy 
iingle  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer  ;  which,  out  of 
queftion,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  Coulin  do  not  look  exceed- 
ing narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends;  let's  have  a  Dance 
ere  we  are  marry 'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  hearts, 
and  oar  wives  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

Bene.  Firft,  o'  my  word ;  therefore,  play,  mufick* 
Prince,  thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife ; 
there  is  no  ftaff  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with 
horn. 

Enter  Meflenger, 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flight, 
And  brought  with*  armed  men  back  to  MeJJina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  'till  to  morrow :  I'll  devife 
thee  brave  punifhments  for  him.  Strike  up,  Pipers. 

\Danct. 
[Exeunt  omnes9 
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Dramatis  Perfonas. 


DUKE  of  Venice. 

Morochius,  a  Moorilh  Prince,  7   c  „  . 

Prince  of  Arragon,  \  Sultm  t0  Port,a' 

Anthonio,       Merchant  of  Venice. 
Baflanio,  his  Friend,  in  love  <with  Portia. 
Salanio,  1 

So  .  rino,      >  Friends  to  Anthonio  and  Baflanio, 
Gratiano,  J 

Lorenzo,  in  love  *witb  Jeflica. 

Shylock,  a  Jew. 

Tubal,  a  Jew,  his  Friend. 

Launcelot,  a  Clown,  Servant  to  the  Jew. 

Gobbo,  an  old  Man,  Father  to  Launcelot. 

Leonardo,  Servant  to  Baffanio. 

Balthazar,    ?  g  ?  { 

Stephano,  $ 

Portia,  an  Heirefs  of  great  Quality  and  Fortune* 
NeriiTa,  Confident  to  Portia. 
Jeflica,  Daughter  to  Shylock. 

Senators  of  Venice,  Officers,  Jailer,  Servants  and 
other  Attendants* 

SCENE,  partly  at  Venice ;  and  partly  at  Belmont* 
the  Seat  of  Portia  upon  the  Continent. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE,  a  Street  in  Venice. 

Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino,  and  Salanio. 

Anthonio. 

N  footh.  I  know  not  why  I  am  fo  fad : 
It  wearies  me  ;  you  fay,  it  wearies  you  ; 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came 
by  it, 

What  Huff  'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is 
born, 

I  am  to  learn  — — 
And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefs  makes  of  me, 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  myfelf. 

Sal.  Your  mind  is  tofling  on  the  ocean  ; 
There,  where  your  Argofies  with  portly  Sail, 
Like  figniors  and  rich  burghers  on  the  flood, 
Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  fea, 
Do  over- peer  the  petty  traffickers, 
That  curtfie  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

Sole, 


90  Merchant  cf  Venice. 


Sola.  Believe  me,  Sir,  had  I  fuch  venture  forth, 
The  better  part  of  my  affe&ions  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad,    t  fhould  be  Hill 
Plucking  the  grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  wind  ; 
Peering  in  maps  for  ports,  and  peers,  and  roads ; 
And  every  objecl  that  might  nut^e  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt, 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth,  • 
Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea. 
I  mould  not  fee  the  Tandy  hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  mould  think  of  mallows  and  of  fiats; 
And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  land, 
Vailing  her  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs, 
To  kiis  her  burial.    Should  1  go  to  church, 
And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  fione, 
And  not  bethink  me  ftrait  of  dang'rous  rocks  ? 
Whicn,  touching  but  my  gentle  veffel's  fide, 
Would  fcatter  all  the  fpices  on  the  ftream, 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  filks ; 
And  m  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
An d  now  worth  nothing.    Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  (hall  I  lack  the  thought, 
That  fuch  a  thing,  bechanc'd,  would  make  me  fad  ? 
But  tell  not  me  ;  —  I  know,  Anthonio 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no  :  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it, 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufted, 
Nor  to  one  place  ;  nor  is  my  whole  eltate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year  : 
Therefore,  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

Anth.  Fie,  fie! 

Sola.  Not  in  love  neither  !  then  let's  fay,  you're  fad, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  merry  ;  and  'twere  as  eafy 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay,  you're  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.    Now  by  two-headed  Janus, 
Nature  hath  fram'd  Grange  fellows  in  her  time  : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 
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And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper ; 

And  others  of  fuch  vinegar- afpeS, 

That  they'll  not  fhow  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmile, 

Though  Neftor  fwear,  the  jell  be  laughable. 

Enter  Baflanio,  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano.- 

Sal.  Here  comes  Bajfanio,  your  moft  noble  kinfman, 
Gratiano  and  Lorenxo  :  fare  ye  well  ; 
We  leave  ye  now  with  better  company. 

Sola.  I  would  have  ftaid  'till  I  had  made  you  merry, 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Anth   Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard  : 
I  take  it,  your  own  bufinefs  calls  on  you, 
And  you  embrace  th'  occafion  to  depart. 

Sal.  Good  morrow,  my  good  lords. 

BaJ]  Good  Signiors  both,  when  fhall  we  laugh  ?  fay, 
when  ? 

You  grow  exceeding  rtrange;  mull  it  be  fo  ? 
Sal,  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  y^urs. 
Sola.  My  lord  Bajfanio,  iince  you've  ^ound  Anthonio> 
We  two  will  leave  you  ;  but  at  dinner  time, 
I  pray  you,  have  in  mind  where  we  muft  meet 

Baff.  I  will  not  fail  you.       [Exeunt  Solar.  and  Sala* 
Gra.  You  look  not  well,  Signior  Anthonio ; 
You  have  too  much  refpecl  upon  the  world  : 
They  lofe  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 

Anth.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano, 
A  ftage,  where  every  man  muft  play  his  part, 
And  mine's  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  fool ; »  -  ■  ■ 

With  mirth,  and  laughter  ;  let  old  wrinkles  come; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 
I  Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 
I  Why  mould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  within, 
Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  Alabafter  ? 
I  Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
By  being  peevilh  ?'  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonio, 
j(I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaks :) 
(There  are  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 
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Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  landing  pond ; 
And  do  a  wilful  flilinels  entertain, 
With  purpofe  to  be  dreif.  in  an  opinion  - 
Of  wifdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit; 
As  who  mould  fay,  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark  ! 

0  my  Anthonio,  I  do  know  of  thole, 
That  therefore  only -are  reputed  wife, 
For  laying  nothing  ;  who,  I'm  very  fure, 

If  they  fhouM  fpcak,  would  almoft  damn  thofe  ears,  (i) 

Which,  hearing  them  would  call  their  brothers  fools. 

I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  t  me : 

But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholy  bait, 

For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  opinion. 

Come,  good  Lorenzo ;  fare  ye  well  a  while; 

Hi  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor.  Wei;,  we  will  leave  you  then  'till  dinner-time. 

1  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men > 
For  Gratiano  never  lets  me  Ipeak. 

Gra,  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  more, 
Thou  malt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue. 

Anth.  tare  weil  ;  I'll  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 

Gra,  Thanks,  i' faith  ;  for  filence  is  only  commendable 
In  a  neats  tongue  dry'd,  and  a  ma  d  not  vendible. 

\Exeunt  Gra.  and  Loren. 

Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  ? 

Bajf  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,  more 
than  any  man  in  all  Venice :  his  reafons  are  as  two 
grains  of  wheat  hid  in  two  bufhels  of  chaff ;  you  mail 

(i)  would  almpft  damn  tbofe  gars.']  Several  Old  Editions 

have  it,  dam,  damme,  and  daunt,  "Some  more  correct  Copies, 
damn.  The  Author's  Meaning  is  this  5  That  fome  People  ar« 
thought  wife,  whilft  they  keep  Silence  5  who,  when  they 
open  their  mouths,  are  fuch  ftupid  Praters,  that  their  Hearers 
cannot  help  calling  them  Fools,  and  fo  incur  the  Judgment 
denoune'd  in  the  G  off  el.  The  Allufion  is  to  St.  Matthew , 
Chap.  v.  ver.  22.  And  whofoever  pall  fay  to  bis  Brother,  Raca, 
fhall  be  in  danger  of  the  Council :  but  wbofoener  fhall /ay,  thou 
F00J,  fhall  be  in  danger  of  Hell-fre% 
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feek  all  day  ere  you  find  them,  and  when  you  have  them, 
they  are  not  worth  the  fearch. 

Anth.  Well ;  tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  the  fame, 
To  whom  you  ("wore  a  fecret  pilgrimage, 
That  you  to  day  promi.M  co  tell  me  of? 

Bajf.  '  l  is  not  unknown  to  you,  Antbonio, 
How  much  I  have  di fabled  mine  eltate, 
By  fhewipg  fomething  a  more  fwelling  port, 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  conrinuance  ; 
Nor  do  J  now  make  moan  to  be  abridg'd 
From  iuch  a  noble  rate ;  but  mv  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  nebts, 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal, 
Hath  left  me  gaged :  to  you,  Anthonio, 
I  owe  the  moll  in  mony,  and  in  love; 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
T'  unburthen  all  my  plots  and  purpofes, 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pray  you,  good  BaJJanio,  let  me  know  it; 
And  if  it  ftand,  as  you  yourfelf  itill  do, 
Within  the  eye  of  honour  ;  be  affur'd, 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  extreameft  means 
Lie  all  unlock'd  to  your  occafions. 

Bajf.  In  my  fchool-days,  when  I  had  loft  one  fhaft, 
I  mot  his  fellow  of  the  felf  fame  flight 
The  felf. fame  way,  with  more  advifed  watch, 
To  find  the  other  forth ;  by  ventring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.    I  urge  this  chiid-hood  proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  owe  you  much,  and,  like  a  wilful  youth, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft  ;  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  (hoot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  moot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both, 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again, 
And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft. 

Anth.  You  know  me  well ;  and  herein  fpend  bat  time, 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance  ; 
And,  out  of  doubt,  you  do  me  now  more  wrong, 
In  making  queftion  of  my  uttermoft, 

Than 
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Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have. 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  I  mould  do, 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefore,  fpeak. 

Bajff.  In  Bebnont  is  a  lady  richly  left, 
And  ihe  is  fair,  and,  fairer  than  that  word, 
Of  wondVous  virtues;  fometime,  from  her  eyes  (2) 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  meflages ; 
Her  name  is  Portia,  nothing  undervalu'd 
To  C W/0's  daughter,  Brutus'  Portia  £ 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ign'rant  of  her  worth ; 
For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coaft 
Renowned  mitors ;  and  her  funny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece  ; 
Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont,  Colchos*  ftrond ; 
And  many  Jafons  come  in  queft  of  her. 

0  my  Anthonio,  had  I  but  the  means 
To  hold  a  rival  place  with  one  of  them, 

1  have  a  mind  prefages  me  fuch  thrift, 
That  I  Ihould  queftionlefs  be  fortunate. 

Jntb.  Thou  know'it,  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at  fea, 
Nor  have*  I  mony  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefer t  fum  ;  therefore,  go  forth  ; 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do ; 
That  (hall  be  rack'd  even  to  the  ut  term  oil, 
To  fumilh  thee  to  Belmont ,  to  fair  Portia : 
Go,  prefently  enquire,  and  fo  will  I, 
Where  mony  is ;  and  I  no  queftion  make, 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake.  [Exeunt. 

(2)   fometimes  from  her  Eyes.]  So  all  the  Editions  j 

but  it  certainly  ought  to  be,  fometime,  (which  differs  much 
more  in  Signification,  than  feems  at  firft  View  :)  i.  e.  former- 
ly, fome  time  ago,  at  a  certain  time ;  and  it  appears  by  the  fub- 
iequent  Scene,  that  Baffanio  was  at  Belmont  with  the  Marquis 
de  Mount ferrat,  and  faw  Portia  in  her  Father's  life- time.  And 
our  Author,  in  feveral  other  Places,  ufes  the  Word  in  fuch 
Acceptation* 
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SCENE  changes  to  BELMONT. 

Three  Caskets  are  fet  out,  one  of  gold,  another  of  jil<ver, 
and  another  of  lead. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

Por.  "D  Y  my  troth,  Nerijfa,  my  little  body  is  weary 
JLJ  of  this  great  world. 
Ne>\  You  would  be,  fweet  madam,  if  your  miferies 
were  in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are  ; 
and  yet,  for  aught  I  fee,  they  are  as  fick,  that  furfeit 
with  too  much,  as  they  that  flarve  with  nothing; 
therefore  it  is  no  mean  happinefs  to  be  feated  in  the 
mean ;  fuperfluity  comes  fooner  by  white  hairs,  but 
competency  lives  longer. 

Por,  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronounced. 
Ner,  They  would  be  better,  if  well  follow'd. 
Por,  If  to  do,  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were 
good  to  do,  chapels  had   been  churches  ;  and  poor 
mens  cottages,  Princes'  palaces.  *He  is  a  good  divine, 

!  that  follows  his  own  inltru&ions  ;  I  can  eafier  teach 
twenty  what  were  good  to  be  done,  than  to  be  one  of 

;  the  twenty  to  follow  my  own  teaching.  The  brain  may 
devife  laws  for  the  blood,  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  o'er  a 

!  cold  decree  ;  fuch  a  hare  is  madnefs  the  youth,  to  skip 
o'er  the  melhes  of  good  counfel  the  cripple  !  But  this 
reafoning  is  not  in  fafhion  to  chufe  me  a  husband  :  O 
me,  the  word,  chufe  !  I  may.  neither  chufe  whom  I 
would,  nor  refufe  whom  I  dillike ;  fo  is  the  will  of  a 
living  daughter  curb'd  by  the  will  of  a  dead  father  :  is 
it  not  hard,  NeriJJa,  that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor  refufe 
none  ? 

Ner,  Your  father  was  ever  virtuous,  and  holy  men  at 
their  death  have  good  infpirations  ;  therefore,  the  lot- 
tery, that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  chefts  of  gold, 
jfilver,  and  lead,  (whereof  who  chufes  his  meaning, 
chufes  yon)  will  no  doubt  never  be  chofen  by  any  right- 
iJy,  but  one  whom  you  (hall  rightly  love.    But  what 

warmth 
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warmth  is  there  in  your  affection  towards  any  of  thefc 
princelv  fuitors  that  are  already  come? 

Por.  I  pray  thee,  over  name  them  ;  and  as  thou 
nam'lt  them,  1  will  defcribe  them  ;  and  according  to  my 
defcription,  level  at  my  affe&ion. 

Ner.  Firlt   there  is  the  Neapolitan  Prince. 

Por.  Ay.  that's  a  Dolt,  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing 
but  taik  of  his  horfe;  '3  )  and  he  makes  it  a  great  ap- 
propriation to  his  own  good  parts,  that  he  can  fhoe  him 
himlelf :  1  am  much  afraid,  my  lady,  his  mother,  play'd 
JFalfe  with  a  fmith. 

N*r.  Then,  there  is  the  Co  mt  Palatine. 

Por.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  ihould  fay, 
if  you  will  not  have  me,  Ciiuie  :  he  hears  merry  tales, 
and  fmiles  not ;  1  fear,  he  will  prove  the  weeping  phi- 
lofopher  when  he  grows  old,  being  io  full  of  unmannerly 
fadnefs  in  his  youth.  I  had  rather  be  married  to  a  death's 
head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouth,  than  to  either  or  thefe. 
God  defend  me  from  thefe  twc  ? 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  Monfieur 
Le  Bonn  ? 

Por.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for  a 
man  ;  in  truth,  I  know,  it  is  a  fin  to  be  a  mocker  ;  but, 
he  !  why,  he  hath  a  horfe  better  than  the  Neapoli- 
tan s  ;  a  better  bad  habit  of  frowning  than  the  Count 
Palatine  ;  he  is  every  man  in  no  man  ;  if  a  throttle 
fing,  he  falls  ft  rait  a  capering  ;  he  will  fence  with  his 

(  3  )  Ay,  thafs  a  Colt,  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  but  talk  of 
bis  horfe  5]  Tho*  all  the  Editions  agree  in  this  Reading,  I  can 
perceive  neither  Humour,  nor  Reafoning,  in  it :  How  does 
talking  of  Horfes,  or  knowing  how  to  fhoe  them,  make  a  Man 
e'er  the  more  a  Colt  ?  Or,  if  a  Smith ,  and  a  Lady  of  Figure 
were  to  have  an  Affair  together,  would  a  Colt  be  the  IrTue  o£ 
their  CarefTes  ?  This  feems  to  me  to  be  Portia's  Meaning, 
What  do  you  tell  me  of  the  Neapolitan  Prince,  he  is  fuch  a  Jlupid 
Dunce,  that,  inftead  of  faying  fine  things  to  me,  he  does  Nothing  but 
talk  of  his  Horfes.  The  Word,  Dolt,  which  I  have  fubftituted, 
fully  anfwers  this  Idea  ;  and  fignifies  one  of  the  moft  Jlupid 
and  blockijh  of  the  Vulgar :  and  in  this  Acceptation  it  is  ufed 
by  our  Author, 

own 
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own  fhadow  ;  if  I  (hould  marry  him,  I  mould  marry 
twenty  husbands.  If  he  would  defpife  me,  I  would 
forgive  him ;  for  if  he  love  me  to  madnefs,  I  mall  never 
requite  him. 

Ner.  What  fay  you  then  to  Faulconbridge,  the  young 
Baron  of  England? 

Por.  You  know,  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  under- 
Hands  not  me,  nor  I  him  ;  he  hath  neither  Latin, 
French,  nor  Italian  ;  and  you  may  come  into  the  court 
and  fwear,  that  I  have  a  poor  pennyworth  in  the  Eng- 
lifh.  He  is  a  proper  man's  pi&ure,  but,  alas !  who  can 
converfe  with  a  dumb  Ihow  ?  how  oddly  he  is  fuited  ! 
I  think,  he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hofe 
in  France,  his  bonnet  in  Germany^  and  his  behaviour 
every  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the  Scoti/k  lord,  his  neigh- 
bour? 

Por.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him  ; 
for  he  borrow'd  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  EngUJhmant 
and  fwore  he  would  pay  him  again,  when  he  was  able. 
I  think,  the  Frenchman  became  his  furety,  and  fealed 
under  for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  German,  the  Duke  of 
Saxony^s  nephew  ? 

Por.  Very  vilely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fober, 
and  moil  vilely  in  the  afternoon  when  he  is  drunk  ; 
when  he  is  belt,  he  is  a  little  worfe  than  a  man  ;  and 
when  he  is  worft,  he  is  little  better  than  a  beaft ;  and 
the  worft  fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope,  I  mail  make  fhift  to 
go  without  him. 

Ner.  If  he  mould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 
casket,  you  mould  refufe  to  perform  your  father's  will, 
if  you  mould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

Por.  Therefore,  for  fear  of  the  worft,   I  pray  thee, 
fet  a  deep  glafs  of  Rhenifh  wine  on  the  contrary  casket ; 
for  if  the  devil  be  within,  and  that  temptation  without, 
I  know,  he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing,    Ner ij - 
j  fa,  ere  I  will  be  marry 'd  to  a  fpunge. 
j     Ner.  You  need  not   fear,  lady,  the  having  any  of 
thefe  lords  :  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  deter- 
i    Vol.  II.  £  minations, 
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minations,  which  is,  indeed,  to  return  to  their  home, 
and  to  trouble  you  with  no  more  fuit ;  unlefs  you  may 
be  woo  by  fome  otner  fort  than  your  father's  impofition, 
depending  on  the  caskets. 

Per.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibylla,  I  will  die  as 
chafte  as  Diana,  unlefs  T  be  obtain'd  by  the  manner  of 
my  father's  will :  I  am  giad,  this  parcel  of  wooers  zre  fo 
reafoaabk;  for  there  is  not  one  among  them  but  I 
doat  on  his  very  abfence,  and  wifh  them  a  fair  de- 
parture. 

tfer.  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  father's 
time,  a  Venetian,  a  fcholar  and  a  foldier,  that  came  hi- 
ther in  company  of  the  Marquifs  of  Mountferrat  ? 

Per.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bajfanio ;  as  I  think,  he  was 

fo  called. 

Ner.  1  rue,  Madam  ;  he,  of  all  the  men  that  ever  my 
fooliih  eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  belt  deferving  a  fair 
lady. 

Per.  I  remember  him  well,  and  I  remember  him 
worthy  of  thy  praife.    How  now  r  what  news? 

Enter  a  Servant* 

Ser.  The  four  Grangers  feek  for  you,  madam,  to  take 
their  leave ;  and  there  is  a  fore  runner  come  from  a  fifth, 
the  Prince  of  Morocco,  who  brings  word,  the  Prince,  his 
mailer,  will  be  here  to  night. 

Per.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  fo  good 
heart  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewel,  I  mould  be 
o-lad  of  his  approach  ;  if  he  have  the  con  dition  of  a  faint, 
and  the  complexion  of  a  devil,  I  had  rather  he  Ihould 
fhrive  me,  than  wive  me.  Come,  NeriJJa.  Sirrah,  go 
before  ;  while  we  (hut  the  gate  upon  one  wooer,  ano- 
ther knocks  at  the  door.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  publick  Place  in  Venice. 
Enter  Baflanio  tftfiShvlock. 

Shy.  ^T^Hree  thoufand  ducats  ?  well. 

J[      Baff.  Ay,  Sir,  for  three  mon  ths. 
Sh.  For  three  months  ?  well. 

Baff. 
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Bajf.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Anthonio  fhall  be 
bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  fhall  become  bound  ?  well. 

Bajf.  May  you  ftead  me  ?  will  youpleafure  me  ?  fhall 
I  know  your  anfwer  ? 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  for  three  months,  and 
Anthonio  bound  ? 

Bajf.  Your  anfwer  to  that 

Shy.  Anthonio  is  a  good  man. 

Bajf.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  con- 
trary ? 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no  ;  my  meaning,  in  faying  he  is 
a  good  man,  is  to  have  you  underftand  me,  that  he  is 
fufficient :  yet  his  means  are  in  fuppofition  :  he  hath 
an  Argofie  bound  to  Tripoli*,  another  to  the  Indies  ;  I 
underftand  moreover  upon  the  Ryalto,  he  hath  a  third 
at  Mexico,  a  fourth  for  England ;  and  other  ventures  he 
hath,  fquander  d  abroad.  But  mips  are  but  boards,  fai- 
lors  but  men  ;  there  be  land-rats,  and  water-rats,  water- 
thieves,  and  land-thieves  ;  I  mean,  pirates  ;  and  then 
there  is  the  peril  of  waters,  winds  and  rocks.  The  man 
as,  notwithstanding,  fufficient ;  three  thoufand  ducats  ? 
I  think,  I  may  take  his  bond. 

Bajf.  Be  affur'd,  you  may. 

Shy.  I  will  be  affur'd,  I  may;  and  that  I  may  be  af- 
fur'd,  I  will  bethink  me ;  may  I  fpeak  with  Anthonio  t 

Bajf.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 

Shy.  Yes,  to  fmell  pork  ;  to  eat  of  the  habitation, 
which  your  prophet  the  Nazarite  conjur'd  the  devil  in- 
to !  I  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with  you, 
walk  with  you,  and  fo  following ;  but  I  will  not  eat 
with  you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with  you.  What 
news  on  the  Ryalto  P  —  who  is  he,  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Bajf.  This  is  Signior  Anthonio. 

Shy.  [Ajide.]  How  like  a  fawning  Publican  he  looks ! 
I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  chriftian  : 
But  more,  for  that  in  low  fimplicity 
He  lends  out  mony  gratis,  and  brings  down 

E  2  Tht 


too     The  Merchant  of  Venice. 


The  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice* 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him. 
He  hates  our  facred  nation  ;  and  he  rails, 
Ev'n  there  where  merchants  moil  do  congregate, 
On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 
Which  he  calls  intereit.    Curled  be  my  tribe, 
If  I  forgive  him  ! 

Bajf.  Sbyiocky  do  you  hear  ?  

Shy.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  ftore, 
And  by  the  near  guefs  of  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats :  what  of  that  ? 
luball,  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe, 
Wiil  furniili  me ;  but  foft,  how  many  months 
Do  you  defire  ?    Reft  you  fair,  good  Signior ; 

[To  Anth. 

Your  worfhip  was  the  laft  man  in  our  mouths. 

Anth.  Shylock,  although  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excefs, 
Yet,  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 

I'll  break  a  cuftom.  Is  he  yet  polTert, 

•How  much  you  would? 

Shy.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Anth.  And  for  three  months. 

Shy.  I  had  forgot,  three  months,  you  told  me  fo; 
Well  then,  your  bond  ;   and  let  me  fee,       ■  ■  but 
hear  you, 

Methought,  you  faid,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  advantage. 

Anth.  I  do  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  grazed  his  uncle  Labans  (heep,  — 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(  As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf) 
The  third  poffellor;  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

Anth.  And  what  of  him  ?  did  he  take  intereft? 

Shy.  No,  not  take  ir.t'rerl;  not,  as  you  would  fay, 
Directly,  int'reil ;  mark,  what  Jacob  did. 
When  'laban  and  himielf  were  compromis'd, 
That  all  the  yeanlings,  which  were  ftreak'd  and  pied. 

Should 
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Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire;  the  ewes,  being  rank, 
In  th'  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams ; 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was 
Between  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  ad", 
The  skilful  fnepherd  peel'd  me  certain  wands ; 
And,  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  ewes  ; 
Who,  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time 
Fall  party- colour' d  lambs,  and  thofe  were  Jacob's. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blelt ; 
And  thrift  is  blemng,  if  men  fteal  it  not. 

Anth.  This  was  a  venture,  Sir,  that  Jacob  ferv'd  for; 
A  thing  not  in  his  powV  to  bring  to  pafs, 
But  fway'd,  and  fafhion'd,  by  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  int'reft  good? 
Or  is  your  gold,  and  filver,  ewes  and  rams  ? 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell  ;  I  make  it  breed  as  fail ; 
.But  note  me,  Signior. 

Anth.  Mark  you  this,  Baffanio  ? 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe.  — » 
An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witnefs, 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek ; 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 
O,  what  a  goodly  outfide  falmood  hath  ! 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats !  'tis  a  good  round  fum. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 

Ant.  Well,  Sbylock,  mall  we  be  beholden  to  you  ? 

Shy.  Signior  Anthonioy  many  a  time  and  oft.. " 
In  the  Ryalto  you  have  rated  me, 
About  my  monies  and  my  ufances. 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  mrug  ; 
(For  fufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe.) 
You  call  me  misbeliever,  cut  throat  dog, 
And  fpit  upon  my  Jenjuijh  gaberdine  ; 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that,  which  is  my  own. 
Well  then,  it  now  appears,  you  need  my  help  : 
Go  to  then ;  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
Shy  lock  ^  we  would  have  monies  ;  you  fay  fo  ; 
You  that  did  void  your  rheume  upon  my  beard, 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  ft  ranger  cur 
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Over  your  threfliold  :  mony  is  your  fuit; 
What  fhould  I  fay  to  you  ?  fnould  I  not  fay, 
Hath  a  dog  mony  ?  is  it  poffible, 
A  cur  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  ?  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key, 
With  bated  breath,  and  whifp'ring  humblenefs, 

Say  this,  fair  Sir,  you  fpit  on  me  laft  Wednejday, 

You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  day ;  another  time 
You  calPd  me  dog ;  and  for  thefe  curtefies 
III  lend  you  thus  much  monies  ? 

Anth.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again, 
To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  mony,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  friend,  (for  when  did  friendfhip  take 
A  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend?)  (4) 
But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy ; 
Who,  if  he  break,  thou  may '11  with  better  face 
Exact  the  penalty. 

Shy,  Why,  how  you  ftorm  ? 
I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  love  ; 
Forget  the  fhames  that  you  have  Itain'd  me  with  ; 
Supply  your  pre  fen  t  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
Of  ufance  for  my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me: 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

A  nth.  This  were  kindnefs. 

Shy.  This  kindnefs  will  I  Ihow  ; 
Go  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fingle  bond  ;  and  in  a  merry  fport, 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day, 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum,  or  fums,  as  are 
Exprefs'd  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 

(4)  A  breed  of  barren  Metal.']  Meaning,  Mony  at  Ufary, 
Mony  that  breeds  more,  as  Mr.  Pope  explains  it,  Confonant 
to  this  Phrafe,  the  Latines  explain'd  Intereft  thus  ;  Fcenus, 
fcetum  accept i  :  and  the  Greeks  calFd  it  tokos:  both  which 
Expreflions  take  in  our  Poet's  Idea  of  a  Breed,  As  for  the 
Contradiction  betwixt  breed  and  barren,  it  is  a  poetical  Beau- 
ty in  which  Clattdian,  among  the  Claflics,  particularly 
abounds. 

Be 
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Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 

Of  your  fair  flefh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 

In  what  part  of  your  body  it  fhall  pleafe  me. 

Anth.  Content ;  in  faith ;  I'll  feal  to  fuch  a  bond, 
And  fay,  there  is  much  kindnefs  in  the  Jew* 

Baff:  You  fhall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  me, 
Til  rather  dwell  in  my  necefiky. 

Anth.  Why,  fear  not,  man  ;  I  will  not  forfeit  it ;  . 
Within  thefe  two  months  (that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires)  I  do  expect  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Shy.  O  father  Abraham,  what  thefe  chriftians  are  ! 
Whole  own  hard  dealings  teach  them  to  fufpeft 
The  thoughts  of  others !  pray  you,  tell  me  this, 
If  he  fhould  break  his  day,  what  fhould  I  gain 
By  the  exaction  of  the  forfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  man's  flefh,  taken  from  a  man, 
Is  not  fo  eftimable  or  profitable, 
As  fleih  of  muttons,  beefs,  or  goats.    I  fay, 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendfhip; 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo  ;  if  not,  adieu  ; 
And  for  my  love,  I  pray  you,  wrong  me  not. 

Anth.  Yes,  Shylock,  I  will  feal  unto  this  bond. 

Shy.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's, 
Give  him  direction  for  this  merry  bond, 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  ducats  itrait  ; 
See  to  my  houfe,  left  in  the  fearful  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave,  and  prefently 
I  will  be  with  you.  [Exit. 

Anth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 
This  Hebrew  will  turn  chriltian  ;  he  grows  kind. 

Baff.  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villain's  mind. 

Anth.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay  ; 
My  fhips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day.  \Exeunt* 
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SCENE,  BELMONT. 

Enter  Morochius,  a  Tawny-Moor,  till  in  white ;  and 
three  or  four  Followers  accordingly ;  with  Portia, 
Nerifla,  and  her  train.    Flourijh  Cornets. 
Morochius. 

MJ  S  L  I  K  E  me  not  for  my  complexion, 
The  fhadow'd  livery  of  the  burniih'd  fun, 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  creature  northward  born, 
Where  Phaslm  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  ificles, 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love, 
To  prove  whofe  blood  is  reddefl,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  afpeft  of  mine 
Hath  fear'd  the  valiant ;  by  my  love,  I  fwear, 
The  beft  regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 
Have  lov'd  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  hue, 
Except  to  iteal  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  Queen. 

Por.  Jn  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  fblely  led 
By  nice  direction  of  a  maiden's  eyes  : 
Belides,  the  lottery  of  my  deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  enuring. 
But  if  my  father  had  not'feanted  me, 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit  to  yield  myfelf 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you ; 
Yourfelf,  renowned  Prince,  then  flood  as  fair, 
As  any  comer  I  have  look'd  on  yet, 
For  my  afFeclion. 

Mor.  Ev'n  for  that  I  thank  you ; 
Therefore,  I  pray  you,  lead  me  to  the  caskets 
To  try  my  fortune.    By  this  fcimitar, 
That  flew  the  Sophy  and  a  Perftan  Prince, 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, 

I  would 
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I  would  out -flare  the  fterneft.  eyes  that  look, 
Out-brave  the  heart  molt  daring  on  the  earth, 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  cubs  from  the  Ihe  bear, 
Yea,  mock  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey, 
To  win  thee,  lady.    But,  alas  the  while  ! 
If  Hercules  and  Lichas  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 
May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand  : 
So  is  Alcides  beaten  by  his  page ;  (  5  ) 
And  fo  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that,  which  one  unworthier  may  attain  1 
And  die  with  grieving. 

Por.  You  muft  take  your  chance, 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all,. 
Or  fwear,  before  you  chufe,  if  you  chufe  wrong, 
Never  to  fpeak  to  lady  afterward 
In  way  of  marriage;  therefore,  be  advis'd. 

Mor.  Nor  will  not ;  therefore,  bring  me  to  my  chance* 
Por*  Firft,  forward  to  the  temple  y  after  dinner 
Your  hazard  (hall  be  made. 

(5)  So  is  Alcidej  Beaten  by  bis  Rage.]  Tho'  the  whole  Set  of 
Editions  concur  in  this  Reading,  and  it  pafs'd  wholly  unfufpe&ed 
by  the  late  Learned  Editor  j  I  am  very  well  aflur'd,  and,  I  dare 
fay,  the  Readers  will  be  fo  too  prefently,  that  it  is  corrupt 
at  Bottom.  Let  us  look  into  the  Poet's  Drift,  and  the  Hif- 
tory  of  the  Perfons  mention'd  in  the  Context.  If  Hercules 
(fays  he)  and  Lichas  were  to  play  at  Dice  for  the  Decision  o£ 
their  Superiority,  Licbas,  the  weaker  Man,  might  have  |he 
better  Caft  of  the  Two.  But  how  then  is  Alcides  beaten  by 
his  rage  ?  The  Poet  means  no  more,  than,  if  Lichas  had  the 
better  Throw,  fo  might  Hercules  himfdf  be  beaten  by  Licbas* 
And  who  was  He,  but  a  poor  unfortunate  Servant  of  Uercule^ 
that  unknowingly  brought  his  Matter  theenvenem'd  Shirt,  dip' 
in  the  blood  of  the  Centaur  Nrffus,  and  was  thrown  headlong 
into  the  Sea  for  his  pains  ?  This  one  Circumftance  of  Licbas^t 
Quality  known  fumciently  afcertains  the  Emendation,  I  have 
fubftituted  of  page  inftead  of  rage.  It  is  fcarce  requifiteto  hint 
here,  it  is  a  Point  fo  well  known,  that  Page  has  been  always 
us'd  in  EngUJh  to  fignify  any  Boy  -  Servant  j  as  well  as  what  latter 
Times  have,  appropriated  it  to,  a  Lady  's  Tr-ainbearcr, 
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Mor.  Good  fortune  then,  [Cornets. 
To  make  me  bleft,  or  curfed'ft  among  men  \  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Venice, 
Enter  Launcelot  alone. 
Laun.  /^Ertainly,  my  conference  will  ferve  me  to  run 

from  this  Jew  my  mafter.  The  fiend  is  at 
mine  elbow,  and  tempts  me,  faying  to  me,  Gobbo, 
Launcelot  Gobbo,  good  Launcelot,  or  good  Gobbo,  or 
good  Launcelot  Gobbo,  ufe  your  legs,  take  the  ftart,  run 
away.  My  confeience  fays,  no;  take  heed,  honeft 
Launcelot ;  take  heed,  honeft  Gobbo  ;  or,  as  aforefaid, 
honeft  Launcelot  Gobbo,  do  not  run ;  fcorn  running  with 
thy  heeis.  Weil,  the  molt  courageous  fiend  bids  me 
pack  ;  <v ia  /  fays  the  fiend  ;  away  !  fays  the  fiend  >  for 
the  heav'ns  roufe  up  a  brave  mind,  fays  the  fiend,  and 
run.  Well,  my  confeience,  hanging  about  the  neck  of 
my  heart,  fays  very  wifely  to  me,  my  honeft  friend 
Launcelot \  being  an  honeft  man's  fon,  or  rather  an  honeft 
woman's  fon -—(for  indeed,  my  father  did  fome- 
thing  fmack,  fomething  grow  to;  he  had  a  kind  of 
tafte.)-* — — »  well,  my  confeience  fays,  budge  not; 
budge,  fays  the  fiend  ;  budge  not,  fays  my  confeience  ; 
conicience,  fay  I,  you  counsel  ill;  fiend,  fay  I,  youcoun- 
fel  ill.  To  be  rui'd  by  my  confeience,  I  fhould  ftay  with 
the  Jew  my  mafter,  who,  God  blefs  the  mark,  is  a  kind 
of  devil;  and  to  runaway  from  the  Jew,  1  fhould  be 
ruled  by  the  fiend,  who,  faving  your  reverence,  is  the 
devil  himfelf.  Certainly,  the -Jew  is  the  very  devil  in- 
carnal  ;  and  in  my  confeience,  my  confeience  is  but  a 
kind  of  hard  confeience,  to  offer  to  counfel  me  to  ftay 
with  the  Jew.  The  fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  coun- 
fel ;  I  will  run,  fiend,  my  heels  are  at  your  command- 
ment, I  will  run. 

Enter  old  Gobbo,  with  a. basket. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  man,  you,  I  pray  you,  which  is 
the  way  to  mafter  Jew's} 

Laun.  O  heav'ns,  this  is  my  true  begotten  father,  who 
being  more  than  fand-blind,  high  gravel-blind,  knows  me 
IM *  I  will  try  comuftons  with  him,  Gfib< 
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Gob.  Matter  young  Gentleman,  I  pray  you,  which  is 
the  way  to  m after  Jews  ? 

Laun.  Turn  up,  on  your  right  hand  at  the  next  turn- 
ing, but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  on  your  left ;  mar- 
ry, at  the  very  next  turning  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn 
down  indire&ly  to  the  Jew's  houfe. 

Gob,  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit  % 
can  you  tell  me  whether  one  Launcelot,  that  dwells  with, 
him,  dwell  with  him  or  no  ? 

Laun.  Talk  you  of  young  matter  Launcelot  ?  (mark 
me  now,  now  will  I  raife  the  waters ;)  talk  you  of  young 
matter  Launcelot  ? 

Gob.  No  matter,  Sir,  but  a  poor  man's  fon.  His  fa- 
ther, though  I  fay't,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  man* 
and,  God  be  thanked,  well  to  live. 

Laun.  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  will,  we  talk 
of  young  matter  Launcelot. 

Gob.  Your  worfhip's  friend  and  Launcelot,  Sir. 

Laun.  But,  1  pray  you  ergo,  old  man  ;  ergo,  I  befeech 
you,  talk  you  of  young  matter  Launcelot  ? 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,  an't  pleafe  your  matterfliip. 

Laun.  Ergo,  matter  Launcelot ;  talk  not  of  matter 
Launcelot,  father,  for  the  young  gentleman  (according 
to  fates  and  dellinies,  and  fuch  odd  fayings,  the  fitters, 
three,  and  fuch  branches  of  learning,)  is,  indeed,  de- 
ceafed  ;  or,  as  you  would  fay,  in  plain  terms,  gone  to 
heav'n. 

Gob.  Marry,  God  forbid  !  the  boy  was  the  very  flafF 
of  my  age,  my  very  prop. 

Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovel pott^  a 
ttaff  or  a  prop  ?  do  you  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  gentle- 
man ;  but,  I  pray  y@u,  tell  me,  is  my  boy,  God  reft 
his  foul,  alive  or  dead  ? 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me,  father  f 

Gob,  Alack,  Sir,  I  am  fand  blind,  I  know  you  not. 

Laun.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  eyes,  you  might 
fail  of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wife  father  that  knows 
his  own  child.  Well,  old  man,  I  will  tell  you  news  of 
your  fonj  give  me  your  Wetting,  truth  will  come  to 
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light;  murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  n  an's  fon  may; 
but,  in  the  end,  truth  will  out. 

Gob.  Pray  you,  Sir,  ftand  up  ;  I  am  fure,  you  are 
not  Launcelot  my  boy. 

Laun.  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about 
it,  but  give  me  your  blefling  ;  I  am  Launcelot,  your 
boy,  that  wa>,  your  fon  that  is,  your  child  that  lhall 
be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think,  you  are  my  fon. 

Laun.  I  know  not,  what  I  fhall  think  of  that :  but  I 
am  Launcelot  the  Jew's  man,  and,  I  am  fure,  Margery 
your  wife  is  my  mother. 

Gob  Pier  name  is  Margery,  indeed.  I'll  be  fworn, 
if  thou  be  Launcelot,  thou  art  my  own  flelh  and 
blood  :  lord  worfhip'd  might  he  be  !  what  a  beard  haft 
thou  got !  thou  haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin,  than 
Dobbin  my  Thill- horfe  has  on  his  tail. 

Laun.  It  mould  feem  then,  that  Dobbin 's  tail  grows 
backward ;  I  am  fure,  he  had  more  hair  on  his  tail,  than 
I  have  on  my  face,  when  I  laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord,  how  art  thou  chang'd  !  how  doft  thou 
and  thy  matter  agree  ?  'I  have  brought  him  a  prefent ; 
how  agree  you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well ;  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  have 
fet  up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  'till  I  have 
jun  feme  ground.  My  mailer's  a  very  Jem  :  give  him 
a  prefent !  give  him  a  halter :  I  am  famifh'd  in  his  fer- 
vice.  You  may  tell  every  finger  I  have  with  my  ribs. 
Father,  I  am  glad  you  are  come  ;  give  me  your  pre- 
fent to  one  mafxer  BaJJanio,  who,  indeed,'  gives  rare 
new  liveries ;  if  I  ferve  him  not,  I  will  run  as  far  as 
God  has  any  ground.  O  rare  fortune,  here  comes  the 
man  ;  to  him,  father,  for  I  am  a  Jew,  if  I  ferve  the 
Jew  any  longer. 

Enter  BafTanio  with  Leonardo,  and  a  follower  or 
two  more, 

BaJjT.  You  may  do  fo ;  but  let  it  be  fo  hatted,  thatfup- 
-per  be  ready  at  thefartheft  by  five  of  the  clock  :  fee  thefe 

letters 
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letters  delivered,  put  the  liveries  to  making,  and  defire 
Gratiano  to  come  anon  to  my  lodging. 

Laun.  To  him,  father. 

Gob.  God  blefs  your  wormip  ! 

Bajf.  Gramercy,  woukTft  thou  aught  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here's  my  fon,  Sir,  a  poor  boy,  

Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy,  Sir,  but  the  rich  Jew"**  man, 
that  would,  Sir,  as  my  father  fhall  fpecifie,  ■   

Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infection,  Sir,  as  one  would 
fay,  to  ferve. 

Laun.  Indeed,  the  ihort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the 
Jew,  and  have  a  defire,  as  my  father  fnall  fpecifie, — 

Gob.  His  mafter  and  he,  faving  your  worfhip's  reve- 
rence, are  fcarce  catercoufins. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Je*w, 
having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my  father* 
being  I  hope  an  old  man,  fhall  frutifie  unto  you,  

Gob.  I  have  here  a  difh  of  doves,  that  I  would  beftow 
upon  your  worfhip  ;  and  my  fuit  is 

Laun.  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my- 
felf,  as  your  worihip  fhall  know  by  this  honeft  old 
man  ;  and  though  I  fay  it,  though  old  man,  yet  poor 
man  my  father. 

Bajf.  One  fpeak  for  both,  what  would  you  ? 

Laun.  Serve  you,  Sir. 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defecl:  of  the  matter,  Sir. 

Baff.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  haft  obtained  thy  fuit; 
Shylock>  thy  mafter,  fpoke  with  me  this  day, 
And  hath  preferred  thee ;  if  it  be  preferment 
To  leave  a  rich  Jews  fervice,  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  gentleman. 

Laun.  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  between 
my  mafter  Shylock  and  you,  Sir  3  you  have  the  grace  of 
God,  Sir,  and  he  hath  enough. 

Baf.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  well ;  go,  father,  with  thy  fon  : 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  mafter,  and  enquire 
My  lodging  out  ;  give  him  a  livery, 
More  guarded  than  his  fellows :  fee  it  done. 

Laun.  Father,  in  ;  f  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no  ?  I  have 
ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  head  ?  weP,  if  any  man  in  Italy 

have 
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have  (6)  a  fairer  table,  which  doth  offer  to  fwear  upon 
a  book,  I  mall  have  good  fortune;  go  to,  here's  a  Am- 
ple line  of  life  ;  here's  a  fmall  trifle  of  wives ;  alas,  fif- 
teen wives  is  nothing,  eleven  widows  and  nine  maids  is 
afimple  coming-in  for  one  man !  and  then  to'fcape  drown- 
ing thrice,  and  to  be  in  peril  of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a 
feather  bed,  here  are  fimple  'fcapes !  well,  if  fortune 
be  a  woman,  (he's  a  good  wench  for  this  geer.  Father, 
come ;  Til  take  my  leave  of  the  Jew  in  the  twinkling 
of  an  eye,  [Exeunt  Laun.  and  Gob. 

Baff.  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this. 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  bellowed, 
Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feaft  to-night 
My  belt- efteem'd  acquaintance  ;  hie  thee,  go. 

Leon.  My  beft  endeavours  fhall  be  done  herein. 

Enter  Gratiano. 
Gra.  Where  is  your  matter  ? 

Laun.  Yonder,  Sir,  he  walks.  [Exit  Leonardo. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajfanio,  — 

Bajf.  Gratiano  f 

Gra.  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 

Bajf.  You  have  obtain 'd  it. 

Gra,  You  mull  not  deny  me,  I  muft  go  with  you  to 

Belmont. 

Bajf.  Why,  then  you  mutt  :  but  hear  thee,  Gratiano, 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice ; 

(  6  )  Well,  if  any  man  in  Italy  have  &c]  The  Pofiticn  of 
the  Words  makes  the  Sentence  fomewhat  obfcure  :  Their  na« 
tural  Order  mould  be  This.  Well,  if  any  man  in  Italy,  which 
doth  offer  to  fwear  upon  a  Book,  have  a  fairer  Table,  Ijkall  have 
good  Luck.  And  the  Humour  of  the  Paflage  feems  This. 
Launcelot,  a  Joker,  and  derlgnedly  a  Blunderer,  fays  the  very 
Reverfe  of  what  he  mould  do  :  which  is,  That  if  no  Man  in 
Italy,  nvho  <W)'+ld  offer  to  take  his  Oath  upen  it,  hath  a  fairer  Ta* 
lie  than  He,  he  pall  have  good  Fortune.  The  Banter  may,  part- 
ly, be  on  Chiromancy  in  general :  but  it  is  very  much  in  Cha- 
racter for  Launcelot,  who  is  a  hungry  Serving-man,  to  confider 
his  Table  before  his  Line  of  Life,  or  any  other  Points  of  For- 
tune, 

Farts, 
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Parts,  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 

And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults; 

But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why,  there  they  mew 

Something  too  liberal ;  pray  thee,  take  pain 

T'  allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modefty 

Thy  skipping  fpirit ;  left,  through  thy  wild  behaviour, 

I  be  mifconftru'd  in  the  place  I  go  to, 

And  lofe  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajjanio,  hear  me. 
Jf  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  habit, 
Talk  with  refpedl,  and  fwear  but  now  and  then, 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pockets,  look  demurely; 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh,  and  fay,  Amen  ; 
Ufe  all  th'  obfervance  of  civility, 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  grandam  ;  never  truft  me  more. 

Baff.  Well,  we  mail  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to-night,  you  ihail  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to-night. 

Bajf.  No,  that  were  pity. 
I  would  intreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  fuit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
That  purpofe  merriment :  but  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fome  bufinefs. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft  : 
But  we  will  vifit  you  at  fupper-time.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Shylock'j  Houfe. 

Enter  JeiTica  and  Launcelot, 

Jef.  |  'M  forry,  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  fo  ; 

I  Our  houfe  is  hell,  and  thou,  a  merry  devil, 
Didft  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  tedioufnefs ; 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  ducat  for  thee. 
And,  Launcelot,  foon  at  fupper  fhalt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  matter's  gueft; 
Give  him  this  letter,  do  it  fecretly, 
And  fo  ferewel  j  I  would  not  have  my  father 
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See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Laun.  Adieu  !  tears  exhibit  my  tongue ;  moft  beauti- 
ful Pagan,  moll  fweet  Jew!  if  a  chriftian  did  not  play 
the  knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  muchdeceiVd  ;  but  adieu! 
thefe  foolilh  drops  do  fomewhat  drown  my  manly  fpirit : 
adieu  !  [Exit* 

Jef.  Farewel,  gcod  Launcelot. 
Alack,  what  heinous  fin  is  it  in  me,  ^ 
To  be  aflianVd  to  be  my  father's  child  ? 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners  :  O  Lorenzo.^ 
If  thou  keep  promife,  I  mall  end  this  (trife, 
Become  a  chriftian,  and  thy  loving  wife.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  the  STREET. 

Enter  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Solarino,  and  Salanio. 

Lor.        AY,  we  will  flink  away  in  fupper-time,  dif- 
lM  guife  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return  all  in  an 
hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 

Sal.  We  have  not  fpoke  us  yet  of  torch- bearers. 

So/a.  'Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered, 
And  better  in  my  mind  npt  undertook. 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a-clock,  we  have  two  hours 
To  furnim  us.    Friend  Launcelot,  what's  the  ne>vs  J 

Enter  Launcelot,  with  a  letter. 

Laun.  An'  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  (hall 
feem  to  fignifie. 

Lor.  I  know  the  hand  ;  in  faith,  'tis  a  fair  hand; 
And  whiter  than  the  paper,  it  writ  on. 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

Gra.  Love- news,  in  faitlu 

Laun.  By  your  leave,  Sir. 

Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  \ 

Laun.  Marry,  Sir,  to  bid  my  old  mailer  the  Jew  to 
fup  to-night  with  my  new  mafter  the  christian. 
Lgr.  Hold,  here*  take  this ;  tell  gentle  Jefflca, 

I  will 
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I  will  not  fail  her  ;  fpeak  it  privately, 
Go.  —  Gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  for  this  mafque  to 
night  ? 

I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer.  [Exit  Laun. 

Sal.  Ay,  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ftrait. 

Sola.  And  fo  will  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me,  and  Gratiano, 
At  Gratiano* s  lodging  fome  hour  hence. 

Sal.  'Tis  good,  we  do  fo.  [Exit* 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jejfica  ? 

Lor.  I  muft  needs  tell  thee  all ;  {he  hath  directed, 
How  I  mail  take  her  from  her  father's  houfe ; 
What  gold  and  jewels  {he  is  furniftYd  with ; 
What  page's  fuit  {he  hath  in  readinefs. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heav'n, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  fake  r 
And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  foot, 
Unlefs  {he  do  it  under  this  excufe, 
That  me  is  iffue  to  a  faithlefs  Jew. 
Come,  go  with  me ;  perufe  this,  as  thou  goeft ; 
Fair  Jejfica  mall  be  my  torch-bearer.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Shylock'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Shylock  and  Launcelot. 

$VTT7ELL,  tnou  (halt  fee,  thy  eyes  mall  be  thy 

W  judge, 
The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  Bajfanio. 

What,  Jejfica  !  thou  {halt  not  gormandize, 

As  thou  haft  done  with  me  what,  Jejfica  f  — * 

And  fleep  and  fnore,  and  rend  apparel  out. 
Why,  Jejfica!  I  fay. 
Laun.  Why,  Jejfica  I 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  did  not  bid  thee  call 
Laun.    Your  worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me,   that  I 
could  do  nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  Jeffica, 
Jefi  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 

Shy. 
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Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper,  JeJJica  ; 
There  are  my  .keys:   but  wherefore  (hould  I  go? 
I  am  nor  bid  for  love  ;  they  flatter  me : 
Biti       I'll  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  chriftian.  JeJJica,  my  girl, 
Look  to  my  houfe  ;  I  am  right  loth  to  go ; 
There  isfome  ill  a  brewing  towards  myVeft, 
For  [  did  dream  of  mony  bags  to  night. 

Laun.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  go  ;  my  young  mafter 
doth  expedt  your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 

Lam.  And  they  have  confpired  together,  I  will  not 
fay,  you  (hall  fee  a  rnafque ;  but  if  you  do,  then  it  was 
not  for  nothing  that  my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  black 
monday  laft,  at  iix  a- clock  i'th'  morning,  falling  out 
that  year  on  Afh-Wednefday  was  four  year  in  the  af- 
ternoon. 

Shy.  What !  are  there  mafques  ?  hear  you  me,  Jefftca. 
Lock  up  my  doors ;  and  when  you  hear  the  drum, 
And  the  vile  fqueaking  of  the  wry-neck'd  fife, 
/Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  cafements  then, 
Nor  thruit  your  head  into  the  publick  ftreet, 
To  gaze  on  chriftian  fools  with  varnifh'd  faces  : 
But  ftop  my  houfe's  ears  ;  I  mean,  my  cafements  \ 
Let  not  the  found  of  mallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfe.  By  Jacobs  ftafF,  1  fwear, 
I  have  no  mind  of  feafting  forth  to  night : 
But  I  will  go ;  go  you  before  me,  firrah : 
Say,  I  will  come. 

Laun.  I  wiil  go  before,  Sir. 
Miftrefs,  look  out  at  window,  for  all  this ; 
There  will  come  a  chriftian  by, 

Will  be  worth  a  Jewefi  eye.  [Exit  Laun. 

Shy.  What  fays  that  fool  of  Hagars  ofF-fpring,  ha  ? 

Jef,  His  words  were,  farewel,  miftrefs ;  nothing  elfe. 

Shy.  The  patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  feeder  : 
Snail -flow  in  profit,  but  he  fleeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  cat ;  drones  hive  not  with  me, 
Therefore  I  part  with  him ;  and  part  with  him 
To  one,  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafte 

His 
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His  bcrrow'd  purfe.    Well,  Jejfica,  go  in  ; 
Perhaps,  1  will  return  immediately  ; 
Do,  as  I  bid  you.  ■ 

Shut  the  doors  after  you ;  faft  bind,  faft  find ; 

A  proverb  never  ftale  in  thrifty  mind.  [Exit; 

Jef.  Farewel ;  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  croft, 
1 1  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter,  loft.  [Exit* 

SCENE,  the  ST  RE  E  T. 
Enter  Gratiano  and  Salanio  in  tnafquerade. 

Gra.  This  is  the  pent  houfe,  under  which  Lorenzo 
defired  us  to  make  a  ftand. 

Sal.  His  hour  is  almoft  paft. 

Gra.  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  this  hour, 
For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Sal.  O,  ten  times  fafter  Venus'  pidgeons  fly  (7) 
To  feal  love's  bonds  new  made  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited  ! 

Gra.  That  ever  holds.    Who  rifeth  from  a  feaft3 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  hone,  that  doth  un tread  again 
His  tedious  meafures  with  th*  unbated  fire, 
That  he  did  pace  them  firft  ?  ail  things  that  are, 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy'd, 
How  like  a  younker,  or  a  prodigal, 
The  skarfed  bark  puis  from  her  native  bay, 

(7)  0,  ten  times  fafter  Venus'  Pidgeons  fyi\  This  Is  a  very 
odd  Image,  of  Venus  %  Pidgeons  flying  to  feal  the  Bonds  of 
Love.  The  Senfe  is  obvious,  and  We  know  the  Dignity  due 
to  Venuis  Pidgeons.  There  was  certainly  a  Joke  intended 
here,  which  the  Ignorance,  or  Boldnefs,  of  the  firft  Transcri- 
bers have  murder'd  :  I  doubt  not,  but  Sbakefpear  wrote  the 
Line  thus : 

O,  ten  times  fafter  Venus'  Widgeons  fly 

To  feat,  &c. 

For  Widgeon  is  not  only  the  filly  Bird  fo  call'd,  but  figmfies 
likewife,  metaphorically,  a  filly  Fellow,  ztGoofe,  or  Gudgeon, 
does  now,  Mr.  Warburton. 

Hugg'd 
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Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  {trumpet  wind  ! 
How  like  the  prodigal  doth  me  return, 
With  over-weather'd  ribs  and  ragged  fails, 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  ilrumpet  wind  !. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Sal,  Here  comes  Lorenzo :  more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lor.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  abode 
Not  J,  but  my  affairs,  have  made  you  wait ; 
When  you  mail  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then  ;  come,  approach  ; 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jew.    Hoa,  who's  within  ? 

Jeflica  a£o<ve9  in  bofs  cloaths. 
Jef  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  mere  certainty, 
Albeit  I  fwear,  that  F  do  know  your  tongue. 
Lor.  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 
Jef  Lorenzo  certain,  and  my  love,  indeed  ; 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  and  now  who  knows, 
But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor.  Heav'n  and  thy  thoughts  are  witnefs,  that  thou 
art. 

Jef.  Here,  catch  this  casket,  it  is  worth  the  pains. 
I'm  glad,  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me ; 
For  I  am  much  afhairTd  of  my  exchange  ; 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  follies  that  themfelves  commit ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himielf  would  blufli 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  torch- bearer. 

Jef  What  mud  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  {names  ? 
They  in  themfelves,  goodfooth,  are  too,  too,  light* 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love, 
And  I  fhould  be  obfeur'd. 

Lor.  So  are  you,  fvveet, 
Ev'n  in  the  lovely  garnifli  of  a  boy. 

But  come  at  once  

For  the  clofe  night  doth  play  the  run-away, 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Bajanws  feaft. 

Jef.  I  will  make  faft  the  doors,  and  gild  my  felf 

Witk 
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With  fome  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftrait. 

{Exit  from  above* 

Gra.  Now  by  my  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 

Lor.  Befhrew  me,  but  I  love  her  heartily ; 
For  Ihe  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her; 
|And  fair  {he  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true  ; 
And  true  fhe  is  as  {he  hath  prov'd  her  felf ; 
I  And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair,  and  true, 
Shall  fhe  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Enter  JefTica,  to  them. 

What,  art  thou  come  ?  on,  gentlemen,  away ; 

Our  mafquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay.  [Exit. 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Anth.  Who's  there? 

Gra,  Signior  Antkonio,  

Antb.  Fie,  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 
'Tis  nine  o'  clock,  our  friends  all  ftay  for  you ; 
No  mafque  to  night ;  the  wind  is  come  about, 
BaJJanio  prefently  will  go  aboard  ; 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feck  for  you. 

Gra*  I'm  glad  on't;  I  defire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to  night.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  Belmont. 

Enter  Portia  with  Morochius,  and  both  their  trains. 

For.        O,  draw  afide  the  curtains,  and  difcover 
\JT  The  fev'ral  caskets  to  this  noble  Prince. 
fNow  make  your  choice.     [Three  caskets  are  di f cover*  d* 

Mor.  The  firft  of  gold,  which  this  infcription  bean, 
VfVho  chufeth  me,  Jh all  gain  what  many  men  defire. 
\  The  fecond  filver,  which  this  promife  carries, 
XWho  chufeth  me,  Jhallget  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
j  This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 

Who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath, 
jIHow  Ihall  I  know,  if  I  do  chufe  the  right? 
I    Por.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  picture,  Prince  ; 
|p  you  chufe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 
I  Mor, 
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Mor.  Some  God  direct  my  judgment  f  let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  th!  infcnptiom:  back  again ; 
What  fays  this  leaden  casket? 
Who  chufeth  me,    mufi  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
Mufi:  give,  for  whca  ?  for  lead  ?  hazard  for  lead  ? 
This  casket  threatens    Men,  that  hazard  all, 
Do  it  in  r-ope  of  fair  advantages:  v 
A  golden  mind  Hoops  not  to  mows  of  drofs ; 
I'll  then  not  give,  nor  hazard,  aught  for  lead. 
What  *ays  the  hlver,  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chufeth  me,  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferve  s. 
As  much  as  he  deferves  ?  paufe  there,  iMorschius; 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand. 
If  thou  be'ft  rated  by  thy  eftimation, 
Thou  doll  deferve  enough  ;  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  ib  far  as  to  tie  lady  ; 
And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  my  deferving, 
Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  my  felf. 

As  much  as  I  deferve  :  why,  that's  the  lady: 

I  do  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes, 
In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding : 
But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 
What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chofe  here  ? 
Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  grav'd  in  gold. 
Who  chufeth  me,  Jhall  gain  what  many  men  defire. 
Why,  that's  the  lady;  all  the  world  defires  her; 
From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  they  come 
To  kifs  this  fhrine,  this  mortal  breathing  faint. 
Th'  Hyrcanian  deferts,  and  the  vaftie  wilds 
Of  wide  Arabia,  are  as  thorough- fares  now, 
For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia, 
The  wat'ry  kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  head 
Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 
To  flop  the  foreign  fpirits  ;  but  they  come, 
As  o'er  a  brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia. 
One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  heav'nly  pi&ure. 
Is't  like,  that  lead  contains  Ker  ?  'twere  damnation, 
To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought :  it  were  too  grofs 
To  rib  her  fearcloth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 
Or  lhali  I  think,  in  filver  foe's  immur'd, 
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Being  ten  times  undtiva:u"d  to  try'd  gold  ? 

0  finful  thought,  never  fo  rich  a  gem 

Was  fet  in  worfe  tnan  gold  !  Jiey  have  in  England 
A  coin,  that  bears  the  fi  are  of  an  angel 
Stamped  in  gold,  but  that's  infculpt  upon  : 
But  here  an  angel  in  a  golden  bed 
Lyes  all  within    Deliver  me  the  key  ; 
Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may  ! 

Por.  There  take  it,  Prince,  and  if  my  form  lye 
there, 

Then  I  am  yours.  [Unlocking  the  gold  casket. 

Mor.  O  hell !  what  have  we  here  ?  a  carrion  deaths 
Within  whole  empty  eye  there  is  a  fcrowl : 
I'll  read  the  writing. 

All  that  glifers  is  not  gold, 
Often  have  you  heard  that  *°ld  » 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  fold, 
But  my  outfide  to  behold. 
Gilded  wood  may  worms  infold  : 
Had  you  been  as  wife  as  bold, 
Young  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old, 
Your  anfwer  had  not  been  infcrofd. 
Fare  you  well,  your  fuit  is  cold. 

Mor.  Cold,  indeed,  and  labour  loft : 

1  Then  farewel,  heat ;  and  welcome,  froft : 
Portia,  adieu  !  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 

To  take  a  tedious  leave  :  thus  lofers  part.  {Exit. 

Por.  A  gentle  riddance  :  draw  the  curtains ;  go  — 
Let  all  of  his  complexion  chufe  me  fo.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Venice. 

Enter  Solarino  and  Salanio. 

Sal  TT7HY,  man,  I  faw  Baffanio  under  fail ; 
V V    With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along  ; 
I  And  in  their  fhip,  I'm  Aire,  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Sola.  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rais'd  the  Duke, 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  BaflamVs  fhip. 

Sal. 
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Sal.  He  came  too  late,  the  ftiip  was  under  fail ; 
But  there  the  Duke  was  giv'n  to  underftand, 
That  in  a  Gondola  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  am'rous  Jejjica  : 
Befides,  Anthonio  certify M  the  Duke, 
They  were  not  with  BaJJanio  in  his  (hip. 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a  pafiion  fo  confus'd, 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable, 
As  the  dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  iireets ; 
My  daughter  !  O  my  ducats  !  O  my  daughter, 
Fled  with  a  chriftian  ?  O  my  chriftian  ducats  ! 
Juftice,  the  law,  my  ducats,  and  my  daughter  ? 
A  fealed  bag,  two  fealed  bags  of  ducats, 
Of  double  ducats,  ftoll'n  from  me  by  my  daughter  ! 
And  jewels,  two  Hones,  rich  and  precious  ftones, 
StolPn  by  my  daughter  !  juftice  [  find  the  girl ; 
She  hath  the  ftooes  upon  her,  and  the  ducats. 

Sal.  Why,  all  the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Crying  his  ftones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Sola.  Let  good  Anthonio  look,  he  keep  his  day  ; 
Or  he  mail  pay  for  this. 

Sal.  Marry,  well  rem  ember' d. 
I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday, 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  feas,  that  part 
The  French  and  Engli/h,  there  mifcarried 
A  velfel  of  our  country  richly  fraught : 
I  thought  upon  Anthonio,  when  he  told  me, 
And  wiftiM  in  filence,  that  it  were  not  his. 

Sola.  You  were  beft  to  tell  Anthonio  what  you  hear, 
Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 

Sal.  A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  earth. 
I  faw  BaJJanio  and  Anthonio  part. 
Bajfanio  told  him,  he  would  make  fome  fpeed 
Of  his  return  :  he  anfwer'd,  do  not  fo, 
Slubber  not  bufinefs  for  my  fake,  Ba(fanio^ 
But  flay  the  very  riping  of  the  time ; 
And  for  the  Jews  bond,  which  he  hath  of  me, 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love  : 
Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 
To  CQurdhip,  and  iuch  fair  oftents  of  love, 


The  Merchant  of  Venice.  121 

As  fliall  conveniently  become  you  there 

Turn  -Zl VhT'  h'u  eye  bdnS  biS  w«h  tears, 
I  urning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him 
And  w,th  affeftion  wond'rous  fenfible  ' 
He :  wrung  Baffanio\  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 

I  tfrlv \l  TP  he  °nly  ,0ves  the  vvorldfor him. 
1^         1«  u*  go  and  find  him  out, 
And  qmcken  his  embraced  heavinefs 
With  fome  delight  or  other. 
Set!.  Do  we  fo.  .  „ 

{.Exeunt. 

o  C  E  N  E  changes  to  Belmont. 
WNeriiTa  with  a  Servant. 
^•QUlCK^ick,  Ipraythee,  draw  the  curtain 
The  Prince  of  jrrag0'n  has 
And  comes  to  his  eledion  prefently.  ' 
Enter  Arragon,  K5 1  in,  Portia.  ^ 

C^i^j  ^  difcover'd. 
For.  Behold,  there  ftand  the  mcW* 
If  you  chufe  that,  v^lS^L^**  ?™ce'> 
Strait  lhall  our  nuptial  rites  be  foknS 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  fpeeS  mT"loM 
You  mufl  be  gone  from  hence  LmedSy  ^' 

Fir*  never  to  unfold  to  anJ  one      6  ^  ^ 
Which  casket  'twas  I  chofe ,  next,  if  I  fai. 
Of  the  right  casket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage  : 
Laft,  if  I  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice 
Immediately  to  leaye  you  and  be  gone. 

for.  To  thefeinjundions  every  one  A  nth  t 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  ZthllfsMf  ^ 

Jr.  And  fo  have  I  addreft  I  f 

VoL?yn    8°lden  chelt  ?  ha> Iet 

xuq  fee ; 
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Who  chufeth  me,  /ball  gain  'what  many  men Jgre. 
What  many  men  defire-— that  may -be Mneant 
Of  the  fool  multitude,  that  ch ufe  by  Jw, 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach 
Which  Fy  not  to  tfc*  interior,  but  hke  the  martlet 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Ev'n  in  the  force  and  road  of  cafualty. 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  defire,  . 
Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fp.nts, 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes 
Why  then  to  thee,  thou  filver  treafure-houfe  : 
Tell7  me  once  more,  what  title  thou  doft  bear 
Who  Thufetb  me,  frail  get  as  much  as  hedges , 
And  well  faid  too,  for  who  (halt  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  ftamp  of  merit  ?  let  none  prefume 
To  wear  an  undeferved  oignity  . 
O,  that  eftates,  degrees,  and 
Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly, .  that  clear  honour 
Were  purchased  by  the  ment  of  .*« ^»rer^ 
How  many  then  mould  cover,  that  Hand  bare . 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command? 

Pickt  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  varnifiVd?  well,  but  to  my  choice  . 
Wh)  chufeth  me,  frail  get  as  much  as  he  defer.es : 

  -   -  h f"  much  honour 

*  *e  "^/^^/^  ^eement  of  the  Meta- 
I  t OS-S  matW-  misht  have 

wrote  *,  . 

?•  *        Va  nH.~l^m  the  F««i  Word, 
which  is  denvd  f,om  'the  Cor„.  This 

Ffl„  uf.d  for  --X-  reaoJ  s  the  Metaphor  to  its  In- 


T'he  Merchant  ^/Venice.      i  23 

I  will  affume  defert;  give  me  a  key  for  this, 
And  inftantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

For.  Tco  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 

[Unlocking  the fil<ver  casket, 

Ar.  What's  here  !  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 
Prefenting  me  a  fchedule  ?  I  will  read  it. 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  defervings  ? 
Who  chufes  me,     all  have  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  ? 
Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deferts  no  better  ? 

Por.  To  offend,  and  judge,  are  diftincl  offices,, 
.And  of  oppofed  natures. 

dr*  What  is  here  ? 

The  firefev^n  times  tried  this  ; 
Sevn  times  tried  that  judgment  is, 
That  did  never  chufe  amifs. 
Some  there  be,  that  Jhadovjs  kifs  ; 
Such  have  but  a  Jhadovus  blifs  : 
There  be  fools  alive,  1  wis, 
Silvered  oi*er,  and fo  vjtzs  this  : 
Take  vohat  vuife  you  ivill  to  bed, 
I  voill  ever  be  your  head  : 
So  be  gone,  Sir,  you  are  /fed. 

Jr.  Still  more  fool  I  fhall  appear, 
By  the  time  I  linger  here. 
With  one  fool's  head  I  came  to  woo, 
But  I  go  away  with  two. 
Sweet,  adieu  !  I'll  keep  my  oath, 
Patiently  to  bear  my  wrath.  [Exit* 

Por.  Thus  hath  the  candle  (ing'd  the  moth: 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools !  when  they  do  chufe, 
They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofe. 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefy, 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 

Por.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Nerijfa. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

F  2  por. 
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Por.  Here,  what  would  my  lord  ? 

S*r«z/.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignify  th'  approaching  of  his  lord, 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  regreets ; 
To  wit,  befides  commends  and  courteous  breath, 
Gifts  of  rich  value  ;  yet,  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  ambaflador  of  love. 
A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet, 
To  mow  how  coftly  fummer  was  at  hand, 
As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Por  No  more,  I  pray  thee;  I  am  half  afraid, 
Thou'It  fay  anon,  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee: 
Thou  fpend'fc  fuch  higk  day  wit  in  praifing  him  : 
Come,  come,  Nerija,  for  i  long  to  fee 
Quick  Cupid's  poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly. 

Ner.  Bajfanio,  lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it  be  \  (g) 

[Exeunt* 


ACT  Ml. 

SCENE,  a  Street  in  Venic  e. 
Enter  Salanio  and  Solarino, 

SOLARINO. 

NO  W,  what  news  on  the  Ryalto? 
Sal.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt,  that 
Anthonio  hath  a  (hip  of  rich  lading  wreckt  on  the 
narrow  feas  ;  the  Godwins,  I  think,  they  call  the  place ; 
a  very  dangerous  fiat  and  fatal,  where  the  carcafes 

(9)  BaiTanio  Lord,  love,  if]  Mr.  Pope,  and  all  the  preced- 
ing Editors  have  follow'd  this  pointing  j  as  imagining,  I  fup- 

pofe,  that  Bajfanh   lord  means,  Lord  BaJJanio ;  but 

Lord  muft  be  coupled  to  Love:  as  if  me  had  faid,  "  Imperial 
**  Love,  if  it  be  thy  Will,  let  it  be  Bajj'anio  whom  this 

Mefifenger  foreruns. 
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of  many  a  tall  (hip  iye  bury'd,  as  they  fay,  if  my  gof- 
fip  Report  be  an  honeft  woman  of  her  word. 

Sola  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  gofiip  in  that,  as 
ever  knapt  ginger;  or  made  her  neighbours  believe,  (he 
wept  for  the  death  of  a  third  husband.  -But  it  is  true, 
without  any  flips  of  prolixity,  or  crofting  the  plain  high- 
way of  talk,  that  the  good  Anthonio,  the  honeft  Am 

tbonio  „  O  that  I  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep  his 

name  company ! 

Sal.  Come,  the  full  ilop. 

Sola.  Ha,  what  fay 'ft  tfiou  ?  why  the  end  is,  he  hath 
loft  a  (hip. 

Sal.  1  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  lofTes. 

Sola.  Let  me  fay  A?mn.  betimes,  left  the  devil  crofs 
thy  prayer,  (10)  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a, 
J ezv.  How  now,  Shy  lock,  what  nevvs  among  the  mer- 
chants ? 

Enter  Shy  lock. 

Shy.  You  knew  (none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you) 
of  my  daughter's  flight. 

Sal.  That's  certain  ,•  I,  for  my  part,  knew  the  taylor 
that  made  the  wings  fhe  flew  withal. 

Sola.  And  Shylock>  for  his  own  part,  knew  the  bird 
was  fledg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all  to 
leave  the  dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  judge, 

Shy.  My  own  flefh  and  blood  to  rebel  ! 

Sola.  Out  upon  it,   old  carrion,  rebels  it  at  thefe 

years  ? 

Shy.  I  fay,  my  daughter  is  my  flefh  and  blood. 

Sal.  There  is  more  difference  between .  thy  flefh  and 
hers,  than  between  jet  and  ivory  j  more  between  your 
bloods,  than  there  is  between  red  wine  and  rhenifh  ; 

(10)  —  left  the  Devil  crofs  my  Prayer."]  But  the  Prayer  was 
Salanio's.  The  other  only,  as  Clerk,  fays  Amen  to  it.  We 
muft  therefore  read——*  thy  Prayer,  Mr.  War  hurt  on, 

F  3  but 
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but  tell  us,  do  you  hear,  whether  Anthonit  have  had 
any  lofs  at  Tea  or  no  ? 

"  Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  match  ;  a  bankrupt, 
a  prodigal,  who  dares  fcarce  mew  his  head  on  the  Ry* 
alto ;  a  beggar  that  us'd  to  come  fo  fmug  upon  the  mart ! 
let  him  look  to  his  bond;  he  was  wont  to  call  me  ufurer; 
let  him  look  to  his  bond  ;  he  was  wont  to  lend  mony 
ibr  a  chriftian  courtefie ;  let  him  look  to  his  bond. 

Sal.  Why,  I  am  fure,  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take 
his  fieih  :  what's  that  good  for  ? 

Shy.  To  bait  fifti  withal.  If  it  will  feed  nothing  elfe, 
it  will  feed  my  revenge;  he  hath  difgrac'd  me,  and  hin- 
dered me  of  half  a  million,  laught  at  my  loiTes,  mocktat 
my  gains,  fcorn'd  my  nation,  thwarted  my  bargains, 
coord  my  friends,  heated  mine  enemies ;  and  what's  his 
reafon  ?  I  am  a  jew.  Hath  not  zjsw  eyes  ?  hath  not 
a  Jew  hands,  organs,  dimenfions,  fenfes,  affections, 
paftions  ?  fed  with  the  fame  food,  hurt  with  the  fame 
weapons,  fubjedt  to  the  fame  difeafes,  ^heal'd  by  the 
fame  means,  warm'd  and  cooFd  by  the  fame  winter  and 
fummer,  as  a  chriftian  is  ?  if  you  prick  us,  do  we  not 
bleed  ?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we  not  laugh  ?  if  you  poifon 
us,  do  we  not  die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  lhall  we  not 
revenge  ?  if  we  are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  will  re* 
femble  you  in  that.  Jf  a  Jew  wrong  a  chriftian,  what 
is  his  humility  ?  Revenge.  If  a  chriftian  wrong  a 
Jew,  what  fhould  his  fufferance  be  by  chriftian  exam- 
ple ?  why,  Revenge.  The  Villany,  you  teach  me,  I 
will  execute  ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard,  but  I  will  better  the 
Snftruction. 

Enter  a  Servant  from  Anthonio. 

Ser*Vi  Gentlemen,  my  mafter  Anthonio  is  at  his  houfe, 
and  deiires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 

Sal.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him. 

Enter  Tubal. 

Sola.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe ;  a  third  cannot 
be  match'd,  unlefs  the  devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 

[Exeunt  Sala.  and  Solar. 

Shy. 
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Shy.  How  now,  Tubal,  what  news  from  Gtnoua  ? 
haft  thou  found  my  daughter? 

Tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  can- 
not find  her. 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there  !  a  diamond  gone', 
coft  me  two  thoufand  ducats  in  Franckfort  !  the  curfe 
never  fell  upon  our  nation  'till  now,  I  never  felt  it  'till 
now ;  two  thoufand  ducats  in  that,  and  other  precious, 
precious  jewels  !  I  would,  my  daughter  were  dead  at 
my  foot,  and  the  Jewels  in  her  ear  ;  O,  would  flie 
were  hers'd  at  my  foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  coffin. 
No  news  of  them  ;  why  fo  I  and  I  know  not  what's 
fjpent  in  the  fearch  :  why,  thou  lofs  upon  lofs !  the  thief 
gone  with  fo  much,  and  fomuch  to  find  the  thief ;  and 
no  fatisfa&ion,  no  revenge,  nor  no  ill  luck  flirring,  but 
what  lights  o'  my  moulders ;  no  fighs  but  o'  my  breath- 
ing, no  tears  but  o1  my  fliedding. 

Tub.  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too  ;  Anthonio,  as 
I  heard  in  Genoua  ■■■ 

Shy.  What,  what,  what  ?  ill  luck,  ill  luck  ? 

Tub.  Hath  an  Argofie  call  away,  coming  from  Tri- 
poli s. 

Shy.  I  thank  God,  I  thank  God;  is  it  true?  is  it 
true  ? 

Tub.  I  fpoke  with  fome  of  the  failors  that  efcaped  the 
wreck. 

Shy.  I  thank  thee,  good  Tubal  ;  good  news,  good 
news  ;  ha,  ha,  where  ?  in  Genoua  ? 

_  Tub.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Genoua,  as  I  heard,  one 
night,  fourfcore  ducats. 

Sky.'  Thou  ftick'ft  a  dagger  in  me  :  I  mall  never  fee 
my  gold  again;  fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting,  fourfcore 
ducats ! 

Tub,  There  came  divers  of  Anth<mi<?%  creditors  in  my 
company  to  Venice,  that  fwear  he  cannot  chufe  but 
break. 

Shy.  I  am  glad  of  it,  I'll  plague  him,  I'll  torture  him  ; 
I  am  glad  of  it, 

Tub.  One  of  them  fhew'd  me  a  ring,  that  he  had  of 
your  daughter  for  a  monky. 

F  4  Shy* 
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Shy.  Out  upon  her!  thou  tortureft  me,  Tubal ;  it  was 
my  Turquoife,  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  bat- 
chelorj  I  would  not  have  given  it  for  a  wiidernefs  of 
monkies. 

Tub.  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true  ;  that's  very  true ;  go  fee  me 
an  officer,  befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before.  I  will  have 
the  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit ;  for  were  he  out  of  Ve- 
nice, I  can  make  what  merchandize  I  will :  go,  go,  Tu- 
ba/, and  meet  me. at  our  fynagogue ;  go,  goodTubaf; 
at  our  fynagogue,  T ubaL  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Belmont. 

Enter  Baffanio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  and  attendants. 
The  Caskets  are  fet  out. 

Tor.  T  Pray  you,  tarry ;  paufe  a  day  or  two, 

JL  Before  you  hazard ;  for  in  chilling  wrong 
I  lofe  your  company  ;  therefore,  forbear  a  while. 
There's  fomething  tells  me  (but  it  is  not  love) 
I  would  not  lofe  you  ;  and  you  know  yourfelf, 
Hate  counfels  not  in  fuch  a  quality. 
But  left  you  mould  not  underftand  me  well, 
And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought, 
J  would  detain  you  here  fome  month  or  two, 
Before  you  venture  for  me.    I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right,  but  I  am  then  forfworn  : 
So  will  I  never  be ;  fo  you  may  mifs  me ; 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifh  a  fin, 
That  I  had  been  forfworn.    Befhrew  your  eyes, 
They  have  o'erlook'd  me,  and  divided  me  ; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours, 
Mine  own,  I  would  fay  :  but  if  mine,  then  yours ; 
And  To  all  yours.    Alas !  thefe  naughty  tiroes 
Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights : 
And  fo  tho'  yours,  not  yours ;  prove  it  fo, 
Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it,  not  I. 
I  fpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  peece  the  time, 
To  eche  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length, 
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To  ftay  you  from  ele&ion. 

Bajf.  Let  me  chufe  : 
For  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

For.  Upon  the  rack,  Baffanio  f  then  confefs, 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love, 

Bajf.  None,  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  tk}  enjoying  of  my  love : 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
'  Fween  fnow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  love. 

For.  Ay,  but,  I  fear,  you  fpeak  upon  the  rack ; 
Where  men  enforced  dp  fpeak  any  thing. 

Bajl  Promife  me  life,  and  I'll  confefs  the  truth. 

Tor.  Well  then,  confefs  and  live. 

Bajf,  Confefs,  and  love, 
Had  been  the  very  fum  of  my  confeflion. 
O  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  me  anfwers  for  deliverance  ! 
But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  caskets* 

Por.  Away  then !  I  am  lockt  in  one  of  them  3 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  rind  me  out. 
Nerijfa,  and  the  reft,  Hand  all  aloof, 
Let  mufick  found,  while  he  doth  make  his  choice^; 
Then,  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  fvvan-like  end,. 
Fading  in  mufick.    That  the  comparifon 
May  Hand  more  juft,  my  eye  mail  be  the  firearm : 
And  wat'ry  death- bed  for  him  :  he  may  win, 
And  what  is  mufick  then  ?  then  mufick  is 
Even  as  the  flourifh,  when  true  fubje&s  bow 
To  a  new- crowned  monarch  y  fuch  it  is, 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day, 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  earp 
And  fummon  him  to  marriage.    Now  he  goes, 
With  no  lefs  prefence,  but  with  much  v  more  lo.ve> 
Than  young  A/ades>  when  he  did  redeem  . 
The  virgin-tribute  paid,  by  howling  Trey 
To  the  fea  monfter  1  I  Hand  for  facrirke  ; 
The  red  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives, 
With  bleared  vifages  come  forth  to  view 
The  iiTue  of  trT  exploit,    Go,  .Hercules  I: 
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Live  thou,  I  live  ;  with  much,  much  more  difmay 
I  view  the  fight,  than  thou,  that  mak'fl;  the  fray. 

\Mufick  within* 

A  Song,  <wbilft  Baflanio  comments  on  the  caskets  to 

bimfelf 

Tell  me9  where  is  fancy  bred, 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  ? 
How  begot,  how  nourijbed? 
Reply,  reply. 

It*  is  engendered  in  the  eye, 
With  gazing  fed,  and  fancy  dm  v 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lyes  : : 
Let  us  all  ring  fancy*  s  knell. 
I'll  begin  it. 
Bihg,  dong,  belL 

AIL    Ding,  dong,  bell. 

Bajfl  So  may  the  outward  (hows  be  lead  themfelves : 
The  world  is  ftill  deceiv'd  with  Ornament. 
In  law,  what  plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Gbfcures  the  mow  of  evil  ?  in  religion, 
What  damned  error,  but  fome  lober  brow 
Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiding  the  grofsnefs  with  fair  ornament  ? 
There  is  no  vice  fo  fimple,  but  aiTumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  its  outward  parts. 
How  many  cpwards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfe 
As  ftairs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars  ; 
Who,  inward  fearcht,  have  livers  white  as  milk? 
And  thefe  aflame  but  valour's  excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.    Look  on  beauty, 
And  you  fhali  fee  'tis  purchased  by  the  weight, 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature, 
Making  them  lighted,  that  wear  moft  of  it; 
So  are  thofe  crifpy  fnaky  golden  locks;  - 
Which  make  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind 
l^pen  fuppofed  fairnefs,  often  known- 
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To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head, 

The  skull,  that  bred  them,  in  the  fepulcher. 

Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guiled  fhore 

To  a  moll  dangerous  fea  ;  the  beauteous  fcarf 

Veiling  an  Indian  beauty  ;  in  a  word, 

The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 

T1  entrap  the  wifeft.    Then,  thou  gaudy  gold, 

Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee : 

Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 

'Tween  man  and  man  :  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead, 

Which  rather  threatneft,  than  doft  promife  aught,  (u) 

Thy  plainnefs  moves  me  more  than  eloquence  ; 

And  here  chufe  I ;  joy  be  the  confequence ! 

Por.  How  all  the  other  paflions  fleet  to  air, 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  ram- embraced  defpair. 
And  fhudd'ring  fear,  and  green-ey'd  jealoufie. 

0  love,  be  moderate,  allay  thy  extafie  ; 
Jn  meafure  rain  thy  joy,  fcant  this  excefs., 

1  feel  too  much  thy  blemng,  make  it  lefs, 

For  fear'  I  forfeit.  [Opening  the  leaden  Casket, 

Baffl  What  find  I  here?  . 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  ?  what  Demi-god 
Hath  come  fo  near  creation  ?  move  thefe  Eyes  ? 
Or  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine, 
Seem  they  in  motion  ?  here  are  fever'd  lips 
Parted  with  fugar  breath  ;  fo  fweet  a  bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends :  here  in  her  hairs 
The  painter  plays  the  fpider,  and  hath  woven 
A  golden  melh  t'  in  trap  the  hearts  of  men* 

(11)  Thy  Palenefs  moves  me  more  than  Eloquence  5]  Bajfanh 
is  difpleasM  at  the  golden  Casket  for  its  Gavudinefs,  and  the 
Silver  one  for  its  Palenefs  5  but,  What!  is  he  charm'd  with 
the  Leaden  one  for  having  the  very  fame  Quality  that  dif* 
pleas'd  hirn  in  the  Silver  ?  The  Poet  never  intended  fuch  an 
abfurd  Reafoning.    He  certainly  wrote, 

Thy  Plainnefs  moves  me  more  than  Eloquence  ;  This  charac- 
terizes the  Lead  from  the  Silver,  which  Palene'fi  does  not, 
they  being  both  pale.  Befides,  there  is  a  Beauty  tn  the  Ami- 
the/is  between  Plainnefs  and  Eloquence  5  betwger  Palenefs  and 
Eloquence  none,-  Mr,  War-bunonj 

■  Fafter 
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Fafter  than  gnats  in  cobwebs  :  but  her  eyes,  . 

How  coald  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  having  made  one, 

Methinks,  it  mould  have  pow'r  to  fteaJ  both  his, 

And  leave  itfelf  unfiniuYd  :  yet  how  far 

The  fubftance  of  my  praiie  doth  wrong  this  fhadow 

In  underprizing  it ;  fo  far  this  fhadow 

Doth  limp  behind  the  Subftance.    Here's  the  fcrowl, 

The  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune* 

You  that  chufe  not  by  the  view, 
Chance  as  fair,  and  chufe  as  true : 
Since  this  fortune  falls  to  you. 
Be  content,  and feek  no ^  new. 
Jf  you  be  well  pleased  with  this, 
And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  blifs, 
Turn  you  where  your  Lady  is, 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  kifs,  . 

A  gentle  fcrowl ;  fair  lady,  by  your  leave  ; 

[Kijfmg  her. 

I  come  by  note  to  give,  and.  to  receive. 

Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  Prize, 

That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes ; 

Hearing  applaufe  and  univerfal  fhout, 

Giddy  in  fpirit,  "gazing  ftill  in  doubt, 

"Whether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  no  ; 

So  (thrice  fair  lady)  Hand  I,  even  fo, 

As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 

Until  coniirm'd,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you. 

For.  You  fee  me,  lord  Bajfanio,  where  I  ftand, 
Such  as  I  am  ;  tho1  for  myfeif  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  Willi, 
To  wifh  myielf  much  better;  yet  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  my{e\f, 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair  ;  ten  thoufand  times 
More  rich  ;  that,  to  ftand  high  in  your  account, 
I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends. 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  fum  of  me 
Is  fum  of  fometh  ng,  which,  to  term  in  grofs, 
Is  an  unkffon'd  girl,  unfchool'd,  unpractised ; 

Happy 
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Happy  in  this,  fhe  is  not  yet  fo  old 
But  me  may  learn ;  more  happy  then  in  this. 
She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  (lie  can  learn  ; 
Happieft  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  fpirit 
Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  directed, 
As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  King  : 
My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 
Is  now  converted.  But  now  I  was  the  Lord 
Of  this  fair  manfion,  mafter  of  my  fervarlts, 
Queen  o'er  my  felf ;  and  even  now,  but  now, 
This  houfe,  thefe  fervants,  and  this  fame  my  felf 
Are  yours,  my  lord  :  I  give  them  with  this  ring? 
Which,  when  you  part  from,  lofe  or  give  away, 
Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love, 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bajf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  words3 
Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins ; 
And  there  is  fuch  Confufion  in  my  powers, 
As,  after  fome  oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  multitude  ; 
"Where  every  fomething,  being  blent  together. 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  joy 
Expreft,  and  not  expreil.    But  when  this  ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence } 
O,  then  be  bold  to  fay,  BaJfanio\  dead. 

Ner.  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time, 
That  have  flood  by,  and  feen  our  wifhes  profper* 
To  cry,  good  joy,  good  joy,  my  lord  and  lady  J 

Gra.  My  lord  BaJJanio,  and  my  gentle  lady., 
I  wifh  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wifh ; 
For,  I  am  fure,  you  can  wifh  none  from  me  : 
And  when  your  honours  mean  tofolemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  J  do  befeech  you, 
Ev'n  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too. 

Baff.  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canfl:  get  a  wife. 

Gra.  I  thank  your  lordfhip,  you  nave  got  me  one* 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  fvvift  as  yours;  • 
You  law  the  mifirefs,  I  beheld  the  maid  y 

You 
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You  lov'd;  I  lov'd  :  for  intermiffion  (12) 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  than  you; 
Your  fortune  flood  upon  the  casket  there; 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls : 
For  wooing  here  until  I  fweat  again, j 
And  fwearing,  till  my  very  roof  was  dry 
With  oaths  of  love  ;  at  laft,  if  promife  laft; 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here, 
To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortune 
Atchiev'd  her  miftrefs. 

Por.  Is  this  true,  NeriJ/a  P 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is,  fo  you  (land  pleas'd  withal. 

Bajf.  And.  do  you,  Gratiano,  mean  good  faith  ? 

Gra.  Yes,  faith,  my  lord. 

Bajf.  Our  Feaft  (hall  be  much  honour'd  in  your  mar- 
riage. 

Gra.  We'll' play  with  them,  the  firft  boy  for  a  thou- 

fand  Ducats. 

Ner.  What,  and  Hake  down  I 

Gra.  No,  we  mail  ne'er  win  at  that  fport,  and  flake- 
down. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  Lorenzo  and  his  Infidel  ? 
What,  and  my  old  Venetian  friend,  Salanio  ! 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Jeflica,  and  Salanio." 

Baff.  Lorenzo  and  Salanio,  welcome  hither  ; 
Jf  that  the  youth  of  my  new  Intereft  here 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome.  By  your  leave, 

(12)  You  lev  d\  J  lovd  for  intermiflion.]  Thus  this  Pa/Tage  - 
has  been  nonfenfically  pointed  thro'  all  the  Editions.  If  lov- 
ing f9r  intermiffion  can  be  expounded  into  any  Senfe,  I  confefs, 
I  as  yet  am  ignorant,  and  fhail  be  glad  to  be  inftrucled  in  it. 
But  till  then  Fmuft  beg  leave  to  ^hink,  the  Sentence  ought  to 
be  thus  regulated  ; 

You  lovd,  I  hvd ;  — —  For  Intermiflion  * 

No  more  pertains  to  mey  my  Lord,  than  You.  , 
i.  e.  {landing  idle  ;  a  Paufe  or  Difcontinuance  of  Acllon:  And 
fuch  is  the  Signification  of  Inttrmijftp  and  Jnterwiffits  amosgft  the  <- 
katimu 

is 
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I  bid  my  very  friends  arid  country-men, 
(Sweet  Portia )  welcome. 

For.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ;  they  are  intirely  welcome. 

Lor.  T  thank  your  honour  ;  for  my  part,  my  lord, 
My  purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here  ; 
Bat  meeting  with  Salanio  by  the.  way, 
He  did  intreat  me,  pall  all  faying  nay, 
To  come  with  him  along. 

Sal.  I  did, .my  lord, 
And  I  have  reafon  for't ;  Signior  Anthonio 
Commends  him  to  you.  [Gives  BafTanio  a  Letter* 

BaJ/l  Ere  I  ope  his  letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  fick,  my  lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  mind  ; 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind ;  his  letter  there 
Will  mew  you  his  eftate.  [BafTanio  opens  the  letter, 

Gra.  Nerijhy  cheer  yond  ftranger  :  Bid  her  wel- 
come. 

Your  hand,  Salanio ;  what's  the  news  from  Venice  ? 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Anthonio  f 
I  know,  he  will  be  glad  of  our  Succefs  : 
We  are  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

Sal.  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece,  that  he  hath  loft  ! 

For.  There  are  fome  Ihrevvd  Contents  in  yond  fame 
paper, 

That  fteal  the°colour  from  BaJJanio's  cheek  : 

Some  dear  Friend  dead  ;  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 

Could  turn  fo  much  the  conllitution 

Gf  any  conftant  man.  What,  worfe  and  worfe! 

With  leave,  BaJ/anio9  I  am  half  your  felf, 

And  I  mud  have  the  half  of  any  thing 

That  this  fame.  Paper  brings  you. 

Baff.  O  fweet  Portia! 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words> 
That  ever  blotted  paper.  Gentle  lady, 
When  I  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you,, 
I  freely  told  you,,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Kan  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman  ; 
And  then  I  told  you  true;  and  yet,  dear  lady, 
Mating  my  felf  at  nothing,  you  mail  fee 

How- 


i%6     the  Merchant  ^/ Venice, 

How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  when  I  told  you, 
My  ftate  was  nothing,  I  mould  then  have  told  you, 
That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing.    For,  indeed, 
I  have  engaged  my  felf  to  a  dear  Friend, 
Engag'd  my  friend  to  his  meer  enemy, 
To  feed  my  means.  Here  is  a  letter,  lady, 
The  paper,  as  the  body  of  my  friend  ; 
And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 
IlTuinglife-blocd.   But  is  it  true,  Salanio?  ' 
Have  all  his  ventures  fail'd  ?  what,  not  one  hit? 
From  Tripolis,  from  Mexico,  from  England, 
From  Lisbon,  Barbary,  and  India  P  v 
And  not  one  vefiel  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  touch 
Of  merchant-marring  rocks  ? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  lord. 
Befides,  it  mould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  mony  to  dircharge  the  Je<w, 
He  would  not  take  it.   Never  did  I  know 
A  creature,  that  did  bear  the  mape  of  man, 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man. 
He  plies  the  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night, 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  ft  ate, 
If  they  deny  him  juftice.  Twenty  merchants, 
The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  Magnificoes 
Of  greater!:  port,  have  all  perfuadcd  with  him 5 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  of  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Jef.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwear> 
To  Tubal  and  to  Chus  his  country-men, 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonws  flefh, 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
That  he  did  ow  e  him  ;  and  1  know,  my  lord, 
If  law,  authority,  and  pow'r  deny  not, 
It  will_ go  hard  with  poor  Ant-homo.. 

For.  Is  it  your  dear  friend;  that  is  thus  in  trouble  £ 

Baff.  The  deareft  friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  Man., 
The  belt,  condition'd  andunweary'd  fpirit. 
In  doing  courtefies  3  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears, 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  m  Italy. 
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Por.  What  Sum  owes  he  the  Jew? 

Baff.  For  me,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Por.  What,  no  more  ? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond  ; 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 
Before  a  Friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  my  Bafanws  fault. 
Firft,  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife, 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  : 
For  never  fhall  you  lie  by  Portias  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.   You  (hall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over. 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along  ; 
My  maid  Ncriffa  and  my  felf,  mean  time, 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows :  come,  away ! 
For  you  (hall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day. 
Bid  your  friends  welcome,  {hew  a  merry  cheer  ; 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bajf.  reads.  QWeet  BafTanio,  my  Jhifs  have  all  mif~ 
ij  carry' d,  and  my  creditors  grow  cruel,  my 
ejlate  is  <very  low,  my  bond  to  the  Jew  is  forfeit ;  and 
Jince  in  faying  it,  it  Is  impojjible  I  fhould  li<vet  all 
debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  me>  if  I  might  but 
fee  you  at  my  death  ;  notwith/landing,  ufe  your  pleafure  : 
if  your  love  do  not  perfuade  you  to  come,  let  not  my 
letter. 

Por,  O  love  !  difpatch  all  Bufinefs,  and  be  gone. 
Baff.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 

I  will  make  hafte  ;  but  'till  I  come  again, 
No  bed  fliall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  ftay  ; 

No  reft  be  interpofer  'twixt  us  twain.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Street  in  Venice. 

Enter  Shylock,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler, 

^./^Oaler,  look  to  him:  tell  not  me  of  mercy. 

VJT  This  is  the  fool,  that  lent  out  mony  gratis. 
Goaler,  look  to  him,  Ant, 
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Hear  me  yet,  good  Sbyiock. 

Sbw  111  have  my  bond  ;  fpeak  not  againft  my  bond  : 
I've  fvvorn  an  oath,  that  I  will  have  my  bond. 
Thou  call'dft  me  dog,  before  thou  hadfl  a  caufe  ; 
But  fince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs  : 
The  Duke  mall  grant  me  juftice.    I  do  wonder, 
Thou  naughty  goaler,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 

Ant.  I  pray  thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Sby\  I'll  have  my  bond  ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak-: 
I'll  have  my  bond  ;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more ; 
I'll  not  be  made  afoft  and  dull  ey'd  foo[, 
To  fhake  the  head,  relent,  and  figh  and  yield 
To  chriftian  interceffors.  Follow  not ; 
I'll  have  no  fpeaking ;  I  will  have  my  bond. 

[Exit  Sbyiock, 

So/a.  It  is  the  mod  impenetrable  cur, 
That  ever  kept  with  men. 

Ant.  Let  him  alone, 
I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  pray 'rs : 
He  feeks  my  life  ;  his  reafon  well  I  know  ; 
I  oft  delivered  from  his  forfeitures 
Many,  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me ; 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sola.  I  am  fure,  the  Duke 
Will  never  grant  this  Forfeiture  to  hold. 

Ant.  The  Duke  canROt  deny  the  courfe  of  law  \ 
For  the  commodity  that  Grangers  have 
With  us  in  Venice,  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  juftice  of  the  ftate  \ 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 
Confifteth  of  all  nations.    Therefore  go, 
Thefe  griefs  and  loffes  have  fo  'bated  me, 
That  I  mail  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  flefh. 
To  morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. 
Well,  goaler,  on ;  pray  God,  Bajfanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not!  {Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  change  Belmont. 
Enter  Portia,    NerhTa,  Lorenzo,  Jeflka,  and  Balthazar. 

tor.  *\  If  Adam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  pretence, 

1VJL  You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  God  like  amity;  which  appears  moll  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  lord. 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fhew  this  honour, 
How  true  a  gentleman  you  fend  relief  to, 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  lord  your  husband'  ;  >*- 
I  know,  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work, 
Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

For.  I  never  did  repent  of  doing  good, 
And  (hall  not  now  ;  for  in  companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  time  together,. 
W'hofe  fouls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love, 
There  mull  needs  be  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  fpirit ; 
Which  makes  me  think,  that  this  Anthonio^ 
Being  the  bofom  lover  of  my  lord,. 
Muft  needs  be  like  my  lord.    If  it  be  fo, 
How  little  is  the  coft  I  have  bellowed, 
In  purchafing  the  femblance  of  my  foul 
From  out  the  ftate  of  hellifh  cruelty  ? 
This  comes  too  near  the  praifmg  of  my  felf ;  ( 1 3) 
Therefore,  no  more  of  it :  hear  other  things.  — — 
Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  hands 
The  husbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe, 
Until  my  lord's  return.    For  mine  own' part, 
I  have  tow'rd  heaven  breath'd  a  fecret  vow, 

.  (13)  This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  my  felf  y 
Therefore  no  more  of  it :  here  other  things, 
Lorenzo,  /  commit,  &c]  Thus  has  this  Paflage  been 
writ  and  pointed,  but  abfurdly,  thro'  all  the  Editions.  Portia 
finding  the  reflections  (he  had  made  came  too  near  Self-praife, 
begins  to  chide  herfelf  for  it  :  fays,  She'll  fay  no  more  of  that 
Sort  j  but  call  a  new  Subject.  The  Regulation  I  have  made 
in  the  Text  was  likewife  prefcrib'd  by  Dr4  Thirlby* 
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To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation, 
.Only  attended  by  Neriffa  here, 
Until  her  husband  and~my  .Lord's  reiurn,       .     i ' 
£here  is  a  monastery  two  mile-.  off- 
Ana  there  we  wa\  abide.  I  do  dehre  vou, 
Mot  to  denv  cms  i mpofitioni 
The  which  my  love  and  fbme  neceffity  • 
Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart; 
I  mall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

For.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind, 
Ana  will  acknowledge  you  and  %fftta^ 
In  place  0  fiord  'fiafaiio  and  my  felf 
So  fare  you  well,  'till  we  mail  meet  again. 

Lor  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  on  you! 

p      tWlI]i  }  0Ur  Iac7f]:,iP  aI1  Mart's  content, 
rr.  -       .™S^  y°u  for  y°ur  wife*  and  am  well-pleafed 
I  o  Willi  it  back  on  you  :  fare  you  well,  Jeffica 

XT        „  .  .  {Exeunt  Jef.  W  Lor. 

Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true, 

So  let  me  find  thee  ftiU  :  take  this  fame  letter, 

And  ufe  thou  all  th'  endeavour  of  a  man, 

In  fpeed  to  Padua  1  fee  thou  render  this  (14) 

Into  my  couhVs  hand,  Doftor  Bellario  i 

And  look  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee, 

£rmg  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imaging  fpeed  . 

wi5°i!     TraJea>  t0  the  common  ferry 

Which  trades  to  Venice:  wafte  no  time  in  words, 

tgf  *hee  Sone  5  1  fta]1  be  there  before  thee. 

BaL  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed.  {Exit. 

(14)  In  fpeed  to  Mantua  5]  Thus  all  the  old  Copies  ;  and 
thus  ali  the  Modern  Editors  implicitly  after  them.  But  'tis 
evident  to  any  diligent  Reader,  that  We  muft  reftore,  as  I 
have  done,   In  fpeed  to  Padua  :    For  it  was  there,  and  not  at 

Mantua,  Bellario  liv'd.    So  afterwards}  AMeffenger,  with 

Letters  from  the  Doftor,  New  come  from  Padua  And  again, 

Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  ?  And  again,   It  comet 

from  P_adua,  from  Bellario.—  Befides,  Padua,  not  Mantua,  is 
the  Pfcce  of  Education  for  the  Civil  Law  in  Italj% 

For. 
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Por.  Come  on,  Neriffa  ;  I  have  work  in  hand, 
That  you  yet  know  not  of :  we'll  fee  our  husbands, 
Befon  .  cy  think  of  us. 

hall  tnev  fee  us  ? 

Por.  They  (half,  ;  but  in  fuch  a  habit, 

1  r  tn  y  (hall  think  we  are  accomplifhed 

ra  what  we  lack.  I'Jl  hold  thee  any  wager, 
When  we  are  both  apparelPd  like  young  men, 

prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  dagger  with  the  braver  grace; 
And  fpeak  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy, 
With  a  reed  Voice ;  and  turn  two  mincing  lleps 
Into  a  manly  ftride ;  and  fpeak  of  frays, 
Like  a  hne  bragging  youth  ;  and  tell  quaint  lies, 
How  honourable  ladies  fought  my  love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  arid  dy'd, 
I  could  not  do  with  all :  then  I'll  repent, 
-And  wilh,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kiil'd  them; 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  I'll  tell  5 
That  men  fhall  fwear,  I've  difcontinued  fchool 
Above  a  twelve-month.   I  have  in  my  mind 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  iacks* 
Which  I  will  pradtife.  *  * 

Ner.  Shall  we  turn  to  men  ?  - 

Por.  Fie,  what  a  queftion's  that, 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  Interpreter  ! 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  park-gate  ;  and  therefore  hafte  away, 
For  we  mull  meafure  twenty  miles  to  day.'  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Launcelot  aWJeffiea. 

Laun.  Yes,  truly :  for  look  you,  the  iins  of  the  fa- 
ther are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children  ;  therefore,  I  pro- 
mile  you,  I  fear  you.  I  [was  always  plain  with  you ; 
and  fo  now  I  fpeak  my  agitation  of  the  matter :  there- 
fore be  of  good  cheer ;  for  truly,  I  think,  you  are 
damn'd :  there  is  but  one  hope  in  it  that  can  do  you 
any  good,  and  that  is  but  a  kind  of  ballard  hope  nei- 
ther. 
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Jef  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pi  ay  thee  ? 

Lcum.  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  father 
got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jenvs  daughter 

Jef  That 'were  a  kind  of  baftard  hope,  indeed;  fo 
the  fins  of  my  mother  mould  be  vifited  upon  me. 

Laun.  Truly,  then,  I  fear,  you  are  damn'd  both  by 
father  and  mother ;  thus  when  you  fhun  Scylla,  your  fa- 
ther, you  fall  into  Charybdis,  your  mother  :  well,  you 
are  gone  both  ways. 

Jef.  I  lhall  be  faved  by  my  husband  ;  he  hath  jnade 
me  a  chriftian. 

Laun  r\  ruly,  the  more  to  blame  \ie ;  we  were  chri- 
ftian s  enough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live 
one  by  another :  this  making  of  chriltians  will  raife 
the  price  of  hogs  ;  if  we  grow  all  to  be  pork  eater?, 
we  mall  not  fhortly  have  a  rattier  on  the  coals  for 
mony. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Jef  I'll  tell  my  husband,  Lanncelct,  what  you  fay  : 
;here  he  comes. 

Lcr.  I  fhall  growjealous  of  you  fhortly,  Lcuncdct,  if 
you  thus  get  my  wife  into  corners. 

Jef  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo;  Launee- 
lot  and  1  are  out ;  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no  mercy 
for  me  in  heav'n,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jew's  Daughter  :  and 
he  fays,  you  are  no  good  member  of  the  common- 
wealth ;  for,  in  converting  Jews  to  chriftians,  you  raife 
the  price  of  pork. 

Lor.  1  QialJ  anfwer  that  better  to  the  common-wealth, 
than  you  can  the  getcing  up  of  the  negro's  belly  :  the 
Moor  is  with  child  by  you,  Launcelot. 

Laun.  It  is  much,  that  the  Moor  mould  be  more  than 
re  i  on  :  but  if  (he  be  lefs  than  an  honeit.  woman,  ifre  is 
indeed  more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word  !  I 
think,  the  beft  grace  of  wit  will  fhortly  turn  into  filence, 
and  difcourfe  grow  commendable  in  none  but  parrots. 
Go  in,  firrah,  b:d  them  prepare  for  dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done,  Sir  ;  they  have  all  flomachs. 

Lor* 
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Lor.  Good  lord,  what  a  wit- mapper  are  you  I  then 
bid  them  prepare  dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done  too,  Sir  ;  only,  cover  is  ths 
word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  then,  Sir  \ 

Laun.  Not  fo,  Sir,  neither  ;  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion  !  wilt  thou 
(hew  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  jn  an  inftant  ?  I  pray 
thee  understand  a  plain  man  in  his  plain  meaning :  go  to 
thy  fellows,  bid  them  cover  the  table,  ferve  in  the  meat, 
and  we  will  come  in  to  dinner. 

Laun.  For  the  table,  Sir,  it  (hall  be  ferv'd  in ;  for  the 
meat,  Sir,  it  (hall  be  covered  ;  for  your  coming  in  to  din- 
ner, Sir,  why,  let  it  be  as  humours  and  conceits  mail 
govern.  [Exit  Lauru 

Lor.  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  fluted ! 
The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words;  and  I  do  know 
A  many  fools  that  ftand  in  better  place, . 
GarninYd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  word 
Defie  the  matter  :  how  far'ft  thou,  Jejfica  ? 
And  now,  good  fweet,  fay  thy  opinion, 
How  doft  thou  like  the  lord  Baffanio\  wife  ? 

Jef.  Pall  all  expreffing :  it  is  very  meet, 
The  lord  Baffanio  live  an  upright  life. 
For,  having  fuch  a  Blefling  in  his  lady, 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth  : 
And  if  on  earth  he  do  not  merit  it, 
In  reafon  he  mould  never  come  to  heav'n. 
Why,  if  two  Gods  mould  play  fome  heav'nly  match, 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women, 
And  Portia  one,  there  muil  be  fomething  elfe 
Pawn'd  with  the  other ;  for  the  poor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  husband        *  . 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  (he  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef  Nay,  but  ask  my  opinion  too  of  that. 

Lor,  I  will  anon  :  firft,  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

Jef  Nay,  let  me  praife  you,  while  I  have  a  flo- 
ra ach. 

Lor. 
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Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk  ; 
'  Then,  howfoe'er  thou  fpeak'ft,  'rnong  other  things, 
I  fhall  digeft  it. 

Jef.  Well,  111  fet  you  forth.  [Exeunt. 

A     C     T  IV. 

SCENE,  the  Senate-houfe  in  Venice.' 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Senators  ;  AnthQnio,  Baffanio, 
and  Gratiano,  at  the  Bar. 

Duke.  . 

WHAT,  is  Anthonio  here  ? 
Ant .  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Duke,  I'm  forry  for  thee;  thou  art*  come  to 
anfwer 

A  ftony  adverfary,   an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Ant.  I  have  heard, 
Your  Grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualifie 
His  rigorous  courfe  ;  but  fince  he  ftands  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  patience  to  his  fury ;  and  am  arm'd 
To  fuffer,  with  a  quietnefs  of  fpirit, 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  one,  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  Court. 

Sal.  He's  ready  at  the  door  :  he  comes,  my  lord. 

Enter  Shylock. 

•  Duke.  Make  room,  and  let  him  fland  before  our  face,  • 
Shy  lock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 
That  thou  but  lead'fl  this  fafhion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  laft  hour  of  a&  ;  and  then  'tis  thought, 
Thoul't  mew  thy  mercy  and  remorfe  more  ftrange, 

Than 
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Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  cruelty. 

And,  where  thou  now  exatt'ft  the  penalty, 

Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flefh, 

Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  forfeiture, 

But,  touch' d  with  human  gentlenefs  and  love, 

Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal ; 

Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  iofles, 

That  have  of  late  fo  hudled  on  his  back, 

Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  down ; 

And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  (late 

From  brafly  bofoms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint ; 

From  ftubbom  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  train'd 

To  offices  of  tender  courtefie. 

We  all  expecl:  a  gentle  anfwer,  Jew. 

Shy.  I  have  pofTefs'd  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofe. 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn, 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 
Upon  your  charter,  and  your  city's  freedom ! 
You'll  ask  me,  why  I  rather  chuie  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flefh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  ducats  ?  I'll  not  anfwer  that. 
But  fay,  it  is  my  humour  ;  is  it  anfwer'd  ? 
What  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  rat, 
And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  ducats 
To  have  it  baned  ?  what,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet  ? 
Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig ; 
Some,  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  cat ; 
And  others,  when  the  bag- pipe  lings  i'  th'  nofe, 
Cannot  contain  their  urine  for  affection.  (15) 

Mafterlefs 

(15)  Cannot  contain  their  Urine  for  Affeciion, 
Mafterlefs  paflion  /ways  it  to  tie  Mood 
Of  what  it  likts,  or  loaths.]  Mafterkfs  Paffton  was  firft 
Mr.  Riwe's  Reading,  (on  what  Authority,  I  am  at  a  lofs  t© 
know  5)  which  Mr.  Pope  has  fince  copied.  And  tho'  I  have  not 
difturb'd  the  Text,  yet,  I  mull  obferve,  I  don't  know  what 
Word  there  is  to  which  this  Relative  [/>,  in  the  2d  Line]  is  to 
be  referr'd.  The  ingenious  Dr.  %hirlby}  therefore,  would  thus 
adjuft  the  Paflage, 

Vot,  II,  C  Cam: 
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Mafterlefs  paflion  fvvays  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes,  or  loaths.    Now,  for  your  anfwer  : 

As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  render'd, 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig ; 

Why  he,  a  harmlefs  neceifary  cat ; 

Why  he,  a  woollen  bag-pipe  ;  but  of  force 

Mult  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  lhame, 

As  to  offend,  himfelf  being  offended  ; 

So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate  and  a  certain  loathing 

I  bear  Avtbonio,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  lofing  fuit  againlt  him.    Are  you  anfvver'd  ? 

Baff.  This  is  no  anfwer,  thcu  unfeeling  man, 
1 '  excufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shy.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  an- 
fwer. 

BajjT.  Do  all  men  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love  ? 
Shy.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill? 
Bajf.  Ev'ry  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  firft. 
Shy.  What,  would'!*  thou  have  a  ferpent  fling  thee 
twice  ? 

Ant.  I  pray  you,  think,  you  queflion  with  a  J  two. 
You  may  as  well  go  {land  upon  the  beach, 
And  bid  the  main  flood  'bate  his  ufual  height. 
You  may  as  well  ufe  queftion  with  the  wolf, 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb. 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noife, 

Cannot  contain  their  Urine  ;  for  AffeRirJn9 
*  Matter  c/PajJlon,  fivays  it  &c.  *  Or,  Mittrefs. 
And  then  it  is  govern' d  of  PaJJion :    and  the  two  old  Quarto's 

and  Folio's  read.  Matters  of  PaJJion,  Sec. 

It  may  be  objected,  that  Affection  and  Pajfion  are  Synony- 
mous Terms,  and  mean  the  fame  thing.  I  agree,  they  do 
at  this  time.  But  I  obferve,  the  Writers  of  our  Author's  Age 
made  a  fort  of  Dittir.aion :  confidering  the  One  as  the  Caufe , 
the  Other  as  the  EffeB.  And  then,  in  this  place,  Affeclion 
will  ttand  for  that  Sympathy  or  Antipathy  of  Soul,  by  which  we 
are  provok'd  to  fhew  a  Liking  or  Difguft  in  the  Working  of  our 

Faff"m-  When 


The  Merchant  of  Venice.  147 

When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  heav'n. 

You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  molt  hard, 

As  feek  to  foften  that,  (than  which  what's  harder  !) 

His  Jcwijh  heart.    Therefore,  1  do  beleech  you» 

Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means ; 

But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 

Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 

Bajf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fix, 

Sby.  If  ev'ry  ducat  in  fix  thoufand  ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  ev'ry  part  a  ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke.  How  malt  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rend'ring 
none  ? 

Sby.  What  judgment  (hall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong ! 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchased  fiave, 
Which,  like  your  afTes,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules, 
You  ufe  in  abject  and  in  flavifh  part, 
Becaule  you  bought  them.    Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 
Why  fweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foftas  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  feafon'd  with  fuch  viands;  you  will  anfwer, 
The  Haves  are  ours.    So  do  I  anfwer  you  : 
The  pound  of  flefh,  which  I  demand  of  him, 
Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law  ! 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice : 
I  ftand  for  judgment ;  anfwer  ;  (hall  I  have  it  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  pow'r  1  may  difmifs  this  Court, 
Unlefs  Bellario,  a  learned  Doctor, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal.  My  lord,  here  flays,  without, 
A  meffenger  with  letters  from  the  Bo&or, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters,  call  the  meffenger* 
Bajf.  Good  cheer,   Anthonio\   what,  man,  courage 
yet : 

The  Jew  mall  have  my  flem,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Ere  thou  fnalt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

G  2  An*. 
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Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  weather  of  the  flock, 
Meeteft  for  death  :  the  weakeft  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earlieft  to  the  ground,  and  fo  let  me. 
You  cannot  better  be  employed,  BaJJanio, 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

Enter  NerhTa,  drefs'd  like  a  Lawyer's  Clerk. 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellario?  (16) 
Ner.  From  both,   my  lord  :    Bellario  greets  your 
Grace. 

Bajf.  Why  dofl  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  earneftly  ? 
Shy.  To  cut  the  forfeit  from  that  bankrupt  there. 
Gra.  Not  on  thy  foale,  but  on  thy  foul,  harlh, 

7*™>  (*7)  . 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  knife  keen  ;  for  no  metal  can, 
No,  not  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  ftiarp  envy.    Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 

Shy.  No,  none  that  thou  halt  wit  enough  tamake. 

Gra.  O  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dog, 
And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accus'd ! 
Thou  almoft  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  faith, 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  fouls  of  animals  infufe  themfelves 
Jnto  the  trunks  of  men.  Thy  currifh  fpirit 
Govern'd  a  wolf,  who,  hang'd  for  human  flaughter, 

(16)  From  both:  my  Lord '  Bellario greets  your  Grace.]  Thus 
the  two  old  Folio's,  and  Mr.  Pope  in  his  Quarto,  had  inaccu- 
rately pointed  this  PafiTage,  by  which  a  Docltor  of  Laws  was  at 
once  raisM  to  the  Dignity  of  the  Peerage. 

(17)  Not  on  thy  Soale,  but  on  thy  Soul,  harjh  Jew.]  I  was  ob- 
liged,, from  the  Authority  of  the  old  Folio's,  to  reftore  this 
Conceit  and  Jingle  upon  two  Words  alike  in  Sound,  but  dif- 
fering in  Senfe.  Gratlano  thus  rates  the  Jew  5  "  Tho*  thou 
"  thinkeft,  that  thou  art  whetting  thy  Knife  on  the  Soale  of 
u  thy  Shoe,  yet  it  is  upon  thy  Soul,  thy  immortal  Part,  that 
*'  thou  doft  it,  thou  inexorable  Man  ! "  There  is  no  room 
to  doubt,  but  this  was  our  Author's  ^Antithejis  5  as  it  is  fo  ufual 
with  him  to  play  on  Words  in  this  manner :  and  That  from 
the  Mouth  of  his  moft  ferious  Characters, 
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Ev'n  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  foul  fleet, 
And,  whilft  thou  lay'fl  in  thy  unhallow'd  dam, 
Infus'd  it  felf  in  thee  :  for  thy  defires 
Are  wolfilh,  bloody,  ftarv'd,.  and  ravenous. 

Shy.  'Till  thou  canft  rail  the  feal  from  off  my  bond, 
Thou  but  ofFend'il  thy  lungs  to  fpeak  fo  loud. 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  curelefs  ruin.    I  ftand  here  for  law. 

Duke.  This  letter  from  Bellario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  doctor  to  oar  Court. 
Where  is  he? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him. 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart.    Some  three  or  four  of  you 
Go  give  him  courteous  conduct  to  this  place : 
Mean  time,  the  Court  mall  hear  Bellario**  letter. 

YOUR  Grace  Jhall  underftand,  that,  at  the  re- 
ceipt of  your  letter \  I  am  'very  Jlck  :  but  at  the  in- 
fiam  thai  your  mejfenger  came,  in  lowing  wijitation 
was  with  me  a  young  Doclcr  of  Rome,  his  name  is 
Balthafar  :     1  acquainted  him  *with  the  caufe  in  contro* 

tvtrf*  between  the  Jew  and  AiuhoiuQ  the  mtrcbakt* 

We  turnd  o'er  many  hooks  together  :  he  is  furnijhed 
with  my  opinion,  which,  bettered  with  his  own  learn- 
ing>  ( the  greatnefs  whereof  1  cannot  enough  commend,) 
c ernes  with  him  at  my  importunity,  to  fill  up  your 
Grace's  requejl  in  my  fiead.  I  befeech  you,  let  his 
lack  of  years  be  no  impediment,  to  let  him  lack  a  reve- 
rend ejiimation  ;  Tor  I  newer  knew  fo  young  a  body 
with  fo  old  a  head,  1  leave  him  to  your  gracious 
acceptance>  whofe  trial  fhall  better  publijb  his  commen- 
dation. 

Enter  Portia,  drefs'd  like  a  DoSlor  of  Laws, 

Duke.  You  hear  the  learn'd  Bellario,  what  he  writes, 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  Doctor  come  : 
Give  me  your  hand.    Came  you  from  old  Bellario? 

Por.  I  did,  my  lord. 

Duke.  You're  welcome:  take  your  place. 

G  3  Are 


1 50     The  Merchant  of  Venic  e. 

Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difference, 

rI  hat  hoMs  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  Court  ? 

Per.  I  arn  informed  throughly  of  the  cafe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here  ?  and  which  the  J$*wf 

Di  ke,  Antbonioand  o^.d  Shylock,  both  Hand  forth. 

Por.  Is  your  name  Shylock  t 

Sby.  Sh  J-ck  is  my  name. 

Par.  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow  ; 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 
You  Hand  within  his  danger,  do  you  not  ?      [To  Anth  = 

Ant.  Ay,  fo  he  fays.  v 

Por.  Do  you  confefs  the  bond  ? 

Ant.  I  do. 

Por.  Then  mull  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Sty,  On  what  compulfion  mutt  I  ?  tell  me  that. 

Por.  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  ftrain'd  ; 
Jt  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heav'n 
Upon  the  place  beneath.    It  is  twice  bief»'d  ; 
It  b'effeth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
*Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightieft ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  Crown  : 
His  fcepter  fhews  the  force  of  temporal  pow'r, 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majefly, 
W herein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  Kings; 
But  mercy  is  above  this  fcepter'd  fvvay, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings ; 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelf ; 
And  earthly  power  doth  then  fhewlikeft  God's, 
When  mercy  feafons  juftice.    Therefore,  Jew? 
Tho*  juftice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this, 
That  in  the  courfe  of  juftfee  none  of  us 
Should  fee  falvation.    We  do  pray  for  mercy ; 
And  that  fame  pray'r  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.    I  have  fpoke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea ; 
Which,  if  thou  follow,  this  Ariel:  Court  of  Venice 
Mud  needs  give  fentence  'gainft  the  merchant  there. 

Shy.  My  deeds  upon  my  head  !  I  crave  the  law, 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

Por. 
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Por.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  mony  ? 

Bajf.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  Court, 
Yea,  twice  the  Aim  ;  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 
J  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 
If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  mud  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth     And  I  befeech  you, 
Wreft  once  the  law  to  your  authority. 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong  ; 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

Por.  It  muft  not  be  ;  there  is  no  pow'r  in  Venice, 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftablifhed. 
'  Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  fame  example, 
Will  rum  into  the  Hate.    Jt  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment !  yea,  a  Daniel. 
O  wife  young  jud^e,  how  do  I  honour  thee! 

Por.  I  pray  you,  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 

Shy.  Here  'tis,  moll  rev'rend  Doctor,  here  it  is. 

For.  Shylock.  there's  thrice  thy  mony  ofFer'd  thee. 

Shy.  An  oath,  an  oath,  —  I  have  an  oath  in  heav'n. 
Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  foul? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

Por.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit ; 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flefti,  to  be  by  him  cut  oft' 
Neareft  the  merchant's  heart.    Be  merciful, 
Take  thrice  thy  mony,  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Shy.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenoar* 
It  doth  appear,  you  are  a  worthy  judge  ; 
You  know  the  law  :  your  expofition 
Hath  been  moil  found.    I  charge  you  by  the  law, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pillar, 
Proceed  to  judgment.    By  my  foul  I  fwear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me.    I  flay  here  on  my  bond. 

Ant.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  Court 
To  give  the  judgment. 

Por.  Why,  then  thus  it  is: 
Yoa  muft  prepare  your  bofom  for  his  knife 

G  4  Shy, 
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Shy.  O  noble  judge  !  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

Por.  For  the  intent  and  purpoie  of  the  law 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

Sly.  1  ris  very  true.   O  wife  and  upright  judge, 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks ! 

Por.  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofom. 

Shy.  Ay,  his  brea'it ; 
So  fays  the  bond,  doth  it  not,  noble  judge? 
Neareft  his  heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Por.  It  is  fo.    Are  there  fcales,  to  weigh  the  flelh  ? 

8iy9  I  have  them  ready. 

Por.  Have  by  fome  furgeon,  Sbylock,  on  your  charge, 
To  flop  his  wound?,  left  he  mould  bleed  to  death. 

Shy.  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

Por.  It  is  not  fo  exprefs'd  ;  but  what  of  that  ? 
'Twere  good,  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Shy.  I  cannot  find  it;  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 

Por.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  r 

Ant.  But  little  :  I  am  arm'd,  and  well  prepar'd. 
Give  me  your  hand,  Baffhnio,  fare  you  wellf 
Grieve  not,  that  I  am  felTn  to  this  for  you : 
For  herein  fortune  mews  herfelf  more  kind, 
Than  is  her  cuftom.    It  is  flill  her  ufe, 
To  let  the  wretched  man  out- live  his  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow, 
An  age  of  poverty:  from  which  ling'ring  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  fhe  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife  ; 
Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Jnthonio's  end  ; 
Say,  how  I  lov'd  you  ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  death  : 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge, 
Whether  BaJJanio  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you,  that  you  (hall  lofe  your  friend ; 
And  he  repents  not,  that  he  pays  your  debt  ,* 
For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
111  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  heart. 

Baff.  Anthonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife, 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  it  felf ; 
But  life  it  Iclf,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world, 

Are 
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Are  not  with  me  efleem'd  above  thy  life. 
I  would  Iofe  all ;  ay,  facrifice  them  ail 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

For.  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that, 
If  /he  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra.  I  have  a  wife,  whom,  I  protelt,  I  love ; 
I  would,  ihe  were  in  heaven,  fo  lhe  could 
In  treat  fome  Pow'r  to  change  this  currim  Je-w. 

Ner.  'Tis  well,  you  offer  it  behind  her  back  ; 
The  wifh  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Shy.  Thefe  be  the  chriftian  husbands.  I've  a  daughter  i 
'Would,  any  of  the  Hock  of  Barrabas 
Had  been  her  husband,  rather  than  a  chriftian  !  [AJide*. 
We  trifle  time ;  I  pray  thee,  purfue  fentence. 

For.  A  pound  of  that  fame  merchant's  flefli  is  thine, 
The  Court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

Shy.  Moll  rightful  judge  ! 

For.  And  you  muft  cut  this  flelh  from  off  his  breaft  i 
The  law  allows  it,  and  the  Court  awards  it. 

Shy.  Moft  learned  judge  !  a  fentence  :  come,  prepare, 

Tor.  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  fomething  elfe. 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood ; 
The  words  expreily  are,  a  pound  of  flefti. 
Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  fiefh  \ 
But,  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  doft  fhed 
One  drop  of  chriftian  blood ;  thy  lands  and  goods 
Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice,  confifcate 
Unto  the  ftate  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  judge  !  mark,  Je<w ;  O  learned  judge  ? 

Shy.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

For.  Thy  felf  fhall  fee  the  Aft  : 
For  as  thou  urgeft  jufiice,  be  affur'd, 
Thou  malt  have.juftice,  more  than  thou  defir'il. 

Gra.  O  learned  judge  !  mark,  Je<w,  a  learned  judge  J 

Shy.  I  take  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice, 
And  let  the  chriftian  go. 

Bajf.  Here  is  the  mony, 

For.  The  Jew  fhall  have  all  juftice;  foft !  no .hafte  j 
Jle  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra.  Ojtuu!  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  ?ud*e  f 

<*  J  *  /V. 
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Por.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flefh  ; 
Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  lefs,  nor  more, 
But  juft  a  pound  of  flefh  :  if  thou  tak'ft  more 
Or  lefs  than  a  juft  pound,  be't  but  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubftance, 
On  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruple  ;  nay,  if  the  fcale  turn 
But  in  the  eftimauon  of  a  hair, 
Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confifcate. 

Gra.  A  fecond  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew! 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

Por.  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe  ?  take  the  forfeiture. 
Shy  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 
Baff.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee  ;  here  it  is. 
Por.  He  hath  refused  it  in  the  open  Court; 
He  mall  have  meerly  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel,  Hill  fay  I;  a  fecond  Daniel! 
1  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 
Shy.  Shall  I  not  barely  have  my  principal  ? 
Por.  Thou  fhalt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture, 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  Why,  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it ! 
I'll  ftay  no  longer  queftion. 

Por.  Tarry,  Jew. 
The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you; 
It  is  enacled  in  the  laws  of  Venice, 
If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  alien, 
That  by  direct,  or  indirect,  attempts 
He  leeks  the  life  of  any  citizen, 
The  party,  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive, 
Shall  feize  on  half  his  goods ;  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  Coffer  of  the  Rate ; 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainft  all  other  voice  : 
In  which  predicament,  I  fay,  thou  ftand'ft* 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  proceeding, 
That  indiredly,  and  diredly  too, 
Thou  haft  contriv'd  againft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant;  and  thou  haft  incurred 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 

Down., 
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Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  Duke. 

Gra.  Beg,  that  thou  may'ft  have  leave  to  hang  thy 
felf  j 

And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  ftate, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  ; 
Therefore,  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  ftate's  charge. 
Duke.  That  thou  may'ft  fee  the  difference  of  our 
fpirit,  . 

I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  ask  it : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Anthonio'' s  ; 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  ftate, 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  line. 

For.  Ay,  for  the  ftate  ;  not  for  Anthonio. 

Shy.  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all  :  pardon  not  that* 
You  take  my  hcufe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  houfe:  you  take  my  life, 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

For.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthonio  ? 

Gra.  A  halter  gratis ;  nothing  elfe,  fof  God's  fake. 

Ant.  So  pleafe  my  lord  the  Duke,  and  all  the  Court, 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods, 
I  am  content;  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  death  unto  the  gentleman, 
That  lately  ftole  his  daughter. 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  favour 
He  prefently  become  a  chriftian  ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  Gift 
Here  in  the  Court,  of  all  he  dies  poflefs'd, 
Unto  his  fon  Lorenzo  and  his  daughter. 

Duke.  He  mail  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here, 

For.  Art  thou  contented,  Jew  ?  what  doll  thou  fay  \ 

Shy.  I  am  content. 

For.  Clerk,  draw  a  Deed  of  gift. 

Shy.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence  ; 
I  am  not  well ;  fend  the  Deed  after  me, 
.And  J  will  fign  it. 

Duke.  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra,  In  chrift'ning  thou  (halt  have  two  godfathers* 

Had 
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Had  I  been  jadge,  thou  fhould'ft  have  had  ten  more,  (i8) 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font. 

[Exit  Shy  lock. 

Duke.  Sir,  I  intreat  you  home  with  me  to  dinner. 

For.  I  humbly  dodefire  your  Grace  of  pardon; 
I  mull  away  this  night  to  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet,  i  prefently  fet  forth. 

Duke.  I'm  forry,  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not. 
Anthonio,  gratify  this  gentleman  ; 
For,  in  my  mind,  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[Exit  Duke  and  his  train. 

Baff.  Moft  worthy  gentleman  !  I  and  my  friend 
Have  by  your  wifdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties,  in  lieu  whereof, 
Three  thouiand  ducats,  due  unto  the  Jew, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal. 

Ant.  And  Hand  indebted,  over  and  above, 
In  love  and  fervice  to  you  evermore. 

For.  He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  fatisfy'di 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  fatisfy'd, 
And  therein  do  account  myfelf  well  paid  ; 
My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you,  know  me,  when  we  meet  again  ; 
I  wifo  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Baff.  Dear  Sir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further, 
Take  fome  remembrance  of  us,  for  a  tribute, 
Not  as  a  fee  :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you, 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

For.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  Til  wear  'em  for  your  fake ; 
And,  for  your  love,  Fll  take  this  ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand,  Til  take  no  more  $ 
And  you  in  love  {hall  not  deny  me  this. 

Baff.  This  ring,  good  Sir,  alas,  it  is  a  trifle ; 
I  will  not  fhame  myfelf  to  give  you  this. 

For.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this, 
And  now,  methinks,  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

(18)  1  thou  JhonlcPfl  have  had  ten  more,]  i,  e,  a  Jury  of 

eT%u:l-ve  Men,  to  condemn  thee  to  be  hang'd, 

Baff, 
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Baf.  There's  more  depends  on  this,  than  is  the  value, 
The  deareft  ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you, 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation  ; 
Only  for  this,  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

For.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers ; 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg,  and  now,  methinks, 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  mould  be  anfwer'd. 

Baff  Good  Sir,  this  ring  was  giv'n  me  by  my  wife* 
And,  when  Ihe  put  it  on,  (he  made  me  vow, 
That  I  mould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 

For.  That  'fcufe  ferves  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts  3 
And  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman, 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  the  ring, 
She  wou'd  not  hold  out  enmity  for  ever, 
For  giving  it  to  me.    Well,  peace  be  with  you  ! 

[Exit  nsjith  Nerifla, 

Anth.  My  lord  Baffanio,  let  him  have  the  ring. 
Let  his  defervings,  and  my  love  withal, 
Be  valu'd  'gainft  your  wife's  commandement. 

Bajf.  Go,  Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  him, 
Give  him  the  ring ;  and  bring  him,  if  thou  can'ft, 
Unto  Antbonios  houfe :  away,  make  hafte.  [ExitQxz* 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently ; 
And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont  ;  come,  Anthonio.  [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Portia  and  Neriffa. 

For.  Enquire  the  Jews  houfe  out,  give  him  thisDeed»> 
And  let  him  fign  it ;  we'll  away  to-night, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  husbands  home : 
This  Deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o'erta'en: 
My  lord  Bajfanioy  upon  more  advice. 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  ring,  and  doth  intreafc 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

For.  7'hat  cannot  be. 
This  ring  I  do  accept  moil  thankfully, 
And  fo,  1  pray  you,  tell  him ;  furthermore, 

I  pray 
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I  pray  you,  mew  my  Youth  old  Shy!ock\  houfe. 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 
I'll  fee  if  I  can  get  my  husband's  ring:  [To  Por. 

Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Par.  Thou  may'lt,  I  warrant.    We  (hall  have  old 
f wearing, 

That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men ; 
But  we'll  out-face  them,  and  out-fwear  them  too  ' 
Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 
Ner.  Come,  good  Sir,  will  you  (hew  me  to  this 
houfe  ?  v  [Exeunt. 


A     C     T  V. 

SCENE,  Belmont.    A  Grove,  or  green  Place, 
before  Portia'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jeflica. 
Lorenzo. 

TH  E  moon  mines  bright :   In  fuch  a  night  as 
this, 

When  the  fweet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees,  • 
And  they  did  make  no  noife;  in  fuch  a  night, 
Troy/us,  methinks,  mounted  the  Trojan  wall ; 
And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tents, 
Where  Crejfid  lay  that  night. 

Jef.  In  iuch  a  night, 
Did  Ihisbe  fearfully  o'er-trip  the  dew ; 
And  faw  the  lion's  fhadow  ere  himfelf, 
And  ran  difmayed  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the  wild  fea-banks,  and  wav'd  her  love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

7* 
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Jef.  In  fiich  a  night, 
Medea  gather'd  the  enchanted  herbs, 
That  did  renew  old  JEfon. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Did  Jejfica  Ileal  from  the  wealthy  Jew, 
And  with  an  unthrift  iove  did  run  from  Venice, 
As  far  as  Behnont. 

Jef.  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear,  he  lov'd  her  well  ; 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  faith, 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor.  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  pretty  JeJJica,  (like  a  little  fhrew) 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Jef.  I  would  out- night  you,  did  no  body  come  : 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 

Enter  Stephano. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  faft,  in  filence  of  the  night  ? 
Mef.  A  friend. 

Lor.  What  friend  ?  your  name,  I  pray  you,  friend  ? 

Mef  Stephano  is  my  name,  and  I  bring  word, 
My  miitrefs  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  (he  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  Crofles,  where  me  kneels,  and  prays, 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her  ? 

Mef.  None,  but  a  holy  hermit,  and  her  maid. 
I  pray  you,  is  my  mafter  yet  return'd  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  him  : 
But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  Jejfica, 
And  ceremonioufly  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftrefs  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Laun.  Sola,  fola  ;  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  fola ! 
Lor.  Who  calls  ? 

Laun.  Sola  !  did  you  fee  mailer  Lorenzo  and  miftrefs 
Lorenzo  ?  fola,  fola  ! 
Lor,  Leave  hollowing,  man  :  here. 

Laun* 
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Laun.  Sola!  where?  where? 
Lor.  Here. 

Laun,  Tell  him  there's  a  poll  come  from  my  mafter, 
with  his  horn  full  of  good  news.  My  mailer  will  be 
here  ere  morning. 

Lor.  Sweet  love,  let's  in,  and  there  expett  their 
coming. 

And  yet  no  matter  :  why  mould  we  go  in  ? 
My  friend  Stepbano,  fignifie,  I  pray  you, 
Within  the  houfe,  your  miftrefs  is  at  hand  ; 

{Exit  Stephano, 
And  bring  your  mufick  forth  into  the  air.  > 
How  fweet  the  moon-light  fleeps  upon  this  bank  ! 
Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  mufick 
Creep  in  our  ears ;  foft  flillnefs,  and  the  night 
Become  the  touches  of  fweet  harmony. 
Sit,  Jejfica :  look,  how  the  floor  of  heav'n 
Is  thick  inlay 'd  with  patterns  of  bright  gold ; 
There's  not  the  fmalleft  orb,  which  thou  behold'ft, 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  fings, 
Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  cherubims  ; 
Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  founds !  (19) 
But  whilft  this  muddy  veliure  of  decay 
Doth  grofly  clofe  us  in,  we  cannot  hear  it. 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn  ; 
With  fweeteft  touches  pierce  your  miftrefs'  ear, 
And  draw  her  home  with  mufick. 

(19)  Such  Harmony  is  in  immortal  Souls  5]  But  the  Harmony 
here  defcribed  is  That  of  the  Sphere,  fo  much  celebrated  by 
the  Antients.  He  fays,  .  the  fmalleft  Orb  fings  like  an  Angel ; 
and  then  fubjoins,  Such  Harmony  is  in  immortal  Souls :  But 
the  Harmony  of  Angels  is  not  here  meant,  but  of  the  Orbs. 
Nor  are  we  to  think,  that  here  the  Poet  alludes  to  the  Notion, 
that  each  Orb  has  its  Intelligence  or  xAngel  to  direct  it  5  for  then 
with  no  Propriety  could  he  fay,  the  Orb  fung  like  an  Angel  s 
he  mould  rather  have  faid,  the  Angel  in  the  Orb  fung.  We 
muft  therefore  correct  the  Line  thus  5 

Such  Harmony  is  in  immortal  Sounds  : 
j\     in  the  Mufick  of  the  Spheres,  Mr.  Warburton* 
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Jef.  I  am  never  merry,  when  I  hear  fweet  mufick. 

{Mufick. 

Lor.  The  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentive  : 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts, 
Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud, 
(Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood) 
If  they  perchance  but  hear  a  trumpet  found, 
Or  any  air  of  mulick  touch  their  ears, 
You  mall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  ftand ; 
Their  favage  eyes  turned  to  a  modeft  gaze, 
By  the  fweet  power  of  mufick.    Therefore,  the  Poet 
Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  ftones,  and  floods » 
Since  nought  fo  ftockifh;  hard  and  full  of  rage, 
But  mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature. 
The  man  that  hath  no  mufick  in  himfelf, 
Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  fweet  founds, 
Is  fit  for  treafons,  firatagems,  and  fpoils ; 
The  motions  cf  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  Eight, 
And  his  afreclions  dark     Erebus  ; 
Let  no  fuch  man  be  trufted  —  Mark  the  mufick. 

Enter  Portia  and  NerifTa. 

For.  That  light  we  fee,  is  burning  in  my  hall  : 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  mines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

Ner.  When  the  moon  fiione,  we  did  not  fee  the 
candle. 

Por.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs ; 
A  fubfHtute  (bines  brightly  as  a  King, 
Until  a  King  be  by  ;  and  then  his  Hate 
Empties  itfel£  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters.    Mufick,  hark !  [MuJicL 

Ner.  It  is  the  mufick,  Madam,  of  your  houfe. 

Por.  Nothing  is  good,  I  fee,  without  refpect : 
Methinks,  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  bellows  the  virtue  on  it,  Madam. 

Por.  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  lark, 
When  neither  is  attended  ;  and,  I  think, 
The  nightingale,  if  fhe  mould  fing  by  day, 

When 
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When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 

No  better  a  mufician  than  the  wren. 

How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 

To  their  right  praife,  and  true  perfection  ; 

Peace  !  how  the  moon  fleeps  with  Endimiony 

And  would  not  be  awaked  \  [Mufick  ceafes. 

Lor.  That  is  the  voice, 
Or  f  am  much  deceived,  of  Portia. 

For.  He  knows  me,  as  the  blind  man  knows  the 
cuckow, 
By  the  bad  voice. 

Lor.  Dear  lady,  welcome  home.  v 

Por.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  husbands'  healths, 
Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  return'd  ? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  melTenger  before, 
To  fignifie  their  coming. 

Por.  Go.  NMlTa, 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence ; 
Nor  you,  Lorenzo  ;  Jejfiea,  nor  you      [A  Tucket  founds. 

Lor.  Your  hu  band  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  trumpet : 
We  are  no  tell  tales,  Madam,  fear  ycu  not. 

Por.  This  night,  methinks,  is  but  the  day  light  fickj 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  'tis  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid. 

Enter  IJalTanio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano,  and  their  followers. 

Bafj\  We  mould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  abience  of  the  fun. 

Por.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light ; 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband  ; 
And  never  be  Baffanio  fo  from  me  ; 
But  God  fort  all !  you're  welcome  home,  my  lord. 

Bajf.  I  thank  you,  Madam :  give  welcome  to  my  friend ; 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Anthonio, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Por.  You  mould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to  him ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 

Ant. 
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Art.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 

Por.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe ; 
It  muft  appear  in  other  ways  than  words  ; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefie. 

Gra.  By  yonder  moon,  I  fwear,  you  do  me  wrong; 
In  faith,  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk.        [To  Neriffa. 
Would  he  were  f;elt  that  had  it,  for  my  part, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

Por.  A  quarrel,  ho,  already  !  what's  the  matter? 

Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring, 
That  (he  did  give  me,  whofe  poefie  was 
For  all  the  world  like  cutler's  poetry 
Upon  a  knife  ;  Lo<ve  me,  and  lea<ve  me  not. 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  poefie,  or  the  value  ? 
You  fwore  to  me,  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
That  you  would  wear  it  'till  your  hour  of  death, 
And  that  it  fhould  lye  with  you  in  your  grave  : 
Tho'  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths, 
You  lhould  have  been  refpc&ive,  and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  Judge's  clerk !  but  well  I  know, 
The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on's  face,  that  had  it. 

Gra.  He  will,  an'  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ner.  Ay,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 

Gra.  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth, 
A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  boy, 
No  higher  than  thyfelf,  the  Judge's  clerk ; 
A  prating  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee : 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

Por.  You  were  to  blame,  I  mull  be  plain  with  you, 
To  part  fo  flightly  with  your  wife's  flrft  gift ; 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger, 
And  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  flefli. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it ;  and  here  he  ftands, 
I  dare  be  (worn  for  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  matters.    Now,  in  faith,  Gratiano, 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufe  of  grief; 
An  'twere  to  me,  I  mould  be  mad  at  it. 

Baf.  Why,  I  were  bed  to  cut  my  left  hand  off, 

And 
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And  fwear,  I  loft  the  ring  defending  it.  [  Ajh 

Gra.  My  lord  Bajfanio  gave  his  ring  away 
Unto  the  Judge  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed, 
Deferv'd  it  too ;  and  then  the  boy,  his  clerk, 
That  took  fome  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine; 
And  neither  man,  nor  matter,  would  take  aught 
But  the  two  rings. 

Por.  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord? 
Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  receiv'd  of  me. 

Bajf.  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  deny  it;  but  you  fee  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone,  v 

Por.  Even  fo  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  truth. 
By  beav'n,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  fee  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  J  in  yours, 
'Till  I  again  fee  mine. 

Baf.  Sweet  Portia, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 

JC  j:j  1   r        i     ...  t  fKc 

a*  y  v»w  uju  tvninv  ior  wnom  1  ^arv  **"gf 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring, 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring, 
You  would  abate  the  ftrength  of  your  difpleafure. 

Per.  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  ring, 
Or  half  her  worthinefs  that  gave  the  ring, 
Or  your  own  honour  to  retain  the  ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  ring, 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable, 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
NeriJ/a  teaches  me  what  to  believe ; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  fome  woman  had  the  ring. 

Baffl  Now,  by  mine  honour,  Madam,  by  my  foul, 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a  Civil  Doctor, 
Who  did  refufe  three  thoufand  ducats  of  me, 
And  begg'd  the  ring  ;  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 
And  fuffer'd  him  to  go  dilpleas'daway  ; 
Ev'n  he,  that  did  uphold  the  very  life 
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Of  my  dear  friend.    What  mould  I  fay,  fweet  lady? 

I  was  cnforc'd  to  fend  it  after  him  ; 

I  was  befet  with  fhame  and  cmrtefie ; 

My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 

So  much  befmear  it.    Pardon  me,  good  lady, 

And  by  thefe  blelled  candies  of  the  night, 

Had  you  been  there,  I  think,  you  would  have  begg'd  1 

The  ring  of  me,  to  give  the  worthy  Doctor. 

Por.  Let  not  that  Do&or  e'er  come  near  my  houfe, 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me  : 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you  ; 
I'll  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have, 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  husband's  bed  ; 
Know  him  I  fhall,  I  am  well  fure  of  it. 
Lye  not  a  night  from  home  ,•  watch  me,  like  Argus : 
If  you  do  not,  if  I  be  left  alone, 
Now,  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  my  own, 
I'll  have  that  Doctor  for  my  bedfellow. 

Ner.  And  I  his  clerk ;  therefore  be  well  advis'd, 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  protection. 

Gra.  Well,  do  you  fo  ;  let  me  not  take  him  then  ; 
For  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

Ant.  I  am  th'  unhappy  fubjecl  of  thefe  quarrels. 

Por.  Sir,  grieve  not  you ;  you  are  welcome,  notwith- 
ftanding. 

Bajf.  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrong. 
And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  friends, 
I  fwear  to  thee,  ev'n  by  thine  own  fair  eyes, 
Wherein  I  fee  myfe'f 

Por.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf  ; 
In  each  eye,  one  ;  fwear  by  your  double  felf,  . 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit ! 

Bajf.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear, 
I  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

Ant.  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  weal ; 
Which  but  for  him,  that  had  your  husband's  ring, 

[To  Portia, 
Had 
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Had  quite  mifcarry'd,    I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly. 

Por.  Then  you  (hall  be  his  furety  ;  give  him  this, 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

Ant.  Here,  lord  Baffavw,  fwear  to  keep  this  ring. 
Bajf.  By  heav'n,  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  Doctor. 
Por.  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  me,  BaJJanio ; 
For  by  this  ring  the  Doctor  lay  with  me. 

Ner.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano, 
For  that  fame  fcrubbed  boy,  the  Doctor's  clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  laft  night  did  lye  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high-ways 
In  fummer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough  : 
What !  are  we  cuckolds,  ere  we  have  dcferv'd  it? 

Por.  Speak  not  fo  grofly ;  you  are  all  amaz'd  ; 
Here  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  leifure  ; 
It  comes  from  Padua,  from  Be  liar  io  : 
There  you  Jhall  find  that  Portia  was  the  Doctor ; 
Nerijfa  there,  her  clerk.    Lorenzo  here, 
Shall  witnefs  I  fet  forth  as  foon  as  you, 
And  even  but  now  return'd  :  I  have  not  yet 
Enter' d  my  houfe.    Anthonio,  you  are  welcome ; 
And  I  have  better  news  in  Itore  for  you, 
Than  you  expect ;  unfeal  this  letter  foon, 
There  you  (hall  find,  three  of  your  Argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  fuddenly. 
You  fhall  not  know  by  what  ftrangc  accident 
I  chanced  on  this  letter. 
,  °  "Ant,  I  am  dumb. 

Bajf.  Were  you  the  Doctor,  and  I  knew  you  not  ? 
Gra,  Were  you  the  clerk,  that  is  to  make  me  cuckold 
Ner.  Ay,  but  the  clerk  that  never  means  to  do  it, 
Unlefs  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Bajf.  Sweet  Doctor,  you  Ilia)  1  be  my  bedfellow ; 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lye  with  my  wife. 

Ant.  Sweet  lady>  you  have  giv'n  me  life  and  living 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  fhips 
Are  fafely  ccme  to  road. 
Por.  How  now,  Lorenzo  ? 
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My  clerk  hath  fome  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner.  Ay,  and  Til  give  them  him  without  a  fee. 
There  do  I  give  to  you  and  JeJJicay 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  fpecial  Deed  of  Gift, 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  pofiefs'd  of. 

Lor.  Fair  ladies,  you  drop  Manna  in  the  way 
Of  ftarved  people. 

Por.  It  is  almoft  morning, 
And  yet,  Fm  fure,  you  are  not  farisfy'd 
Of  thefe  events  at  full.    Let  us  go  in, 
And  charge  us  there  upon  interr'gatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo  :  the  firil  interr'gatory, 
That  my  Nerijfa  (hall  be  fvvorn  on,  is, 
Whether  'till  die  next  night  fhe  had  rather  ftay, 
Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  hours  to  day. 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  mould  wifli  it  dark, 
'Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Doctor's  clerk. 
Well,  while  J  live,  Fll  fear  no  other  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  Nerijftii  ring. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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Don  Adriano  de  Armado,  afantaftical  Spaniard. 

JNathaniel,  a  Curate. 

Dull,  a  Con/table. 

Holofernes,  a  Schoolmafer. 

Coftard,  a  Ch<wn.  * 

Moth,  -Page  to  Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

A  ForeJIer. 

Trincefs  of  France. 
Rofaline,  1 
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ACT 


SCENE,    fbe  Palace. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville  and  Damaiij. 
King. 

I  ET  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  Jives., 
Live  regiflred  upon  our  brazen  tombs ; 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death : 
When,  fpight  of  cormorant  devouring 
Time, 

Th'  endeavour  of  thisprefent  breath  may 
buy 

That  honour  which  mall  'bate  his  fcythe's  keen  edge  ; 

And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 

Therefore,  brave  Conquerors !  for  fo  you  are, 

That  war  againft  your  own  Affections, 

And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  defi res ; 

Our  late  edict  mail  ftrongly  Hand  in  force. 

Navarre  mall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world  % 

Our  court  mall  be  a  little  academy, 

Still  and  contemplative  in  living  arts. 

You  three,  Biron,  Dumain,  and  Longaville, 

Have  fworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me, 

My  fellow  Scholars  j  and  to  keep  thofe  Statutes, 

H  z  That 
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That  are  recorded  in  this  fchedule  here. 

Your  oaths  are  paft,  and  now  fubicribe  your  names : 

That  his  own  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  down, 

That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  herein  : 

If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  fworn  to  do, 

Subfcribe  to  your  deep  oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolv'd  ;  'tis  but  a  three  years  faft  : 
The  mind  (hall  banquet  tho'  the  body  pine ; 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankerout  the  wits. 

Dum.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mor^tify'd  : 
The  groffer  manner  of  thefe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  bafer  flaves : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die  ; 
"With  all  thefe  living  in  phi'ofophy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  fay  their  protection  over, 
So  much  (dear  liege)  T  have  already  fworn, 
That  is,  to  live  and  itudy  here  three  years : 
But  there  are  other  Uriel  obfervances ; 
-As,  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term, 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food, 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide  ; 
4The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then  to  fleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night, 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day  ; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night, 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day;) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep  ; 
Hot  to  fee  ladies,  itudy,  faft,  not  fleep. 

King.  Your  oath  is  pafs'd  to  pafs  away  from  thefe. 
Biron.  Let  me  fay,  no,  my  liege,  an'  if  you  pleafe ; 
I  only  fwore  to  ftudy  with  your  Grace, 
And  flay  here  in  your  Court  for  three  years'  fpace. 
Long.  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  reft. 
Biron.  By  yea  and  nay,  Sir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft. 
tWhat  is  the  end  of  ftudy  ?  let  me  know  ? 

King.  Why,  that  to  know,  which  elfe  we  Ihould  not 
know, 

Biron. 
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Blron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  ( you  mean)  from  com- 
mon fenfe. 

King.  Ay,  that  is  ftudy's  god  like  recompence. 

Blron.  Come  on  then,  I  will  fvvear  to  ftudy  io„  - 
To  know  the  thing  1  am  forbid  to  know  ; 
As  thus ;  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine,  * 

When  I  to  feafl  exprefly  am  forbid  j  (l) 
Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  Ibme  miftrefs  fine, 

When  miftreftes  from  common  fenfe  are  hid  : 
Or,  having  fworn  too  hard  a  keeping  oath, 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  ftudy's  gain  be  this,  and  this  be  fo,  ^ 
Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know  ;  > 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay,  no.  3 

King.  Thefe  be  the  flops,  that  hinder  ftudy  quite  \ 
And  train  our  Intellects  to  vain  delight. 

Biron.  Why,  all  delights  are  vain  ;  but  that  moft  vain., 
Which,  with  pain  purchased,  doth  inherit  pain ; 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book, 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth  ;  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfiy  blind  the  ey€-fight  of  his  look  : 

Light  feeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile ; 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknefs  lies, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  eyes* 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Who  dazling  fo,  that  eye  (hall  be  his  heedi 

And  give  him  li^ht,  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  Heaven's  glorious  Sun, 

That  will  not  be  deep  iearch'd  with  fawcy  looks  % 

(i)  When  I  to  faft  exprejly  am  forbid  ]  This  is  the  Reading  of 
all  the  Copies  in  general  j  but  I  would  fain  aste  our  accurate 
Editors,  if  Biron  ftudied  whtre  to  get  a  good  Dinner,  at  a  time 
when  he  was  forbid  to  faft,  how  was  this  ftudying  to  know 
whit  he  was  forbid  to  know  ?  Common  Senfe,  and  the  whole 
Tenour  of  the  Context  require  us  to  read,  either  as  I  have  re- 
ftor'd  j  or  to  make  a  Change  in  the  laft  Word  of  the  Verfe, 
which  will  bring  us  to  the  fame  Meaning  ; 

When  I  to  faft  exprejly  am  fore- bid  j 
L  c*  when  I  am  enjoin' d  beforehand  to  faft.. 

H  3  Small 
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Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others'  books. 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  light?, 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  ftar, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  mining  nights, 

Than  thofe  that  walk  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  fame  ; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King.  How  well  he's  read,  to  reafon  againft  reading  ! 

Dh?n.  Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  proceeding. 

Long.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  lull  lets  grow  the 
weeding. 

Biron.  The  fpring  is  near,  when  green  geefe  are  a 

breeding. 
Thm*  How  follows  that  ? 
Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 
Dam.  in  reafon  nothing. 
Biron.  Something  then  in  rhime. 
Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  frorT, 

That  bites  the  flrft-born  infants  of  the  fpring. 
Biron.  Well,  fay,  I  am;  why  mould  proud  fummer 

boafi, 

Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  ? 
Why  fliould  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ?  (2) 

At 

(1)        Why  Jbould  I  joy  in  an  abortive  Birth  ? 
At  Chriftmas  /  no  more  defire  a  Rofe, 
Than  wijh  a  Snow  in  May'*  new- j angled  Shows  1 
But  like  of  each  thing,  that  in  Seafon  grows.']   As  the 
greateft  part  of  this  Scene  (both  what  proceeds  and  follows  ;) 
is  ftricUy  in>Rhymes,  either fuccejjive,  alternate,  or  triple-,  I  am 
perfuaded,  the  Copyifts  have  made  a  flip  here.   For  by  making 
a  Triplet  of  the  three  laft  Lines  quoted,  Birth  in  the  Clofe  of 
the  firft  Line  is  quite  deftitute  of  any  Rhyme  to  it.  Befides, 
what  a  difpleafmg  Identity  of  Sound  recurs  in  the  Middle  and 
Clofe  of  this  Verfe  ? 

*Ihan  wijh  a  Snow  in  May's  new-fangled  Shows, 
Again  ;  new-fangled  Shows  feems  to  have  very  little  Propriety. 
The  Flowers  are  not  new-fangled ;  but  the  Earth  is  new  fangled 
\>y  the  Profuilon  and  Variety  of  the  Flowers,  that  fpring  on 
its  Bofom  in  May.    I  have  therefore  ventured  to  fubftitute, 

Earthy 
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At  Chrifttnas  I  no  more  defire  a  rcfe, 

Than  wi(h,a  mow  in  May's  new  fangled  Earth  : 

But  like  of  each  thing,  that  in  iealbn  grows. 

So  you,  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late, 

Climb  o'er  the  houfe  t'  unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  fit  you  out  —  Go  home,  Biron:  Adieu  ! 

Biron.  No,  my  good  lord,  Tve  fworn  to  flay  with  yoiv 
And  though  I  have  for  barbarifm  fpoke  more, 

Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  fay ; 
Yet  confident  Til  keep  what  I  have  fvvore, 

And  'bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame  ; 
And  to  the  itricVft  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 

King.  How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from  fhame ! 

Biron,  Item,  That  no  woman  fhail  come  within  a  mile 
of  my  Court.  [reading* 
Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Lo?2g.  Four  days  ago. 

Biron.  Let's  fee  the  penalty. 
On  pain  of  loftng  her  tongue  :         ■  ■  \jizding« 
Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  peral:y»' 

Biron.  A  dangerous  law  againft  gentility  !  (3) 

Earth,  in  the  clofe  of  the  3d  Line,  which  reftores  the  alter- 
nate Meafure.  It  was  very  eafy  for  a  negligent  Tranfcriber  to 
be  deceiv'd  by  the  Rhyme  immediately  preceding  j  fo  miftake 
the  concluding  Word  in  the  fequent  Line,  and  corrupt  it  into 
One  that  would  chime  v/ith  the  Other. 

(3)  A  dangerous  La<w  againji  Gentility.]  I  have  ventured  to 
prefix  the  name  of  Biron  to  this  Line,  it  being  evident,  for 
two  Reafons,  that  it,  by  fome  Accident  or  other,  dipt  out  of 
the  printed  Books.  In  the  firft  place,  Longavi/ie  confers,  he 
had  devis'd  the  Penalty  :  and  why  he  mould  immediately  ar- 
raign it  as  a  dangerous  Law,  feems  to  be  very  incontinent.  Ia 
the  next  place,  it  is  much  more,  natural  for  Biron  to  make 
this  Reflexion,  who  is  cavilling  at  every  thing  ;  and  then  for 
him  to  purfue  his  reading  over  the  remaining  Articles, 

B  4  As-. 
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Itan,  [reading]  If  any  man  be  feen  to  talk  with  a 
woman  within  the  term  of  three  Years,  he  mail  endure 
fuch  publick  fhame  as  the  reft  of  the  Court  can  pohibly 
devife. 

This  article,  my  liege,  yourfelf  muft  break ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embafly 
The  French  King's  daughter  with  yourfelf  to  fpeak, 

A  maid  of  grace  and  compleat  majefty, 
About  furrender  up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  iick,  and  bed  rid  father  : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain, 

Or  vainly  comes  th'  admired  Princefs  hither. 
King.  What  fay  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was  quite  for- 
got. 

Biron.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overlhot ; 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would, 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  Ihould  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 
'Tir.  won,  as  towhs  with  hire;  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

King.  We  muft  of  force,  difpenfe  with  this  decree. 
She  muft  lye  here  on  mere  neceflity. 

Biron.  Neceflity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 

Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years1  fpace: 
For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  born : 

Not  by  might  mafterd,  but  by  fpecial  grace. 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fhall  fpeak  for  me  ; 
I  am  forfworn  on  meer  neceflity.         ■  ■ 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name, 

And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree, 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fhame. 

Suggeftions  are  to  others,  as  to  me ; 
But  I  believe,  although  I  feem  fo  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  oath. 

As  to  the  Word  Gentility  y  here,  it  does  not  fignify  that  Rank  of 
People  call'd,  Gentry  ;  but  what  the  French  exprefs  by,  genti- 
lejjhy  i.  e.  elegantia,  urbanitas.  And  then  the  Meaning  is  this. 
Such  a  Law  for  banifhing  Women  from  the  Court,  is  dange- 
rous, or  injurious,  to  Potitenefs,  Urbanity,  and  the  more  rtfin'd 
Pleafures  of  Life.  For  Men  without  Women  would  turn  brutal, 
atid  favage,  in  their  Natures  and  Behaviour, 
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But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is ;  our  Court,  you  know,  is 
haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  cf  Spain, 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  faftiion  planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain  : 
One,  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravifh,  like  inchanting  harmony  : 
A  man  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny. 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  night, 

For  interim  to  our  lludies,  mail  relate 
In  high  born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  loft  in  the  world V  debate. 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I  ; 
But,  I  proteft,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie  ; 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minflrelfie. 

Biron.  Armado  is  a  moft  illurtrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire  new  words,  fafhion's  own  Knight. 

Long.  Cofiard  the  fwain,  and  he,  (hall  be  our  fportf 
And,  fo  to  ftudy,  three  years  are  but  fhort. 

Enter  Dull  and  Coftard  <witb  a  letter. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  King's  own  perfon  ?  (4) 

Biron.  This,  fellow  ;  what  would' ft  ? 

Dull.  I  myfelf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  for  I  am. 
his  Grace's  Iharborough  :  but  I  would  fee  his  own  per* 
fon  in  flefh  and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull  Signior  Arme,  —  Arme  — —  commends  you* 
There's  villany  abroad ;  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 
Coft..  Sir,  the  Contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  mej. 
King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

(4)  Dull.  Which  is  tbt  Duke' J  own  Perfon if  J  The  King  of  Na~ 
varre  is  in  feveral  Paflages,  thro'  all  the  Copies,  calTdtheDafo ; 
but  as  this  muft  have  fprung  rather  from  the  Inadvertence  oi 
the  Editors,  than  a  ForgetfuJnefs  in  the  Poet>  I  have  ever^ 
where,  to  avoid  Confufion,  reftor'd  King  to  the  Text, 

H  5  Sin** 
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Biron.  How  low  foever  the  matter,  1  hope  in  God  for 
high  words. 

Lo?ig.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having;  God  grant  us 
patience!  (5) 

Biron,  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  I  o  hear  meekly,  Sir,  to  laugh  moderately,  or 
to  forbear  both. 

Biron,  Well,  Sir,  be  it  as  the  Stile  lhall  give  us  caufe 
to  climb  in  the  merrinefs. 

Coft.  The  matter  is  to  me,  Sir,  as  concerning  Jaqtu- 
netta. 

The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  witfr  the  manner. 
Biron.  Jn  what  manner  ? 

Coft.  In  manner. and  form,  following,  Sir;  all  thofe 
three.  I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  Manor- houfe,  fit- 
ting "with  her  upon  the  Form,  and  taken  following  her 
into  the  Park ;  which,  put  together,  is,  in  manner  and 
form  folio v\ing.  Now,  Sir,  for  the  manner:  it  is  the 
manner  of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman ;  for  the  form,  in 
Come  form. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  Sir  ? 

Coft.  As  it  (hall  follow  in  my  correction ;  and  God 
defend  the  right ! 

King,  Will  you  hear  the  letter  with  attention  ? 

Biron.  As  we  wtuld  hear  an  oracle. 

Coft.  Such  is  the  iimplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after 
the  flefli. 

(5)  A  high  hope  for  a  hiv  heaven  j]  A  low  heaven,  fure,  J$  a 
very  intricate  Matter  to  conceive.  But  our  accurate  Editors 
feem  to  obferve  the  Rule  of  Horace,  whenever  a  moot*  Point 
daggers  them,  dirnus  vindice  modus  ;  and  where  they  cannot 
overcome  a  difficulty,  they  bring  in  Heaven  to  untie  the  Knot. 
As  God  g'ant  us  Patience  immediately  foliow'd,  they  thought, 
Heaven  of  Conf,qutnce  muft  be  coupled  with  it.  But,  I  dare 
warrant,  I  have  retriev'd  the  Poet's  true  Reading  j  and  the 
Meaning  is  this  :  u  Tho'  you  hope  for  high  Words,  and  fhould 
"  have  them,  it  wrl  be  but  a  low  acquifition  at  Deft."  This 
our  Poet  calls  a  /ow  Having :  and  it  is  a  Subftantive,  which  he 
ufts  in  fevcral  other  Paflages, 

King, 
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King.  f~\  Re  at  deputy,  the  welkin  s  vicegerent,  and  fole 
[reads.]        dominator  of  Navarre,  my  foul's  earth's  God, 

and  bod)  V  fo firing  fat  rim   

Coft.  Not  a  word  of  Cofiard  yet. 
King.  So  it  is  a  ■ 

Cofi.  It  may  be  fo ;  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is,  in 
telling  true,  but  fo. 
King.  Peace  ■ 

Cofi.  Be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight! 
King.  No  words  

Cofi.  Of  other  men's  fecrets,  I  befeech  you. 
King.  So  it  is,  Befieged  with  fable  coloured  ?nelancholy, 
1  did  commend  the  black  opprefJi7ig  humour  to  the  mofi 
wholefome  phvfick  of  thy  health- giving  air ;  and  as  1  am 
a  gentleman,  betook  myfelf  to  walk :   The  time,  when  ? 
about  the  fixth  hour,  when  beafts  mofi  graze,  birds  be  ft 
feck,  and  men  fit  down  to  that  nourifhment  which  is  calPd 
f upper  :  fo  much  for  the  time,  when.    Now  for  the  ground* 
which  :    which,  I  mean,  J  walkt  upon  ;  it  is  ycleped, 
thy  park.    Then  for  the  place,  where  ;  where,  I  mean, 
I  did  encounter  that  obfcene  and  mofi  prepofierous  event, 
that  draweth  from  my  fnow  white  pen  the  ebon  colour  d 
ink,  which  here  thou  vieweft,  beholdefi,  furveyeft,  or 
feefi.    But  to  the  place \  where  ;  It  fiandeth  north  north' 
eaft  and  by  eaft  from  the  weft  corner  of  thy  curious- 
knotted  garden.      There   did  1  fee   that  low-fpirited 
fwain,  that  bafe  minow  of  thy  mirth,  ( Co  ft.  Me  ?)  that 
unletterd  fmall  knowing  foul,  ( Coft.  Me  ?)  that  fh allow) 
njaffal,  ( Cofi.  Still  me  ? )  which,  as  I  remember,  hight 
Coilard  ;  (Cofi.  O  me  ! )  forted  and  conforted,  contrary 
to  thy  efiablifhed  proclaimed  edicl  and  continent  canon, 
with,  with,  —  Q  with,  —  but  with  this  I  paffio?* 
to  fay  wherewith. 
Cofi.  With  a  wench. 

King.  With  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve/  a  fe~ 
male  ;  or  for  thy  more  under  ft  anding,  a  woman  ;  him,  I 
( as  my  ever  efteenfd  duty  pricks  me  on )  have  fent  to  thee, 
to  receive  the  meed  of  punijbment,  by  thy  ftweet  Grace's 
vfficer,  Anthony  Dull,  a  man  of  good  reputey  carriage* 
hearing,  and  efiimation, 

DuJL 
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Dull  Me,  an't  (hall  pleafe  you  :  I  am  Anthony  Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta,  (Jo  is  the  weaker  <veffel  call \d) 
•which  I  apprehended  with  the  aforefaid  fwain,  I  keep  her 
as  a  Dajfal  of  thy  Jaw's  fury,  and  /hall  at  the  leaf  of  thy 
jweet  notice  bring  her  to  tryaL  Thine  in  all  complements 
of  devoted  and  heart  burning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Biron  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the  bell 
that  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay ,•  the  beft  for  the  worft.  But  iirrah,  what 
fay  you  to  this  ?  % 

Co  ft.  Sir,  f  confefs  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

Coft.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of 
the  marking  of  it. 

King.  1 1  was  proclaim'd  a  year's  imprifonment  to  be 
taken  with  a  wench. 

Coft.  I  was  taken  with  none,  Sir,  I  was  taken  with  a 
damofel. 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damofel. 
Coft.  Tnis  was  no  damofel  neither,  Sir,  me  was  a 
virgin. 

King.  Tt  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaimed  virgin. 

Coft.  If  it  were,  1  deny  her  virginity  :  I  was  taken 
with  a  maid. 

King.  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  Sir. 

Coft.  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  Sir. 

King.  Sir,  1  will  pronounce  fentence ;  you  (hall  faft 
a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Ccft.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 
porrdge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  (hall  be  your  keeper.  My 
lord  Biron>  fee  him  del  iver'd  o'er. 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  practice  that, 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  flrongly  fvvorn.  [Exeunt* 
Biron.  Til  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thefe  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn.  . 
Sirrah,  come  on. 
Coft.  I  &ffer  for  the  truth,  Sir  ;  for  true  it  is,  I  was 

taken 
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taken  with  Jaquenctta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  girl  ; 
and  therefore  welcome  the  four  cup  of  profperity  :  af- 
fliction may  one  day  fmile  again,  and  until  then,  fit  thee 
down,  forrow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Armado'i  Houfe. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

Arm.  X?  O  Y,  what  fign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great 
JL)  fpirit  grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.  A  great  fign,  Sir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 

Arm.  Why,  fadnels  is  one  and  the  felf-fame  thing, 
dear  imp. 

Moth.  No,  no  ;  O  lord,  Sir,  no. 

Arm.  How  can'ft  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy, 
my  tender  Juvenile  ? 

Moth.  By  a  familiar  demonftration  of  the  working, 
my  tough  Signior. 

Arm.  Why,  tough  Signior?  why,  tough  Signior? 

Moth.  Why,  tender  Juvenile  ?  why,  tender  Juve- 
nile ? 

Arm.  I  fpoke  it,  tender  Juvenile,  as  a  congruent 
epitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we 
may  nominate  tender. 

Moth.  And  I,  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  title 
to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  Sir,  I  pretty,  and  my  faying 
apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 
Arm.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 
Moth.  Little  ?  pretty,  becaufe  little  ;  wherefore  apt  ? 
Arm..  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 
Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  matter  ? 
Arm.  In  thy  condign  praife. 
Moth.  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  fame  praife.' 
Arm.  What?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious. 
Moth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay,  thou  art  quick  in  anfwersf  Thou 
heat'ft  my  blood,  ■  ■  ■  ■ 

Math. 
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Moth.  I  am  anfwer'd,  Sir. 
Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Moth.  He  fpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  crofles  love  not 
him. 

Arm.  I  have  promis'd  to  ftudy  three  years  with  the 
King. 

Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  Sir. 
Arm.  Impoflible. 

Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 
Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fits  the  fpirit  of  a 
tapfter. 

Moth.  You  area  gentleman,  and  agamefter. 

Arm.  I  confefs  both  ;  they  are  both  the  varniih  of  a 
compleat  man. 

Moth.  Then,  I  am  fure,  you  know  how  much  the 
grofsfum  of  deuce  ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call,  three. 

Arm.  True. 

Moth.  Why,  Sir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  ftudy  ?  now 
here's  three  itudied  ere  you'll  thrice  wink ;  and  how 
ealie  it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftudy 
three  years  in  two  words,  the  dancing  horfe  will  tell 
you. 

Arm.  A  moft  line  figure. 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  cypher. 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs,  I  am  in  love ;  and,  as 
it  is  bafe  for  a  foldier  to  love,  lb  am  I  in  lov,e  with  a 
bafe  wench.  If  drawing  my  fword  againft  the  humour 
of  affection  would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate 
thought  of  it,  I  would  take  Defire  prifoner ;  and  ran- 
fom  him  to  any  French  courtier  for  anew  devis'd  curt'fie. 
I  think  it  fcorn  to  figh ;  methinks,  I  mould  out  fwear 
Cupid.  Comfort  me,  boy ;  what  great  men  have  been 
in  love? 

Moth.  Hercules,  matter. 

Arm.  Moft  fweet  Hercules!  More  authority,  dear 
boy,  name  more;  and,  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be 
men  of  good  repute  and  carnage. 

Moth.  Samp/on,  matter  3  he  was  a  man  of  good  car- 
riage! 
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riage  ;  great  carriage  ;  for  he  carried  the  town- gates  on 
his  back  like  a  porter,  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm.  O  well  knit  8ampfon%  ftrcng  jointed  Samp/on  / 
I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didlt  me 
in  carrying  gates.  J  am  in  love  too.  Who  was  Samp- 
font  love,  my  dear  Moth  ? 

Moth.  A  woman,  mafter. 

Arm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or 
one  of  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth,  Of  the  fea-water  green,  Sir. 

Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 

Moth.  As  I  have  read,  Sir,  and  the  belt  of  them  too. 

Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers  ;  but 
to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Samp/on  had 
fmall  feafon  for  it.  He,  furely,  affected  her  for  her 
wit. 

Moth.  It  was  fo,  Sir,  for  (he  had  a  green  wit. 

Arm.  My  love  is  mod  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Moth.  Moll  maculate  thoughts,  mafter,  are  mask'd 
under  fuch  colours. 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well  educated  infant. 

Moth,  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue,  af- 
fift  me ! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  moft  pretty  and 
pathetical  ! 

Moth.  If  (he  be  made  of  white  and  red, 

Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  ; 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred, 

And  fears  by  pale-white  mown  ; 
Then  if  me  fear,  or  be  to  blame, 

By  this  you  mail  not  know ; 
For  ftill  her  cheeks  pollefs  the  fame, 

Which  native  fne  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafter,  againft  the  reafon  of  white 
and  red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
Beggar  ? 

Moth,  The  world  was  guilty  of  fuch  a  ballad  fome 

three 
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three  ages  fince,  but,  I  think,  now  'tis  not  to  be 
found  ;  or  if  it  were,  it  would  neither  ferve  for  the 
writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  wil)  have  that  fubjecl;  newly  writ  o'er,  that 
I  may  example  my  digreffion  by  fome  mighty  prefi- 
denr.  Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  that  I  took 
in  the  park  with  the  rational,  hind  Cafiard;  (he  deferves 
well  

Moth.  To  be  whipp'd;  and  yet  a  better  love  than 
my  matter. 

Arm.  Sing,  boy  ;  my  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 
Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel,  loviqg  a  light  wench. 
Arm.  I  fay,  Gng. 

Moth.  Forbear,  'till  this  company  is  paft. 

Enter  Coftard,  Dull,  Jaqucnetta  a  Maid. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  King's  pleafure  is,  that  you  keep  Co- 
fiard  fafe,  and  you  mult  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor 
no  penance  j  but  he  mull  fall  three  days  a  week.  For 
this  damfel,  I  mull  keep  her  at  the  park,  me  is  allow'd; 
for  the  day- woman.    Fare  you  well. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  my  felf  with  blulhing  :.  maid,— 

Jaq.  Man,  -  

Arm.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  here  by, 

Arm.  I  know,  where  it  is  fituate, 

Jaq.  Lord,  how  wife  you  are  ! 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  that  face?. 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Arm.  And  fo  farewel. 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you ! 

Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetta*  away.  (6) 

{Exeunt  Dull  and  Jaquenetta; 

Arm*. 

(6)  Maid.  Fair  Weather  after  you.  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away. J 
Thus  all  the  printed  Copies  ;  but  the  Editors  have  been  guilty 
of  much  Inadvertence,   They  make  Jaquenetta,,  and  a  Maid 

enter  s 
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Arm.  Villain,  thou  malt  fait  for  thy  offence,  ere  thou 
be  pardoned. 

Coft.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  fhall  do  it  on 
a  full  itomach. 

Ann.  1  hou  (hall  be  heavily  puninYd. 

Coft.  I  am  more  bound  to  you,  than  your  followers ; 
for  they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  villain,  fhut  him  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  tranfgrefling  Have,  away. 

Coft.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  Sir ;  I  will  faft,  being 
loofe. 

Moth.  No,  Sir,  that  were  fall  and  loofe  ;  thou  (halt 
to  prifon. 

Coft.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  defla- 
tion that  I  have  feen,  fome  fhall  fee—— 
Moth.  What  fhall  fome  fee  ? 

Coft.  Nay,  nothing,  mafter  Moth,  but  what  they 
look  upon.  It  is  not  for  prifoners  to  be  fi  ent  in  their 
words,  and  therefore  I  will  fay  nothing  ;  I  thank  God, 
I  have  as  little  patience  as  another  man,  and  therefore 
I  can  be  quiet.  [Exeunt  Moth  and  Coitard. 

Arm.  I  do  affect  the  very  ground  which  is  bafe) 
where  her  (hoe  (which  is  bafer)  guided  by  her  foot 
(which  is  bafeft)  doth  tread.  I  (hall  be  forfworn,  which 
is  a  great  argument  of  fahhood,  if  1  love.  And  how 
can  that  be  true  love,  v>hich  is  falfly  attempted  ?  love  i/i 
a  familiar,  love  is  a  devil ;  there  is  no  evil  angel  but 
love,  yet  Samp/on  was  fo  tempted,  and  he  had  an  excel- 
lent ftrength ;  yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduced,  and  he  had 
a  very  good  wit.  Cupid's  but-fhaft  is  too  hard  for  Her- 
cules''s  club,  and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's 
rapier;   the  firft  and  fecond  caufe  will  not  ierve  my 

enter:  whereas  Jaquenctta  is  the  only  Maid  intended  by  the 
Poet,  and  who  is  committed  to  the  Cuftody  of  Dull,  to  be 
conveyed  by  him  to  the  Lodge  in  the  Park.    This  being  the 

Cafe,  it  is  evident  to  Demonftration,  that  Fair  Weather 

after  you—-  muft  be  fpoken  by  Jaquenetta  ;  and  then  that 

Dull  fays  to  her,  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away,  as  I  have  regulated 
the  Text. 


turn; 
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turn  ;  the  Pajfado  he  refpe&s  not,  the  Duello  he  regard1* 
not ;  his  diigrace  is  to  be  calPd  boy  ;  but  his  glory  is 
to  fabdue  men.  Adieu,  valour!  rult,  rapier !  be  frill » 
drum  !  for  your  manager  is  in  love ;  yea,  he  loveth* 
AIM  me,  lome  extemporal  God  of  rhime,  for,  1  am 
fure,  I  mall  turn  fonnet.  Devife  wit,  write  pen,  for 
I  am  for  whole  volumes  in  folio.  {Exit. 

A     C     T  JI. 

SCENE,  before  the  King  of  Navarre' j 
Palace. 

Enter  the  Princefs  of  France,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catha- 
rine, Boyet,  Lords  and  other  attendants. 

B   O   Y  E  T. 

NO  W,  Madam,  fummon  up  your  deareft  f pints ; 
Confider,  whom  the  King  your  father  fends ; 
To  whom  he  fends,  and  what's  his  embafTy. 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  world's  efteem, 
To  parley  with  the  fole  inheritor. 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlef,  Navarre  ;  the  plea,  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  A^uitain,  a  dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace, 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear, 
When  ihe  did  'farve  the  general  world  befide, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Prin.  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flounm  of )  our  praife ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Norutter'd  by  bafefale  of  chapmens'  tongues. 
I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife, 
In  fpending  thus  your  w  t  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now,  to  task  the  tasker ;  good  Boyet, 

You 
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You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 

Doth  noife  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow, 

'Till  painful  lludy  fhall  out  wear  three  years,  . 

No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  Court ; 

Therefore  to  us  feems  it  a  needful  courfe, 

Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 

To  know  his  pleafure  ;  and  in  that  behalf, 

Bold  of  your  worthinefs,  we  fingle  you 

As  our  beft  moving  fair  follicitor. 

Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  Trance, 

On  ferious  bufmefs,  craving-  quick  difpatch, 

Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  Grace. 

Halle,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend, 

Like  humble- vifagM  fuitors,  his  high  will. 

Boyet.  Proud  of  imployment,  willingly  I  go.  [Exit. 

Prin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo  ; 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
That  are  vow  fellows  with  this  virtuous  King  ? 

Lord.  Longa<ville  is  one. 

Prin.  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  knew  him,  Madam,  at  a  marriage-feaft, 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  faulconbridge  folemnized. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longa<ville> 
A  man  of  fovereign  parts  he  is  efteem'd  ; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms, 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  welL 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs, 
(If  virtue's  glofs  will  Main  with  any  foil,) 
Is  a  (harp  wit,  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 
Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whofe  will  ftill  wills 
It  fhould  ipare  none,  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prin.  Some  merry-mocking  lord,  belike  ;  is't  fo  ? 

Mar.  They  fay  fo  moft,    that  moft  his  humourt 
know. 

Prin.  Such  fhort-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 
Who  are  the  reft  ? 

Catk.  The  young  Dumain,  a  well  accompli ftYd  youth. 
Of  all  that  virtue  love,  for  virtue  lov'd. 
Molt  power  to  do  moft  harm,  leaft  knowing  ill; 

For 
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For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  (hape  good, 
And  ftiape  to  win  grace,  tho'  he  had  no  wit. 
I  faw  him  at  the  Duke  ALnjoni  once, 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw, 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthinefs. 

Rcfa,  Another  of  thefe  f*udents  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth  ; 
Biron  they  call  him  ;  but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal. 
His  eye  begets  occafon  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  object,  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jelt. ; 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words, 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales ; 
And  younger  hearing*  are^quite  raviihed  ; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  hi*  difcourfe. 

Prin  God  blefs  rry  ladies,  are  they  all  in  love, 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifhed 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife! 

Mar.  Here  comes  Bojet. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Trin.  Now,  what  admittance,  Lord  ? 

Boyet.  Navarre  h?d  notice  of  your  fair  approach  '9 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  all  addreft  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady, 
Before  I  came :  marry,  thus  much  I've  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 
Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  Court, 
Than  feek  a  difpenfation  for  his  oath, 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 
Here  comes  Navarre. 

Enter  the  King,  Longaville,  Dumain,  Biron,  and 
Attendants. 

King.  Fair  Princefs,  welcome  to  the  Court  of  Na- 
^Pr'irt.  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again  ;  ar.d  welcome ) 
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have  not  yet  3  the  roof  of  this  Court  is  too  high  to  be 
yours ;  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields,  too  bafe  to  be 
mine. 

King.  You  fhall  be  welcome,  Madam,  to  my  Court. 
Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then  ;  conduct  me  thither. 
King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady,  I  have  (Worn  an  oath. 
Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  lord  !  he'll  be  forfworn. 
King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  Madam,  by  my  will. 
Prin.  Why,  Will  mail  break  its  will,  and  nothing 
elfe. 

King.  Your  lady  (hip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  lord  fo,  his  ignorance  were  wife, 
Where  now  his  knowledge  mufl  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear,  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  houfe-keeping  : 
'Tis  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  Lord; 
Ar.d  fin  to  break  it 

But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden  bold  : 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  befeemeth  me. 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  Coming, 
And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

King.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 

Prin.  You  will  the  fooner,  that  I  were  away  ; 
For  you'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  ftay. 

Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Rof  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Biron.  I  know,  you  did. 

Rof.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  ask  the  queftion? 
Biron.  You  mud  not  be  fo  quick. 
Rof.  'Tis  long  of  you,  that  fpur  me  with  fuch 
queftions. 

Biron.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft,  'twill 
tire. 

Rof.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 
Biron.  What  time  0'  day  ? 
Rof  The  hour,  that  fools  mould  ask. 
Biron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask  ! 
Rof.  Fair  falls  the  face  it  covers  ! 
Biron.  And  fend  you  many  lovers ! 
Rof.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none  ! 
Biron.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone, 
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Ki'/ig.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns; 
Being  but  th1  one  half  of  an  intire  fum, 
Disburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  lay,  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have, 
Receiv'd  that  fum  ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more  ;  in  furety  of  the  which, 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us, 
Although  not  valu'd  to  the  mony's  worth  : 
If  then  the  King  your  father  will  reitore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfy'd, 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitaihy 
And  hold  fair  friendfhip  with  his  Majeity : 
But  that,  it  feems,  he  little  purpofeth, 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thoufand  crowns  ;  and  not  demands,  (7) 
On  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal, 
And  have  the  mony  by  our  father  lent, 
Than  Aquitain  fo  gelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  requefts  fo  far 
From  reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  mould  make 

(7)  — — — — — — ~ — -  And  not  demands 

One  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 
To  have  his  Title  live  in  Aquitaine.] 

The  old  Books  concur  in  this  Reading,  and  Mr.  P^has  em- 
braced  it  \  tho',  as  I  conceive,  it  is  ftark  Nonfenfe,  and  repug- 
nant to  the  Circumftance  fuppos'd  by  our  Poet.  I  have,  by 
reforming  the  Pointing,  and  throwing  out  a  fingle  Letter,  re- 
ftor'd,  I  believe,  the  genuine  Senfe  of  the  ParTage.  Aquitain 
was  pledg'd,  it  feems,  to  Navarre's  father,  for  zcoooo  Crowns. 
The  French  King  pretends  to  have  paid  one  Moiety  of  this 
Debt,  (which  Navarre  knows  nothing  of,)  but  demands  this 
Moiety  back  again  :  inftead  whereof  (fays  Navarre)  he  mould 
rather  pay  the  remaining  Moiety,  and  demand  to  have  Aqui- 
tain redeliver'd  up  to  him.  This  is  plain  and  eafy  Reafoning 
upon  the  Fact  fuppos'd  $  and  Navarre  declares,  he  had  rather 
receive  the  Refidue  of  his  Debt,  than  detain  the  Province  mort- 
gage for  Security  of  it. 
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A  yielding  'gainft  fome  reafon  in  my  breafl ; 
And  go  well  fatisfied  to  Franc*  again. 

Prin*  You  do  the  King  my  Either  too  much  wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 
Jn  fo  unfeeming  toconfefs  receipt 
Of  that,  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid. 

King,  I  do  protelt,  I  never  heard  of  it ; 
And  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  A 'qui 'tain. 

Prin.  We  arrell  your  word  : 
Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances 
For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fecial  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

King.  Satis  fie  me  fo. 

Boyet.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  come, 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound: 
To  morrow  you  fhall  have  a  fight  of  them. 

King.  It  mall  fuffice  me;  at  which  interview, 
All  liberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unto  : 
Mean  time,  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand, 
As  honour  without  breach  of  honour  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  worthinefs. 
You  may  not  come,  fair  Princefs,  in  my  gates ; 
But  here,  without,  you  fhall  be  fo  receiv'd, 
As  you  mall  deem  yourfelf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Tho'  fo  deny'd  fair  harbour  in  my  houfe : 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewel ; 
To  morrow  we  mall  vifit  you  again. 

Prin.  Sweet  health  and    fair  defires  confort  your 
Grace ! 

King.  Thy  own  Wifh  wifh  I  thee,  in  every  place. 

[Exit. 

Biron.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart, 
Rof.  I  pray  you,  do  my  commendations ; 
I  would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 
Biron.  I  would,  you  heard  it  groan, 
Rof.  Is  the  fool  ficfe  ? 
Biron.  Sick  at  the  heart. 
Rof.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 
Biron.  Would  that  do  it  good? 

'    '  Rof. 
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Rof.  My  phyfick  fays,  ay. 
Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 
Rof  No,  point,  with  my  knife. 
Biron.  Now  God  fave  thy  life  J 
Rof.  And  yours  from  long  living  ! 
Biron.  I  cannot  flay  thankfgiving.  [Exit. 
Dum.  Sir,    I  pray  you  a  word  :  what  lady  is  that 
fame  ? 

Boyet.  The  heir  of  Alan/on,  Rofaline  her  name. 
Dum.  A  gallant  lady  ;  Monfieur,  fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

Long.  I  befeech  you,  a  word  :  what  is  (he  in  white  ? 
Boyet.  A  woman  fometimes,  if  you  faw  her  in  the 
light. 

Long.  Perchance,   light  in  the  light ;    I  defire  her 
name. 

Boyet.  She  hath  but  one  for  her  felf ;   to  defire  That, 
were  a  fhame. 

Long.  Pray  you,  Sir,  whofe  daughter  ? 

Boyet.  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  bleffing  on  your  beard  I 

Boyet.  Good  Sir,  be  not  offended, 
She  is  an  heir  of  Faulconbridge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  choler.  is  ended : 
She  is  a  moll  fweet  lady. 

Boyet.  Not  unlike,  Sir  ;  that  may  be.      [Exit  Long. 

Biron.  What's  her  name  in  the  cap  ? 

Boyet.  Catharine,  by  good  hap. 

Biron.  Is  fhe  wedded,  or  no  ? 

Boyet.  To  her  will,  Sir,  or  fo. 

Biron.  You  are  welcome,  Sir :  adieu  I 

Boyet.  Farewel  to  me,  Sir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

[Exit  Biron. 

Mar.  That  laft  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad- cap  lord  ; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jeft. 
Boyet.  And  every  jeft  but  a  word. 
Trim.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his 
word. 

Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  board, 
Mar.  Two  hot  flieeps,  marry* 

Boytt. 
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Boyet.  And  wherefore  not  fnips  ? 
No  Iheep  (fvveet  lamb)  unlefs  we  feed  on  your  lip?. 
Mar.  You  fheep,  and  I  pafture  ;  mail  that  finifh  the 
jefl? 

Boyet.  So  you  grant  pafture  for  me. 
Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  beaft; 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be. 
Boyet.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling ;  but,  gentles, 
agree. 

This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  us'd 

On  Navarre  and  his  book- men  ;  for  here  'tis  abus'd. 

Boyet.  If  my  obfervation,  (which  very  feldom  lies) 
By  the  heart's  Hill  rhetorick,  difclofed  with  eyes, 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infecled. 

Prin.  With  what  ? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  intitle  affecled. 
Prin.  Your  reafon  ? 

Boyet.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their  retire 
To  the  Court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  defire  : 
His  heart,  like  an  agat  with  your  print  impreffed, 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expreffed  : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  (peak  and  not  fee, 
Did  (tumble  withhafte  in  his  eye-fight  to  be  : 
All  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  their  repair, 
To  feel  only  looking  on  fairer!  of  fair  ; 
Methought,  all  his  fenfes  were  lock'd  in  his  eye, 
As  jewels  in  cryftal  for  fome  Prince  to  buy  ; 
Who  tendring  their  own  worth,  from  whence  they  were 
glafst, 

Did  point  out  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  paft. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes, 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gazes : 
I'll  give  you  Aqzdtain,  and  all  that  is  his, 
An  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  loving  kifii 
Prin.  Come,  to  our  pavilion  :  Boyet  is  difpos'd  — 
Boyet.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye  hath 
difclos'd ; 

Vol.  II.  1  I  only 
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I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye, 

By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Rof  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  fpeaked 
skilfully. 

Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns  news  of 
him. 

Rof.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother,  for  her  father 

is  but  grim. 
Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 
Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  fee  ? 
Rof.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

Bbyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  (8)  {Exeunt. 
SCENE,  the  Park  ;  near  the  Palace. 
Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

'Ann.  T7f7"ArbIe,  child  j  make  paffionate  my  fenfe  of 
V  V  hearing. 
Moth.  Concolinel  ■,.  .    ■  >  [$ing™g- 
Arm.  Sweet  Air!  go,  tendernefs  of  years;  take  this 

key,  give  inlargement  to  the  fwain ;  bring  him  fefti- 

nately  hither  :  I  mull  employ  him  in  a  letter  to  my 

love. 

Moth.  Mafter,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French 
brawl  ? 

Jrm.  How  mean'ft  thou,  brawling  in  French? 

<  S)  Boyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.']  Here,  in  all  the  Books, 
the  2d  Aft  is  made  to  end  :  bat  in  my  Opinion  very  miftaken- 
ly.  I  have  ventured  to  vary  the  Regulation  of  the  four  laft 
Afts  from  the  printed  Copies,  for  thefe  Reafons.  Hitherto, 
the  2d  Aft  has  been  of  the  extent  of  7  Pages  :  the  3d  but  of 
5  5  and  the  5th  of  no  lefs  than  29.  And  this  Difproportion 
of  Length  has  crouded  too  many  Incidents  into  fome  Afts, 
and  left  the  others  quite  barren.  I  have  now  reduced  them 
into  a  much  better  Equality  5  and  diftributed  the  Bufinefs  like- 
wife,  (fuch  as  it  is,)  into  a  more  uniform  Caft. 


Moth. 
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Moth.  No,  my  compleat  matter  (9 )  but  to  jig  oft"  a 
tune  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  }  our  feet, 
humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eyelids ;  figh  a  note 
and  fing  a  note  ;  fometimes  through  the  throat,  as  if 
you  fwallow'd  love  with  Tinging  love  ;  fometimes  through 
the  nofe,  as  if  you  fnuft  up  love  by  fmelling  love  ;  with 
your  hat  penthoufe-like,  o'er  the  mop  of  j  our  eyes ; 
with  your  arms  croft  on  your  thin-belly  doub'et,  like  a 
rabbet  on  a  fpit ;  or  yoUr  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a 
man  after  the  old  painting ;  and  keep  not  too  long  in 
one  tune,  but  a  fnip  and  away  :  thefe  are  complements> 
thefe  are  humours  ;   thefe  betray  nice  wenches  that 
would  be  betray'd  without  thefe,  and  make  the  men  of 
note  (10) :  do  you  note  men,  that  are  mod  affeded  to 
thefe  ? 

Arm.  How  haft  thou  purchas'd  this  experience? 
Moth.  By  my  pen  of  obfervation. 

Arm.  But  O,  but  O  

Moth.  The  hobby-horfe  is  forgot.  (11) 

Arm. 

(9)  Moth.  No,  my  compleat  Mafter,  &c]  This  whole  Speech 
has  been  fo  terribly  confuted  in  the  Pointing,  through  all  the 
Editions  hitherto,  that  not  the  leaft  glimmering  cf  Senfe  was  to 
be  pick'd  out  of  it.  As  I  have  regulated  the  ParTage,  I  think, 
M»tb  delivers  both  good  Senfe  and  good  Humour. 

(ro)  thefe  betray  nice  Wenches,  that  would  be  betrayed 

without  thefe ,  and  make  them  Men  of  Note.']  Thus,  all  the  Edi- 
tors, with  a  Sagacity  worthy  of  Wonder.  But  who  will  ever  be- 
lieve, that  the  odd  Attitudes  and  Affectations  of  Lovers,  by 
which  they  betray  young  rVenches,  mould  have  power  to  make 
thofe  young  Wenches  Men  of  Note  ?  This  is  a  Transformation, 
which,  I  dare  fay,  the  Poet  never  thought  of.  His  Meaning  is, 
that  they  not  only  inveigle  the  young  G\rhi  but  make  the  Men 
taken  notice  of  too,  who  affedt  them. 

(u)  Arm.  But  0,  but  0  ~ 

Moth.  Yht  Hobby-horfe  isfirgM,]  The  Humour  of  this 
Heply  of  Mctb*$  to  Armada,  who  is  flghing  in  Love,  cannot 
be  taken  without  a  little  Explanation  s  nor  why  there  mould 
fee  any  room  for  making  fuch  a  Reply*  In  the  Rites  formerly 
©bfcrv'd  for  the  Celebration  of  May-fay^  befides  thofe  now 
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Arm.  CalPft  thou  my  love  hobby- horfe? 

Moth.  No,  matter ;  the  hobby-horfe  is  but  a  colt,  and 
your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney  :  but  have  you  fcrgot 
your  love  \ 

Arm.  AJrnoft  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  ftudent,  learn  her  by  heart. 
Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 
Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  matter  :  -all  thofe  three  I 
will  prove. 

Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth.  A"  man,  if  I  live:  And  this  byy  in,  and  out  of 
upon  the  inltant :  by  heart  you  love^her,  becaufe  your 
heart  cannot  come  by  her  ,  in  heart  you  love  her,  be- 
caufe your  heart  is  in  love  with  her;  and  out  of  heart 
you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy 
her. 

Arm.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more  5  and  yet  no* 
thing  at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  fvvain,  he  muft  carry  me  a 
letter. 

Moth.  A  menage  well  fy  mpathiz'd  ;  a  horfe  to  be 
ernbaffador  for  an  afs. 

Ann.  Ha,  ha  ;  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Moth.  Marry,  Sir,  you  muft  fend  the  afs  upon  the 
horfe  ;  for  he  is  very  llow-gated  :  but  I  go. 

us'd  of  hanging  a  Pole  with  Garlands,  and  dancing  round  it, 
a  Boy  was  dreft  up  reprefenting  Maid  Marian  ;  another,  like 
a  Frier  5  and  another  rode  on  a  Hobby-horfe,  with  Bells  jing- 
ling, and  painted  Streamers.  After  the  Reformation  took 
place,  and  Precijians  multiplied,  thefe  latter  Rites  were  look'd 
upon  to  favour  of  Paganifm  ;  and  then  Maid  Marian,  the  Frier, 
and  the  poor  Hobby -horfe  were  turn'd  out  of  the  Games.  Some, 
who  were  not  fo  wifely  precife,  but  regretted  the  Difufe  of  the 
Hobby-horfe,  no  doubt,  fatiriz'd  this  Sufpicion  of  Idolatry,  and 
archly  wrote  the  Epitaph  above  alluded  to.  Now  Moth,  hearing 
Armado  groan  ridiculoufly,  and  cry  out,  But  eh!  but  oh!  — ■ 
humourouxly  pieces  out  his  Exclamation  with  the  Sequel  of  this 
epitaph  :  which  is  putting  his  Mailer's  Love-Pajfion,  and  the 
Jlofs  of  the  Ihbby -horfe,  on  a  Footing. 

Arm. 
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Arm.  The  way  is  but  fhort ;  away. 

Moth.  As  fwift  as  lead,  Sir. 

Arm.  Thy  meaning,  pretcy  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull  and  flow  ? 

Moth.  Minimi,  honetl  matter ;  or  rather,  matter,  110. 

Ar?n.  I  fay,  lead  is  flow. 

Met/?.  You  are  too  fwift,  Sir,  to  fay  fo. 
Is  that  lead  flow,  Sir,  which  is  hYd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm.  Sweet  fmoak  of  rhetorick  ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon  ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he  : 
I  ihoot  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [Exit. 

Arm.  A  molt  acute  Juvenile,  voluble  and  free  of 
grace  ; 

By  thy  favour,  fweet  welkin,  I  muft  figh  in  thy  face. 
Moft  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  return'd. 

Re-enter  Moth  and  Coflard. 

Moth.  A  wonder,  mailer,  here's  a  CoJIard  broken  in 
a  Ann. 

Arm.  Some  enigma,  fome  riddle  ;  come,  thy  P  envoy 
begin. 

Cojl.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  r envoy  \  no  falve  in  the 
male,  Sir.  O  Sir,  plantan,  a  plain  plan  tan ;  no  /V«- 
voy,  no  P  envoy,  or  falve,  Sir,  but  plantan. 

Arm.  By  vertue,  thou  enforce!]:  laughter;  thy  filly 
thought,  my  fpleen  j  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  pro* 
vckes  me  to  ridiculous  fmiling :  O  pardon  me,  my 
flars !  doth  the  inconfiderate  take  falve  for  V envoy,  and 
the  word  V envoy  for  a  falve  ? 

Moth.  Doth  the  wife  think  them  other  \  is  not  r  envoy 
a  falve ; 

Artn.  No,  page,  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe,  to 
make  plain 

Some  obfeure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 

I  will  example  it.    Now  will  1  begin  your  moral,  and 

do  you  follow  with  my  P  envoy. 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble  bee, 

Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 

I  3  There's 
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There's  the  moral,  now  the  V  envoy. 

Moth,  I  will  add  the  P  envoy;  fay  the  moral  again. 

Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  IT  ill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 

Moth.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 
And  tfay'd  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
A  good  /'envoy,  ending  in  the  goofe ;  would  you  defire 
more  ? 

Coft.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain  ;  a  goofe, 
that's  flat  ; 

Sir,  your  penny-worth  is  good,  an'  your  goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  faft  and  loofe. 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  f  envoy  ;  I,  that's  a  fat  goofe. 

Arm,  Come  hither,  come  hither  j 
How  did  this  argument  begin  ? 

Moth.  By  faying,  that  a  Cofiard  was  broken  in  a  flun. 
Then  cali'd  you  for  a  r envoy. 

Coft.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantan ; 
Thus  came  the  argument  in  ; 

Then  the  boy's  fat  /'envoy,  the  goofe  that  you  bought, 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arm.  But  tell  me ;  how  was  there  a  Cofiard  broken 
in  a  (bin  ? 

Moth.  I  will  tell  you  fenfibly. 
Coft.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it,  Moth, 
I  will  fpeak  that  V envoy. 

Cofiard  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within, 
Fell  over  the  threfhold,  and  broke  my  fhin. 
Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  mat^r. 
Coft.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  {hin. 
Arm.  Sirrah,  Cofiard,  I  will  infranchife  thee. 
Coft.    O,  marry  me  to  one  Francis,  I  fmell  fome 
l9 envoy,  fome  goofe  in  this. 

Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean,  fetting  thee  at  li- 
berty ;  enfreedoming  thy  perfon ;  thou  wert  immur'd, 
retrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Cofi.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgati- 
on, and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm.  1  give  thee  thy  liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance, 
and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impofe  oa  thee  nothing  but  this ; 

bear 
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bear  this  fignificant  to  the  country-maid  Jaqtwietta  » 
there  is  remuneration ;  for  the  belt  ward  of  mine  honours 

is  rewarding  my  dependants.    Moth,  follow.  

[Exit, 

Mcth.  Like  the  feque!,  I.    Signior  Coftard>  adieu. 

[Exit. 

Coft.  My  fweet  ounce  of  man's  fiefh,  my  in- cony 
Jew  !  Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remune- 
ration !  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three  farthings: 
three  farrhings  remuneration  :  What's  the  price  of  this 
incle?  a  penny.  No,  I'll  give  you  a  remuneration: 
why,  it  carries  it.  Remuneration  !  — why,  it  is  a  fairer 
name  than  a  French  crown  (12).  I  will  never  buy  and 
fell  out  of  this  word. 

Enter  Biron. 

Bircn.  O  my  good  knave  Coftard,  exceedingly  well 
met. 

Coft.  Pray  you,  Sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon  may 
a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Coft.  Marry,  Sir,  half-penny  farthing. 

Biron,  O,  why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  filk. 

Coft.  I  thank  your  worfmp,  God  be  with  you. 

Biron.  O  ftay,  flave,  I  mud  employ  thee  : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  my  good  knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  mall  intreat. 

Coft.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  Sir  } 

Biron.  Q,  this  afternoon. 

Coft.  Well,  1  will  do  it,  Sir  :  fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O,  thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 

Coft,  I  {hall  know,  Sir,  when  I  have  done  iv 

Biron.  Why,  villain,  thou  mull  know  firll. 

(12)  Noy  V II  give  you  a  Remuneration  :  Why  f  it  carries  its 
'Remuneration.  Why  ?  it  is  a  fairer  Name  than  a  French  Crown.] 
Thus  this  PalTage  has  hitherto  been  writ  and  pointed,  without: 
any  Regard  to  Common  Senfe,  or  Meaning.  The  Reform  that 
I  have  made,  flight  as  it  is,  makes  it  both  intelligible  and 
humourous. 

I  4  Coft. 
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Coft.  I~will  come  to  your  worlhip  to  morrow  morn- 
ing. 

Biron.  It  mud  be  done  this  afternoon. 
Hark,  flave,  it  is  but  this  : 
The  Princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park  : 
-And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  ; 
When  tongues  {peak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her  name, 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her;  ask  for  her, 
And  to  her  fvveet  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  fealM-up  counfel.    There's  thy  guerdon  ;  go. 

Coft.  Guerdon,  O  fvveet  guerdon  J  better  than  re- 
muneration, eleven  pence  farthing  better :  mo  ft  fvveet 
guerdon  !  I  will  do  it,  Sir,  in  print.  Guerdon,  remu- 
neration.  {Exit* 

Biron,  O  !  and  I,  forfooth,  in  love! 
I,  that  have  been  love's  whip 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humourous  flgh : 
Acritickj  nay,  a  night-watch  conllable ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'ef  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  more  magnificent. 
This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy, 
This  Signior  Junto's  giant  dwarf,  Dan  Cupid,  ( 1 3) 

Regent 

(13)  This  Signior  Junio'i  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid,]  It  was 
fome  time  ago  ingenioufly  hinted  to  me,  (and  I  readily  came 
into  the  Opinion  3)  that  as  there  was  a  Contrail:  of  Terms  in 
giant-dwarf,  fo,  probably,  there  mould  be  in  the  Words  im- 
mediately preceding  them  j  and  therefore  that  we  fhould  re- 
ft ore, 

This  Senior-junior,  giant-dwarf  Dan  Cupid, 
i.  e,  this  old,  young  Man.    And  there  is,  indeed,  afterwards, 
in  this  Play,  a  Defcription  of  Cupid,  which  forts  very  aptly 
with  fuch  an  Emendation. 

That  was  the  way  to  make  his  Godhead  wax, 

For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  Boy. 
The  Conjecture  is  exquifitely  well  imagin'd,  and  ought  by  all 
means  to  be  embraced,  unlefs  there  is  reafon  to  think,  that, 
in  the  former  Reading,  there  is  an  Aliufion  to  fome  Tale,  or 
Chat  after  in  an  old  Play.  I  have  not,  on  this  Account,  ven- 
tur'd  to  difturb  the  Text,  becaufe  there  feems  to  me  fome  rear 

fon 
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Regent  of  love-rhimes,  lord  of  f  Adcd  arms, 
Th'  anointed  Sovereign  of  fighs  and  groans : 
Liege  of  all  loyterers  and  malecontents : 
Dread  Prince  of  plackets,  King  of  codpieces : 
Sole  Imperator,  and  great  General 
Of  (Rotting  parators :  (O  my  little  heart!) 
And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  File,  (14) 
And  wear  his  colours !  like  a  tumbler,  ftoop  ? 
What  ?  I  love  !  I  fue  !  I  leek  a  wife ! 
A  Woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock, 
Still  a  repairing;  ever  out  of  frame, 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch, 
But  being  watch'd   that  it  may  ftill  go  right ! 
Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  word  of  all  : 
And,  amjng  three,  to  love  the  worn;  of  all  ; 
A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 
With  two  pitch  balls  lluck  in  her  face  for  eyes; 
Ay,, and  by  heav'n,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 
TW Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard; 

ion  to  fufpecl,  that  our  Author  is  here  alluding  to  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher's  Ron  due  a.  In  that  Tragedy  there  is  the  Chara&er 
of  one  Junius,  a  Roman  Captain,  who  falls  in  Love  to  Diffrac- 
tion with  one  of  Bonducas  Daughters  ;  and  becomes  an  arrant 
whining  Slave  to  this  Paflion.  He  is  afterwards  cur'd  of  his 
Infirmity,  and  is  as  abfolute  a  Tyrant  againfl  the  Sex.  Now,, 
with  regard  to  thefe  two  Extremes,  Cupid  might  very  properly 
be  filled  Junius' s  giant -dwarf  :  A  Giant  in  his  Eye,  while  the 
Dotage  was  upon  him  ;  but  fhrunk  into  a  Dwarf,  fo  foon  as 
he  had  got  the  better  of  it. 

(14)  And  I  to  be  a  Corporat%f  bis  Field, 

And  'wear  bis  Colours  like  a  Tumbler's  hoop  1  j 
A  Corporal  of  a  Field  is  a  quite  new  Term  :  neither  did  the 
Tumblers  ever  adorn  their  hoops  with  Ribbands,  that  I  can 
learn  :  for  Thofe  were  not  carried  in  Parade  about  with  them,, 
as  the  Fencer  carries  his  Sword  :  Nor,  if  they  were,  is  the  Si- 
militude at  all  pertinent  to  the  Cafe  in  hand.  But  to  fioop  like 
a  Tumbler  agrees  not  only  with  that  Profefiion,  and  the  fervile. 
Ccndefcenfions  of  a  Lover,  but  with  what  follows  in  the  Con- 
text. What  milled  the  wife  Tranfcribers  at  firft,  feems  This  s 
When  once  the  Tumbler  appear'd,  they  thought,  his  Hoop  mull 
&ot  be  far  behiacL  Mr,  Warburfon. 

I  5  And 
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And  I  to  figh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her  ! 

To  pray  for  her  !  go  to  :  - —  It  is  a  plague, 

That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  neglecl 

Of  his  almighty,  dreadful,  little,  Might. 

Well,  1  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue  and  groan  : 

Some  men  mull  love  my  lady,  and  fame  Joan.  [Exit, 


ACT  III. 


S  C  E  N  E,  a  Pavilion  in  the  Park  near  the 
Palace. 

Enter  the  Prince fs,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catharine, 
Lords,  Attendants,  and  a  Forejler. 

Princess. 

A  S  that  the  King,  that  fpurr'd  his  horfe  fo 

hard 

Againft  the  deep  upriiing  of  the  hill  ? 

Boyet.  I  know  not ;  but,  1  think,  it  was  not  he. 

Prin.  Whoe'er  he  was,  he  fhew'd  a  mounting  mind. 
Well,  lords,  to  day  we  mall  have  our  diipatch 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then  Forefter,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bufh, 
That  we  mufl  Hand  and  play  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  $ 
A  ftand,  where  you  may  make  the  fairer!  (hoot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair,  that  moot  : 
And  thereupon  thou  fj  eak'ft.  the  fairefl  {hoot. 

For.  Pardon  me,  madam  :  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

Prin.  What,  what  ?  firft  praife  me,  then  again  fay, 
no  ? 

O  fhort-Iiv'd  pride  !  not  fair  ?  alack,  for  wo  ! 

For.  Yes,  madam,  fair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now  ; 
Where  fair  U  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 

Here, 
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Here,  good  my  glafs,  take  this  for  telling  true  ; 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that,  which  you  inherit. 

Prin.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
O  herefie  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  days ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  fhall  have  fair  praife* 
But  come,  the  bow  ;  now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  (hooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  fhoot, 
Not  wounding,  Pity  would  not  let  me  do't : 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  mew  my  Skill ; 
That  more  for  praife,  than  purpofe,  meant  to  kill. 
And,  out  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  fometimes; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detcfted  crimes ; 
When  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward  part, 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart. 
As  I  for  praife  alone  now  feek  to  fpill 
The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

Boyet.  Do  not  curft  wives  hold  that  felf-fovereignty 
Only  for  praife* fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  praife;  and  praife  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady,  that  fubdues  her  lord. 

Enter  Coftard. 

Boyet.   Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common- 
wealth, 

Coft.  God  dig-you  den  all  ;  pray  you  which  is  the 
head  lady  ? 

Prin.  Thou  (halt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  reft  that 
have  no  heads. 

Coft.  Which  is  the  greateft  lady,  the  higheft  I 
Prin.  The  thickeft  and  the  tailed. 
Coft.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft  ?  it  is  fo,  truth  is 
truth. 

An*  your  wafte,  miftrefs,  were  as  flender  as  my  wit, 
One  o'  thefe  maids  girdles  for  your  wafte  mould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickeft 
here. 

Prin.  What's  your  will,  Sir?  what's  your  will? 

Coft. 
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Co/1.  I  have  a  letter  from  Monfieur  Biron,  to  one  lady 

Ro fa  line. 

Ft  in,  O  thy  letter,  thy  letter  :  he's  a  good  friend  of 
mine. 

Stand  afide,  good  bearer. — Boyet,  you  can  carve;  (15} 
Break  up  this  capon. 

Boyet  I  am  bound  to  ferve. 
This  letter  is  miiloqk,  it  importeth  none  here  ; 
It  is  writ  lojaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  Will  read  it,  I  fwear. 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 

Boyet  reads. 

15  Y  heaven,  that  thou  art  fair,  is  mod  infallible  5 
-5  true,  that  thou  art  beauteous ;  truth  itfeif,  that  thou 
art  loveiy ;  more  fairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than  beau- 
teous, Eiuei  than  truth  itfeif ;  have  commifcration 
on  thy  heroical  \  afiai.  The  magnanimous  and  moil 
illurlrate  King  Lopb'tua  fet.eye  upon  the  pernicious  and 
indurate  beggar  Zenelophon ;  and  he  it  was  that 
might  rightly  lay,  q>eni>  *vidi,  *vici  ;  which  to  anatomize 
in  the  vulgar,  (O  bale  and  obkure  vulgar!)  videlicet, 
he  came,  law,  and  overcame ;  he  came,  one ;  faw, 
two  ;  overcame,  three.  Who  came  ?  the  King  ?  Why 
aid  he  come?  to  fee.  Why  did  he  fee?  to  over- 
come To  whom  came  he  ?  to  the  beggar.  What 
izw  he  ?  the  beggar.  Who  overcame  he  ?  the  beggar. 
The  conciufion  is  viclory  ;  on  whofe  fide?  the  King's; 
the  captive  is  inrich'd  :  on  whofe  fide  ?  the  beggar's. 
The  citatfrophe  is  a  nuptial :    on  whole  fide  ?  the 

(15)  Boyet,  you  can  car*ve  : 

Break  vf  this  Capon.]  i.  e.  open  this  Letter. 
Our  Pctt  ufes  (his  Metaphor,  as  the  French-  do  their  Poulet  5 
which  fignifies  both  a  young  Fowl,  and  a  love-letter.  Poulet, 
atnatori*  Littera  ;  fays  Ricb'elet  :  and  quotes  from  Vciturei  Re- 
f  ondre  au  plus  oblige  ant  Poulet  du  Monde  ;  To  reply  to  the  moft 
ebiiging  Letter  in  the  World.  The  Italians  ufe  the  fan  (-  man- 
ner of  Expieffion,  when  they  call  a  Love-Epiftle,  unaPol/i-. 
cetta  amoroja.  I  ow'd  the  Hint  of  this  equivocal  ufe  of  the 
Wwd  iq  my  ingeniens  Friend  Mr,  Bijhop, 

King's  ? 
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King's  ?  no,  on  both  in  one,  or  one  in  both  :  I  am  the 
King,  (for  fo  (lands  the  comparifon)  thou  the  beggar, 
for  io  witnefleth  thy  lowlinefs.  Shall  I  command  thy 
love  ?  I  may.  Shall  I  enforce  thy  love  ?  I  could. 
Shall  I  entreat  thy  love?  I  will.  What  (halt  thou 
exchange  for  rags  ?  robes ;  for  titties  ?  titles  :  for  thy 
felf  ?  me.  Thus  expecting  thy  reply,  I  prophane  my 
lips  on  thy  foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  picture,  and  my  heart 
on  thy  every  part. 

Thine  in  the  deareft  deftgn  of  induftry, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armada 

Thus  doll  thou  hear  the  Nemea?2  lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  ftandeft  as  his  prey  j 

Submiflive  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 
And  he  from  forage  will  incline  play. 

But  if  thou  itrive  (poor  foul)  what  art  thcu  then? 

Food  for  his  rage,  repafture  for  his  den. 

Prin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he,  that  indited  this 
letter  ? 

What  vane  ?  what  weathercock  ?    did  you  ever  hear 

better  ?  ' 
Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  burl  remember  the  ftile. 
Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere 

whi^e. 

Boyet.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in 
Court, 

A  phantafme,  a  roonarcho,  and  one  that  makes  Iport 
To  the  Prince,  and  his  book- mates, 

Prin.  Thou,  fellow,  a  word  : 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  I 

Coft.  1  tOid  you  ;  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  lhould'ft  thou  give  it  ? 

Coft.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  which  lord  to  which  lady  ? 

Coft.  F  om  my  lovdBerown,  a  good  mafter  of  mine. 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  called  Rofaline. 

Prin.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.    Come,  loids; 
away. 

Here., 
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Here,  fweet,  put  up  this ;  'twill  be  thine  another  day. 

{Exit  Princefs  attended. 

Bout,  Who  is  the  fhooter  ?  who  is  the  mooter  ? 

Rof.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 

Bcyet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 

Rof  Why,  (he  that  bears  the  bow.  Finely  put  off. 

Boyet.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns :  but  if  thou  marry, 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on. 

Rof.  Well  then,  I  am  the  mooter. 

Boyet.  And  who  is  your  Deer  ? 

Rof  If  we  chufe  by  horns,  your  felf ;  come  not  near. 

Finely  put  on,  indeed.  

Mar.   You  fall  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  (he 

flrikes  at  the  brow. 
Boyet.  But  (he  her  felf  is  hit  lower.    Have  I  hit  her 
'now  ? 

Rof  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that 
was  a  man  when  King  Pippin  of  France  was  a  little  boy, 
as  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

Boyet.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that 
was  a  woman  when  Queen  Guinover  of  Britain  was  a 
little  wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rof.  Thou  can1  ft  nof  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it,  [Singing. 
Thou  carfft  not  hit  it>,  my  good  man. 

Boyet  An  1  cannot,  cannot,  cannot ; 
An  I  cannot,  another  can.  [Exit  Rof. 

Coft.  By  my  troth,  rnoft  p^eafant;  how  both  did 
fit  it. 

Mar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  mot ;   for  they  both 
did  hit  it. 

Boyet.  A  mark  ?  O,  mark  but  that  mark !  a  mark, 
fays  my  lady  ; 

Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't;   to  meet  at,   if  it 
may  be. 

Mar.  Wide  o'  th'  bow-hand;  i'faith,  your  hand  is 
out. 

Coft.  Indeed,  a'  rnuft  fhoot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne'er  hit 
the  clout. 

Boyet,  An'  if  my  hand  be  out,  then,  belike,  your  hand 
is  in.  Coft* 
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Coft.  Then  will  fhe  get  the  upihot  by  cleaving  the 
pin. 

Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily  ;  your  lips  grow 
foul. 

Coft.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  Sir,  challenge 
her  to  bowl. 

Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing;    good  night  my 
good  owl.  [Exeunt  all  but  Coftard. 

Coji.  By  my  foul,  a  fwain ;  a  mod  fimple  clown  I 
Lord,  Lord  I  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down  ! 
O'  my  troth,  moft  fweet  jefts,  moll  in  cony  vulgar  wit, 
When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfceneiy  ;  as  it 
were,  foht. 

Armado  o  th'  one  fide, —  O,  a  mod  dainty  man  ; 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan. 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand,  and  how  moll  (westly  he 
will  fwear  : 

And  his  Page  o'  t'other  fide,  that  handful  of  Wit  i 
Ah,  heav'ns !  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  Kit. 

[Exit  Coftard, 
[Shouting  within* 

Enter  Dull,  Holofernes,  and  Sir  Nathaniel. 

Nath.  Very  reverend  fport,  truly  ;  and  done  in  the 
tefiimony  of  a  good  Confcience. 

Hoi.  The  deer  was  (as  you  know)  fanguis,  in  blood  ; 
ripe  as  a  pomwater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in 
the  ear  of  Caelo,  the  sky,  the  welkin,  the  heav'n  ;  and 
anon  falieth  like  a  crab  on  the  face  of  Terra,  the  foil, 
the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath.  Truly,  mafler  Holofernes,  the  epithets  are 
fweetly  varied,  like  a  fcholar  at  the  leait:  but,  Sir,  I 
afTure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  firft  head. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  baud  credo. 

Dull.  'Twas  noc  a  baud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 

Hoi.  Moft  barbarous  intimation;  yet  a  kind  of  infi- 
nuation,  as  it  were  in  'via,  in  way  of  explication  ;  fa- 
cere,  as  it  were,  replication;  or  rather,  oftentare,  to 
fhow,  as  it  were  his  inclination  ;  after  his  undrefled  un-; 
polilhed,  uneducated,  unpruned,  untrained,  or  rather 

unlet- 
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unlettered,  or  rathereft  unconfirmed  fafnion,  to  infert 
again  my  baud  credo  for  a  deer. 

Dull.  Ifaid,  the  deer  was  not  a  baud  credo  ;  'twas  a 
pricket. 

Ho!.  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  bis  coclus ;  O  thou  mon- 
fler  ignorance,  how  deformed  doit  thou  look  ? 

Natb.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that 
are  bred  in  a  book.  He  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it 
were  ;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink.  His  intellect  is  not  re- 
pienimed.  He  is  only  an  animal,  only  fenfible  in  the 
duller  parts ;  (16)  and  fuch  barren  plants  are  fet  before 
us,  that  we  thankful  lhould  be  for  thofe  parts,  (which 
we  tafte  and  feel,  ixgradare J  chat  do  fru&ify  in  us,  more 
than  He. 

For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indifcreet,  or 
a  fool  ; 

So  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him  in 
a  fchool. 

But  cmne  bene,  fay  I ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
Many  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  wind. 
Dull.  You  two  are  book -men;    can  you  tell  by  your 
wit, 

What  was  a  month  old  at  G?/Vs  birth,  that's  not  five 
weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
Hoi.  Diftynna,  good-man  Dull*  Diclyma,  good- man 
Dull 

(j6)  And  fuch  barren  Plants  are  jet  before  us,   that  tve 

bankful  Jbould  be  ;  which  we  tafte,  and  feeling  are  for  tbofe 
Tarts  that  do  fruftify  in  us  m§re  than  be.]  If  this  be  not  a  ftub- 
born  Piece  of  Nonfenfe,  I'll  never  venture  to  judge  cf  common 
Senfe.  That  Editors  fhouid  take  fuch  Paffages  upon  Content, 
is,  furely,  furprifing.  The  Words,  'tis  plain,  have  been  ridi- 
culoufly,  and  ftupidly,  tranfpos'd  and  corrupted.  The  Emen- 
dation I  have  offer'd,  I  hope,  reftores  the  Author  :  At  lea(t> 
lam  fare,  it  gives  him  Senfe  and  Grammar  5  and  answers  ex- 
tremely well  to  his  Metaphors  taken  from  planting  Ingra- 

darey  with  the  Italians,  fjgnifies,  to  rife  higher  and  higher  ; 
eucare  di  gra'do  in  grado,  to  make  a  Progreflion  ;  and  fo  at 
length  come  to  fruclify,  as  the  Poet  expreffes  it. 

Mr.  rVarburtony 

Dull 
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Dull.  What  is  Diclynna  ? 

Nath.  A  title  to  Ph&be,  to  Luna,  to  the  Moon* 
Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam  was 
no  more : 

And  rought  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to  five- 
fcore. 

Th'  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  'Tis  true,  indeed;  the  colluflon  holds  in  the 
exchange. 

Hoi.  God  comfort  thy  capacity  !  I  fay,  the  allufion 
holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay,  the  pollution  holds  in  the  exchange ; 
for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old  ;  and  I  fay  be- 
fide,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  Princefs  kilPd. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal 
epitaph  cn  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and  to  humour  the 
ignorant,  I  have  calPd  the  deer  the  Princefs  kilPd,  a 
pricket. 

Nath.  Ptrge,  good  matter  Holofernes,  perge  ;  fo  it 
lhall  pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

Hoi.  I  will  fomething  affect  the  letter  ;  for  it  argues 
facility. 

The  praifeful  Princefs  pierced  and  prickt 

A  pretty  pleafing  pricket ; 
Some  fay,  a  fore',  but  not  a  fore, 

''  Till  now  made  fore  nvith  fhooting. 
The  dogs  did  yell ;  put  L  to  fore, 

Then  for  el  jumpt  from  thicket  \ 
Or  pricket  fore,  or  elfe  forel, 

The  people  fall  a  hooting. 
If  fore  be  fore,  then  L  to  fore 

Makes  fifty  fores,.  O  for  el ! 
Of  one  fore  1  an  hundred  make, 

By  adding  but  one  more  L. 

Nath.  A  rare  talent  ? 

Dull.  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him 
with  a  talent. 

HoL  This  is  a  gift,  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimple  ;  a 
fooliflx  extravagant  fpirjt,  full  of  forms,  figures,  (hapes, 

obje&s, 
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objects,  ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions. 
Thefe  are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nouriftYd  in 
the  womb  of  pia  mater,  and  deliver1  d  upon  the  mellow- 
ing of  occafion  ;  but  the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  it 
is  acute,  and  I  am  thankful  for  it. 

Natk  Sir,  I  praife  the  lord  for  you,  and  fo  may  my 
panfhioners ;  for  their  fons  are  well  tutorM  by  you,  and 
their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  you  ;  you  are 
a  good  member  of  the  common-wealth. 

HgL  Mebercle,  if  their  fens  be  ingenuous,  they  (hall 
want  no  inftru&ion  :  if  their  daughters  be  capable,  I  will 
put  it  to  them.  But  <vjr  fapit,  qui  pauca  loquitur  ;  a  foul 
feminine  faluteth  us. 

Enter  Jaquenetta,  and  Cofard. 

faq.  God  give  you  good  morrow,  matter  Parfon. 

HgL  Matter  Parfon,  quafi  Perfon.  And  if  one  mould 
be  piere'd,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Cofi.  Marry,  mailer  fchool- matter,  he  that  islikeft  to 
a  hogfhead. 

Hoi.  Of  piercing  a  hogfhead,  a  good  Luftre  of  con- 
ceit in  a  turf  of  earth,  fire  enough  for  a  flint,  pearl 
enough  for  a  fwine  :   'Tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 

Jaq  Good  mailer  Parfon,  be  fo  good  as  read  me 
this  letter  ;  it  was  given  me  by  Cojiard,  and  fent  me 
from  Don  Armatho ;  I  befeech  you,  read  it. 

Hoi.  Faufte,  precor,  gelidd  17)  quando  pecus  omne 
fub  umbra 

Rumivat,  and  fo  forth.  Ah,  good  old  Mantuan,  I  may 

(17)  Nath.  Fauftc,  precor,  gelida]  Tho'  all  the  Editions  con- 
cur to  give  this  Speech  to  Sir  Nathaniel,  yet,  as  Dr.  Tbirtiy 
ingenioufly  obferv'd  to  me,  it  is  evident,  it  muft  belong  to 
Holof ernes.  The  Curate  is  employed  in  reading  the  Letter  to 
himfelf  j  and  while  he  is  doing  fo,  that  the  Stage  may  not 
ftand  ftill,  Hohfemes  either  pulls  out  a  Book  ;  or,  repeating 
fome  Verfes  by  heart  from  Mantuanus,  comments  upon  the 
Characler  of  that  Poet.  Baptijla  Spagnolus,  ffirnamed  Mantu- 
anus, from  the  Place  of  his  Birth  \)  was  a  voluminous  Writer 
of  Poems,  who  flouriuYd  towards  the  Utter  End  of  the  15th 
Century, 
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fpeak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice ;  Vinegia* 
Vinegia!  qui  non  te  uedi,  ei  non  te  pregia  (18).  Old 
Mantuan,  old  Mantuan  !  Who  underftandeth  thee  not, 
loves  thee  not :  — ut  re  fol  la  mi  fa.  Under  pardon,  Sir, 
what  are  the  contents  ?  or  rather,  as  Horace  fays  in 
his :  What !  my  foul !  verfes  ?  (ig. 

Natb.  Ay,  Sir,  and  very  learned. 

Hoi.  Let  me  hear  a  ftafF,  a  flanza,  a  verfe  ;  Lege, 
Domine. 

Nath.  If  love  make  me  forfivorn,  how  mall  I  fwear 
to  love  ? 

Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd  ; 
Though  to  my  felf  forfworn,  to  thee  I  II  faithful 
prove ; 

Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like  ofiers 
bow'd. 

Study  his  biafs  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes ; 
Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  would  com- 
prehend : 

If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  (hall  fuffice ; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  com- 
mend. 

All  ignorant  that  foul,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder : 
Which  is  to  me  fome  praife,  that  I  thy  parts  ad- 
mire ; 

Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  is  dreadful 
thunder ; 

Which,  not  to  anger  bent,   is  mufick,  and  fweet 
fire. 

(18)  Venechi,  venacbe  a,  qui  non  te  vide,  i  non  te piaechJ\  Thus 
Mr.  Roive,  and  Mr.  p0£e,  from  the  old  blundering  Editions. 
But  that  thefe  Gentlemen,  Poets,  Scholars,  and  Linguifts, 
could  not  afford  to  reftore  this  little  Scrap  of  true  Italian,  is 
to  me  unaccountable.  Our  Author  is  applying  the  Praifes  of 
Mantuanui  to  a  common  proverbial  Sentence,  faid  of  Venice, 
Vinegia,  Vinegia  !  qui  non  te  -vedi,  ei  non  te  pregia.  O  Venice, 
Venue,  he,  who  has  never  feen  thee,  has  thee  not  in  Efteem. 

(19)  What  I  my  Soul!  Verfe^?]  As  our  Poet  has  mentioned 
Horace,  I  prefume,  he  is  here  alluding  to  this  Paffage  in  his 
I.  Sermon.  9,  Quid  agis,  duldjjime  rerun  ? 

Cdellia} 
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Ceieitial  as  thou  art,  Oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong, 
Thar  fi ngs  heavVs   pnuie  with  fach  an  earthly 
tongue. 

HgL  Yen  find  not  the  Jfojirophesj  and  fo  mik  the  ac- 
cent. Let  rne  fupervife  the  canzonet  (20).  Here  are 
only  numbers  ratifv'd  bur.  for  the  elegancy,  faci- 

(20;  Let  Kd  focrmj*  tit  Cangenct.]  If  the  Editors  hare  met 
with  any  iuch  Word,  1:  is  more  than  I  hare  done,  cr,J  be- 
lieve, ever  Lha.Il  do.  Our  Author  wrote  Cistzstet,  from  the 
TtsMsm  Word  ftacmurt*,  a  little  S:ng. 

[aij  >Tath.  Hire  are  only  Numbers  ratified  ;]  Tho*  this  Speech 
has  been  all  alcng  plac'd  to  S:r  Nathaniel,  I  have  ventured  to  join 
it  to  the  preceding  Words  of  Hsiaferma j  and  not  without 
Reafcn.  The  Speaker  here  is  impeaching  the  Verfes  ;  bu:  Sir 
Nathaniel,  as  it  appears  above,  thought  them  learned  ones  : 
be:::es.  as  Dr.  ~.  -.rv  obferves,  almcft  every  Word  of  this 
Speech  fathers  itfelf  cn  the  Pedant  :  So  much  for  the  Regula- 
tion exit:  now,  a  iittie,  to  the  Contents. 

Ar.d  Zisy  indeed  Xafo,  but  f:r  fmeliiisg  cut  the  adarifersui 
Fine  en  if  Fa&;y  ?  tee  jer.U  :f  1 11.-.  ..1  imitary  is  ---tig. 

Sagacity  with  a  Vengeance !  I  ihculd  be  afhanVd  to  own 
my  felf  a  piece  of  a  Scholar,  to  pretend  to  the  Task  of  an 
Editor,  and  to  pa:"s  fuch  Stuff  as  tk.s  upon  the  World  for  ge- 
nuine. Who  era  heard  ofilsrvcxtlta  vwotmry  f  Invention  and 
Imitation  have  ever  been  accounted  two  diftir.d  Things.  The 
Speech  is  by  a  Pedant,  who  frequently  throws  in  a  Word  of 
Latin  amongfl  h's  Engiijk  ;  and  he  is  here  ficoriihing  upon  the 
Merit  of  Inventim,  beyond  That  of  Imitation,  or  copying 
af  er  another.  My  Correction  makes  the  Whole  fo  plain  and 
i-:c'l  5  ole,  that,  I  think,  it  carries  Conviction  along  with  it. 
Again  : 

6  .         ihi  Kru&d  bis  Mafier,  the  Ape  bis  Keefer,  toe  tired  Herfe 

bis  Rcder. 

The  Pedant  here,  to  run  down  Imitation,  (hews  that  it  is  a  Qua- 
lity within  the  Capacity  of  Beails:  that  the  Do?  and  the  Ape 
are  taught  to  copy  Tr;:ks  by  their  Marter  and  Keeper  ;  and  fo 
M  the  *  Horfe  by  his  Rider.  This  Jail  is  a  wonderful  In- 
fiance  ;  but  it  happens  not  to  be  true.  Mr.  JFarfartsn  ingeni- 

fiw,    that  the  Author  mult  have  wrote  the  tryed 

Strife  \*i  Ridfr. 

i.  e.  One,  exercisd,  and  broke  to  the  Manage :  for  he  obeys 
every  Sign,  and  M:tica  of  the  Rein,  cr  of  his  Pxider. 

!ity, 
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lity,  and  golden  cadence  of  poefie,  caret:  Ovidius  Nafo 
was  the  man  And  why,  indeed,  Nafo;  but  for  fmel- 
ling  out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy  ?  the  jerks  of 
invention  ?  imitari,  is  nothing  :  fo  doth  the  hound  his 
matter,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the  tryM  horfe  his  rider  : 
But  Damofella  Virgin,  was  this  direclly  to  you  ? 

Jaq.  Ay,  Sir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron,  to  one  of 
the  flrange  Queen's  Ladies. 

Hoi.  1  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript.  To  the  fnow- 
ivhite  hand  of  the  ?nofi  beauteous  lady  Rofaline.  I  will 
look  again  on  the  intellect  of  the  letter,  for  the  no- 
mination of  the  party  writing  to  the  perfon  written 
unto. 

Your  Lady/hip  J  in  all defird  employment,  Biron. 

This  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with  the  King  ;  and 
here  he  hath  fram'd  a  letter  to  a  fequent  of  the  Gran- 
ger Queen's,  which  accidentally,  or  by  the  way  of  pro- 
grellion,  hath  mifcarry'd.  Trip  and  go,  my  fweet ; 
deliver  this  paper  into  the  hand  of  the  King  ;  it  may 
concern  much  :  flay  not  thy  complement ;  1  forgive 
thy  duty  :  adieu. 

Jaq.  Good  Cojfardy  go  with  me.  Sir,  God  fave  your 
life. 

Cofi.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl.     [Exe.  Coil,  and  Jaq. 

Nath.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God, 
very  religioufly  :  and  as  a  certain  father  faith  

Hoi.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  co- 
lourable colours.  But,  to  return  to  the  verfes ;  did  they 
pleafe  you,  Sir  Nathaniel? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

Hoi.  I  do  dine  to  day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain  pu- 
pil of  mine ;  where  if  (being  repafl)  it  mall  pleafe  you 
to  gratifie  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my  pri- 
vilege I  have  with  the  parents  of  the  aforefaid  child  or 
pupil,  undertake  your  ben  venuto  ;  where  will  I  prove 
thofe  verfes  to  be  very  unlearned,  neither  favouring  of 
poetry,  wit,  nor  invention.   I  befeech  your  fociety. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (faith  tke  text) 
is  the  happinefs  of  life. 

Hoi. 
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HoL  And,  certes,  the  text  mod  infallibly  concludes 
it.  Sir,  I  do  invite  you  too  ;  [To  Dull.]  you  jhall 
not  fay  me,  nay  i  Pauea*verba.  Away,  the  gentles 
are  at  their  game,  and  we  will  to  our  recreation. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Biron,  with  a  paper  in  his  hand,  alone. 

Bt'ron.  The  King  is  hunting  the  deer,  I  am  courfing 
myfelf.  They  have  pitcht  a  toil,  I  am  toiling  in  a 
pitch  ;  pitch,  that  defiles;  defile!  a  foul  word  :'  well, 
let  thee  down,  forrow :  for  fo  they  fay  the  fool  faid, 
and  fo  fay  I,  and  I  the  fool.  Well  provM  wit.  By 
the  Lord,  this  love  is  as  mad  as  Jjax,  it  kills  (heep, 
it  kills  me,  I  a  {heep.  Well  prov'd  again  on  my  fide. 
I  will  not  love  ;  if  I  do,  hang  me;  Tfaith,  I  will  not. 
O,  but  her  eye  :  by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would 
not  love;  yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothing 
in  the  world  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven, 
I  do  love ;  and  it  hath  taught  me  to  rhime,  and  to  be 
melancholy  ;  and  here  is  part  of  my  rhime,  and  here 
my  melancholy.  Well,  me  hath  one  o'  my  fonnets  al- 
ready ;  the  clown  bore  it ;  the  fool  fent  it,  and  the  lady 
hath  it :  fweet  clown,  fweeter  fool,  fweeteft  lady !  by 
the  world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the  other  three 
were  in.  Here  comes  one  v/ith  a  paper  ;  God  give  him 
grace  to  groan  !  [he  Jiands  ajide. 

Enter  the  King. 

King.  Ay  me ! 

Biron.  Shot,  by  heav'n  !  proceed,  fweet  Cupid ;  thou 
haft  thumpt  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under  the  left  pap : 
in  faith,  fecrets. 

King,  {reads.]  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fun  gives  not 

To  thofe  frefh  morning  drops  upon  the  rofe, 
As  thy  eye-beams,  when  their  frefh  rays  have  fmote 

The  night  of  dew,  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows ; 
Nor  mines  the  filver  moon  one  half  fo  bright, 

Through  the  tranfparent  bofom  of  the  deep, 
Ai  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light  j 

Thou  ihin'ft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep  i 

No 
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No  drop,  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee, 

So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwell  in  me, 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  (hewi 
But  do  not  love  thy  felf,  then  thou  wilt  keep  , 
My  tears  for  glafTes,  and  mil  make  me  weep. 
O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  dofi:  thou  excel  \ 
No  thought  can  think,  no  tongue  of  mortal  tell.  

How  fhall  (he  know  my  griefs  ?  1*11  drop  the  paper  ; 
Sweet  leaves,  (hade  folly.   Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

[The  King  Jieps  ajide. 

Enter  Longaville. 

What  ?  Longa<vilU  !  and  reading  !  liilen,  ear. 

Biron.  Now  in  thy  likenefs  one  more  fool  appears. 
Long.  Ay  me  !  I  am  forfwoin. 
Biron.  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  Perjure,  wearing 
papers. 

King.  In  love,  I  hope  ;  fweet  fellowfhip  in  lhame. 
Biron.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 
Long.  Am  I  the  firft,  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo  ? 
Biron.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort :  not  by  two  that 
I  know  ; 

Thou  mak'ft  the  triumviry,    the  three- corner- cap  of 
fociety, 

The  fhape  of  love's  Tyburn,  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 
Long.  I  fear,  thefe  ftubborn  lines  lack  power  to 
move : 

O  fweet  Maria,  Emprefs  of  my  love, 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 

Biron.  O,  rhimes  are  guards  on  wanton  CupicTs  hofe : 
Disfigure  not  his  flop.  (22) 

Long. 

(22)  Ob,  Rhymes  are  Guards  on  wanton  Cwpid'j  Hofe; 
Disfigure  not  bis  Shop.]  All  the  Editions  happen  to  concur  in 
this  Error  ;  but  what  Agreement  in  Senfe  is  there  betwixt  C»- 
pid'%  Hofe  and  his  Sbop  ?  Or,  what  Relation  can  thofe  two 
Terms  have  to  one  another  ?  Or,  what,  indeed,  can  be  under- 
wood 
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Long.  The  fame  (hall  go.  [be  reads  the  fonnet, 

Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetorick  of  thine  eye 

(''Gainji  whom  the  vjorld  cannot  hold  argument ) 
Perfwade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury , 

Fows,  for  thee  broke >  dejerve  not  puni/hment  : 
A  woman  I for/wore  ;  but  1  will  prove y 

Thou  being  a  goddefs,  I  for/wore  not  thee. 
My  vow  was  earthy,  thou  a  heavnly  love  : 

Thy  grace,  being  gained,  cures  all  difgrace  in  me. 
Vows  are  but  breath ,  and  breath  a  vapour  is  ; 

Then  thou  fair,  fun,  vjhich  on  my  earth  dojl  Jbine, 
ExbaPJi  this  vapour- vow  ;  in  thee  it  is  ; 

If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  ; 
If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  fo  wife 
To  lofe  an  oath  to  win  a  Paradife  ? 

Biron.  This  is  the  liver- vein,  which  makes  flefh  a 
deity  ; 

A  green  goofe  a  goddefs  :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 

God  amend  us,  God  amend,  we  are  much  out  o'  th'  way. 

Enter  Dumain. 

Long.  By  whom  mail  I  fend  this  ?  —  company  * 
flay.  

Biron,  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play ; 
Like  a  demy-god,  here  fit  I  in  the  sky, 
And  wretched  fools'  ferrets  headfully  o'er-eye  : 
More  facks  to  the  mill  !  O  heav'ns,  I  have  my  wim  ; 
Dumain  transform^?  four  woodcocks  in  a  dim? 

Dum.  O  moft  divine  Kate  f 

Biron.  O  moft  prophane  coxcomb !  \afide. 

flood  by  Cupid's  Shopf  It  muft  undoubtedly  be  corre&ed,  as  t 
have  reform'd  the  Text.  Slops  are  large  and  wide-kneed 
Breeches,  the  Garb  in  fafhion  in  our  Author's  Days,  as  we 
may  obferve  from  old  Family  Pi&ures  j  but  they  are  now 
worn  only  by  Boors  and  Sea-faring  Tvfen  ;  and  we  have  Dealers 
whofe  fole  Bufinefs  it  is  to  furnifh  the  Sailors  with  Shirts, 
Jackets,  &ct  who  are  call'd,  Slop-men  5  and  their  Shops,  Slop- 

Dumi 
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Dum.  By  heav'n,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye  ! 
Biron.  By  earth,  (lie  is  but  corporal  ;  there  you  lie.  (23) 

\afide. 

Du?n.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted. 
Biron.  An  amber  colourM  raven  was  well  noted. 

\afide. 

Du?n.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron.  Stoop,   I  fay  ; 
Her  moulder  is  with  child.  [aftde. 
Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,   as  fome  days ;   but  then  no  fun  rnuft 
Brine,  [ajide. 
Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wim  ! 

Long.  And  1  had  mine  !  [a  fide. 

King.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord  !  \afide . 

Biron   Amen,  fo  I  had  mine !  Is  not  that  a  good 
word  ?  \ajidc. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  fever  fhe 
Reigns  in  my  blood*  and  will  reuiembred  be. 

Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood  !  why  then,  incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  fawcer?,  n\ee:  mifprifion.  [afJe. 

Dum.  Once  more  Til  read  the  ode,  that  1  have  writ. 

Biron.  Once  more  Til  mark,  how  love  can  vary  wit. 

[ajide. 

Pumain  reads  his  fonnet. 

On  a  day,  ( alack,  the  day  f ) 
Love,  whofe  month  is  e<z>er  May, 

(23)  By  Earth,  Jhe  is  not,  corporal,  there  you  lie.]  Dumaixe, 
one  of  the  Lovers  in  fpite  of  his  Vow  to  the  contrary,  think- 
ing himfelf  alone  here,  breaks  out  into  (hort  Soliloquies  of 
Admiration  on  his  Miftrefs  j  and  Biron,  who  (lands  behind  as 
an  Eves-dropper,  takes  Pleafure  in  contradicting  his  amorous 
Raptures.  But  Damaine  was  a  young  Lord  :  He  had  no  Sort 
of  Port  in  the  Army :  What  Wit,  or  Allufion,  then,  can  there 
be  in  Biron  %  calling  him  Corporal?  I  dare  warrant,  I  have  re- 
ftorM  the  Poet's  true  Meaning,  which  is  this.  Dumaine  calls 
his  Miftrefs  divine,  and  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  Eye  j  and 
Biron  in  flat  Terms  denies  thefe  hyperbolical  Praifes.  I  fcarce 
need  hint,  that  our  Poet  commonly  ufcs  corporal,  as  corporeal. 

Vol.  II.  K  Spfd 
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Spyd  a  blojfom  pajjing  fair, 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air  : 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 

All  unfeen,  *gan  pajfage  find ; 

That  the  lover,  feck  to  death > 

Wi/frd  hi?nfelf  the  heavens  breath. 

Air,  (quoth  he)  thy  cheeks  may  blow  $ 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  fo! 

But,  alack,  my  hand  is  fworn, 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  : 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet, 

Touth  fo  apt  to  pluck  a  fweet. 

Do  not  call  it  fen  in  me,  « 

That  I  am  for  fvoorn  for  thee  : 

Thou,  for  whom  ev*n  Jove  voould fvoear^ 

Juno  but  an  Eihiope  voere  ; 

And  deny  himfelf  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 

This  will  I  fend,  and  fomething  elfe  more  plain. 

That  mail,  exprefs  my  true  love's  fafting  pain  ; 

O,  would  the  King,  Biron  and  Longaville, 

Were  lovers  too  !  Ill,  to  example  III, 

Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjur'd  note  : 

For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 
Long.  Dumain,  thy  love  is  far  from  charity, 

That  in  love's  grief  dehVft  fociety  :       [coming  forward. 

You  may  look  pale ;  but  I  mould  blufli,  I  know, 
.To  be  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  you  biufh ;  as  his,  your  cafe  is  fuch  % 

[coming  forward* 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  Maria  ?  Longaville 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile  ; 
Nor  never  lay'd  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart : 
I  have  been  clofely  fhrowded  in  this  bu(h, 
And  markt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufli. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhimes,  obferv'd  your  fafhion ; 
Saw_fighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  paffion. 

Ay 
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*Ay  me !  fays  one ;  O  Jove  !  the  other  cries ; 

Her  hairs  were  gold,  cryftal  the  other's  eyes. 

You  would  for  Paradife  break  faith  and  troth ; 

And  Jo<ve,  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 

What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  lhall  hear 

A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear? 

How  will  he  (corn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? 

How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 

For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 

1  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 
Biron.  Now  Itep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrilie. 

Ah,  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me. 

{coming  forwai 

Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove 

Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moft  in  love  ? 

Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  in  your  tears, 

There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears? 

You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing ; 

Tu(h  ;  none  but  minflrels  like  of  fonnetting. 

But  are  you  not  amam'd?  nay,  are  you  not 

All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'er-fhot  ? 

You  found  his  mote,  the  King  your  mote  did  fee  : 

But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 

O,  what  a  fcene  of  fool'ry  have  I  feen, 

Offighs,  of  groans,  of  forrow,  and  of  teen.? 

O  me,  with  what  ftricl  patience  have  I  fat, 

To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  Knot ! 

To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg, 

And  profound  Solomon  tuning  a  jigg, 

And  Neftor  play  at  pufh-pin  with  the  boys, 

And  Critick  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys  ! 

Where  lyes  thy  grief  ?  O  tell  me,  good  Dumaini 

And  gentle  Longavilky  where  lyes  thy  pain  > 

And  where  my  Liege's  ?  all  about  the  breaft  ? 

A  candle,  hoa! 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft 
j  Are  we  betray 'd  thus  to  thy  over- view? 
|S     Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  by  you. 

h  that  am  honeft  ;  I,  that  hold  it  fin 
j  To- break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in, 
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J  am  betray'd  by  keeping  company 
With  men  like  men,  of  itrange  inconftancy. 
When  (hall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rhime  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
Jn  pruning  me  ?  when  (hall  you  hear,  that  I 
Will  praife  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gate,  a  Hate,  a  brow,  a  breaft,  a  waile, 
A  leg,  a  limb  ? 

King.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  fail  ? 
A  true  man  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo  f 

Biron.  J  poll  from  love;  good  lover,  let  me  go. 

Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Coftard. 

Jaq.  God  blefs  the  King  ? 

King.  What  Prefent  hall  thou  there? 

Cc/L  Some  certain  Treafon. 

King.  What  makes  treafon  here? 

Cofi.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  Sir. 

King.  IF  it  mar  nothing  neither, 
The  treafon  and  you  go  in  peace  away  together. 

Jaq.  Ibefeech  your  Grace,  let  this  letter  be  read, 
Oar  Parfon  mifdoubts  it :  it  was  treafon,  he  faid. 

King.  Biron9  read  it  over.  [He  reads  the  letter. 

Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Jaq.  OfCoJtard. 

King.  Where  had  it  thou  it  ? 

CfiJL  Of  Dun  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 

King.  How  now,  what  is  in  you  ?    why  doft  thou 
tear  i  t  ? 

Biron.  A  toy,  my  Liege,  a  toy :  your  Grace  needs 
not  fear  it. 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  pafTion,  and  therefore  let's 
hear  it. 

Dum.  It  is  Biron^s  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 
Bircn.  Ah,  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  you  were  born 
to  do  me  fhame.  [To  Coftard. 

Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty:  I  cori  fefs,  I  confefs. 
King.  What  ? 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  to  make 
up  the  mefs. 

He, 
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He,  he,  and  you  ;  and  you,  my  liege,  and  I 
Are  pick  purfes  in  love,  and  we  deferve  to  die. 
O,  difmifs  this  Audience,  and  I  (hall  tell  you  more. 

Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 

Biro*.  True,  true ;  we  are  four  : 
Will  thefe  turtles  begone  ? 

King.  Hence,  Sirs,  away. 

Coft.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors  f?ay. 

[Exeunt  Coft.  rfff^Jaquen. 
Biron.  Sweet  lords,  fweet  lovers,  O,  let  us  embrace  : 
As  true  we  are,  as  flefh  and  blood  can  be. 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  will  fhew  his  face  : 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree. 
We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were  born  : 
Therefore  of  all  hands  muft  we  be  forfworn. 

King.  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  Ihew  fome  love  of 
thine  ? 

Bircn.  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  fees  the  heavenly 
Ro fa line. 

That  (like  a  rude  and  favage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  ea(l) 
Bows  not  his  vaffal  head,  and,  ftrucken  blind, 

Rifles  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breaft  ? 
What  peremptory  eagle-  fi gh ted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majefty  ? 

King.  What  aeal,    what  fury,    hath  infpir'd  thee 
now  ? 

My  love  (her  roiftrels)  is  a  gracious  moon  ; 
She  (an  attending  ftar)  fcarce  feen  a  light. 

Bit  on.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron 

O,  b  it  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night. 
Of  all  complexions  theculPd  Sovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  Fair,  in  her  fair  cheek; 
Where  feveral  worthies  make  one  dignity  ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  it  felfdoth  feek. 
Lend  me  the  flourifh  of  all  gentle  tongues  ; 

Fie,  painted  rhetorick  !  O,  (he  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  fale  a  feller's  praifc  belongs : 

She  pafles  praife ;  the  Draife,  too  iliort,  doth  blot. 

K  3  A 
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A  witherM  hermit,  fivefcore  winters  worn, 

Might  (hake  cff  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  : 
Beauty  doth  varnifli  Age,  as  if  new-born, 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy  ; 
G,  'tis  the  fun,  that  maketh  all  things  mine. 
King.  By  heav'n,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine!  (24) 
A  wife  of  mch  wood  were  felicity. 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book, 

That  1  may  fwear,  Beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  ? 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  fo  black  ? 
King.  O  paradox,  black  is  the  badgi  of  hell : 

The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fcowl  of  night;  (25) 
And  beauty's  crefl  becomes  the  heavens  well. 

Biron.   Devils  fconeft  tempt,    refernbling  fplrits  of 
light: 

O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brow  be  deckt, 

Jt  mourns,  that  Painting  and  ufurping  Hair 
Should  ravifh  doters  with  a  falfe  afpeel : 

And  therefore  is  {he  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  Favour  turns  the  fafhion  of  the  days, 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now  ; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  diipraife, 

Paints  it  felf  black  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum.  To  look  like  her,  are  chimney  fweepers  black. 
Long.  And  fmce  her   time,   are  colliers  counted 

bright. 

King.  And  Ethicps  of  their  fweet  complexion  crack. 

(24  Is  Ebony  like  her  f  0  Word  divine!]  This  is  the  Read- 
ing  of  all  the  Editions  that  I  have  feen  :  but  both  Dr.  Thir/by 
and  Mr.  IVcrbuiton  concurr'd  in  reading,  fas  I  had  likewife 
eonjeclur'd )  0  Wood  divine  I 

(25)  —  black  is  the  badge  of  Hell ; 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  School  of  Night. ,]  Black,  being  the 
School  of  Night,  is  a  Piece  of  Myftery  above  my  Compre- 
henfjon.  I  had  guef^d,  it'  mould  be,  the  Stole  of  Night :  but  I 
have  preferr'd  the  Conjecture  of  my  Friend  Mr.  Warburton,  as 
it  comes  nearer  in  Pronunciation  to  the  corrupted  Reading, 
as  well  as  agrees  better  with  the  other  Images, 
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Dum.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  light. 
Biron.  Your  miftreffes  dare  never  come  in  rain, 
For  fear  their  colours  fhould  be  wauYd  away. 
King.  'Twere  good,  yours  did  :  for,  Sir,  to  tell  you 
plain, 

I'll  find  a  fairer  face  not  wafh'd  to  day : 
Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  'till  dooms-day  here; 

King.  No  devilwiil  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  lhe. 
Dam.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  fluff  fo  dear. 
Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love ;  my  foot  and  her  faca 
fee. 

Biron.  O,  if  the  flreefs  were  paved  with  thine  eyes, 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 
Dam.  O  vile  !  then  as  fhe  goes,  what  upward  lies 

The  ftreet  fnould  fee  as  fhe  walktover  head. 
King.  Bat  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat ;  and,  good  Biron,  now 
prove 

Cur  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 

Dum.  Ay,    marry,    there  ;  — •        fome  flattery  for 

this  evil. 

Long.  O,  fome  Authority  how  to  proceed  ; 
Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil. 

Dum.  Some  falve  for  perjury. 

Biron.  O,  'tis  more  than  need. 
Have  at  you  then,  Affection's  Men  at  arms ; 
Confider,  what  you  firft  did  fwear  unto  : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  no  woman  ; 
Flat  treafon  'gainft  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  faft  ?  your  llomachs  are  too  young  ; 
And  abftinence  ingenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy,  (Lords) 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworn  his  book. 
Can  you  ftill  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you, 
Have  found  the  ground  of  Scudy's  excellence. 
Without  the  beau  y  of  a  woman's  face? 
From  womens  eyes  this  dodlrine  1  derive  ; 
They  are  the  ground,  the  book,  the  acade.nies, 
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From  whence  doth  fpring  the  true  Promethean  fire  : 

Why,  universal  plodding  prifons  up  • 

7  he  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries ; 

As  morion  and  long  during  Aclion  tires 

The  fmewy  Vigour  of  the  traveller. 

Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face, 

You  have  in  That  forfworn  the  ufe  of  eyes  j 

Ard  Study  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vow. 

F  or  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 

Teaches  fuch  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 

learning  is  but  an  adjunct  to  our  felf, 

And  where  we  are,  our  Learning  likewife  is, 

Then,  when  cur  felves  we  fee  in  laJies^eyes, 

Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  Learning  there  ? 

O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  fludy,  lords  ; 

And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  b:oks : 

For  when  would  ycu,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you, 

In  leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 

Such  £ery  numbers  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauty's  tutors  have  enricrTd  you  with  ? 

Other  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  j 

And  therefore  finding  barren  praftifers, 

Scarce  ihew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toil. 

But  love,  fifli  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain : 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power ; 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

Jt  adds  a  precious  Seeing  to  the  eye  : 

A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  ! 

A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  loweil  Sound, 

When  the  fufpicious  head  of  thrift  is  ftopt.  (26) 

Love's 

(26)  A  Lover's  Ear  will  bear  the  low  eft  Sound, 
When  the  fufpicious  Head  of  Theft  a  ftofdJ\ 
I  1  avc  ventur-d  to  fubftitute  a  Word  here,   againft  the  Au- 
thority of  h\\  the  printed  Copies.    There  is  no  Ccntraft  of 
Terms,  betwixt  a  Lover  and  a  Thief ;  but  betwixt  a  Loner  and 
a  Man  of  Itrift  there  is  a  remarkable  Antitbefs%    Nor  is  it  tr^js 
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Love's  Feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible, 

Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  (hails. 

Love's  Tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  grofs  inTaftej 

For  Savour,  is  not  Love  a  Hercules, 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hefperides  ?  (27) 

Subtle  as  Sphinx ;  as  fweet  and  mufical 

As  bright  Apollo\  lute,  fining  with  his  hair: 

And  when  Love  fpeaks  the  voice  of  all  the  Gods,  (28) 

Mark,  Heaven  drovvfie  with  the  harmony  ! 

in  Facl,  I  believe,  that  a  Thief \  hardened  to  the  Profeflion,  is 
always  fufpicious  of  being  apprehended  5  but  He  may  fleep  as 
found  as  an  honefter  Man.  But,  according  to  the  Ideas  we 
have  of  a  Mifer,  a  Man  who  makes  Lucre  and  Pelf  his  fole 
Object  and  Purfuit,  his  Sleeps  are  broken  and  difturb'd  with  per- 
petual Apprehenfions  of  being  robbM  of  his  darling  Trea- 
sure :  confequently,  his  Ear  is  upon  the  attentive  Sent,  even 
when  he  fleeps  beft. 

(27)  For  Valour  is  not  Love  a  Hercules. 
Still  climbing  Trees  in  the  Hefperides  ?] 

I  have  here  again  ventured  to  tranfgrefs>  againfV  the  printed 
Books.  The  Poet  is  here  obferving  how  all  the  Senfes  are  re- 
fin'd  by  Love.  But  what  has  the  poor  Senfe  of  Smelling  done, 
not  to  keep  its  Place  among  its  Brethren?  Then  Hercules'*  Va~ 
lour  was  not  in.  climbing  the  Trees,  but  in  attacking  the  Dra- 
gon gardant.  I  rather  think,  the  Poet  meant,  that  Hercules- 
was  allured  by  the  Odour  and  Fragrancy  of  the  golden  Apples. 

(28)  And  when  Love  /peaks,  the  Voice  of  all  the  Gods?< 
Make  Heaven  droivfie  with  the  Harmony."] 

As  this  is  writ  and  pointed  in  all  the  Copies,  there  is  neither 
Senfe,  nor  Concord  j  as  will  be  obvious  to  every  understanding 
Reader.  The  fine  and  eafy  Emendation,  which  I  have  inferted 
in  the  Text,  I  owe  to  my  ingenious  Friend  Mr.  JVarburtoi* 
His  Comment  on  Heaven  being  drozufe  with  the  Harmony  is. 
no  lefs  ingenious  5  and  therefore,  1*11  fubjoin  it  in  his  own 
Words*  "  Mufick,  we  muft  obferve,  in  our  Author's  time 
"  had  a  very  different  Ufe  to  what  it  has  now.  At  prefenf, 
"  it  is  only  employ *d  to  raife  and  infiamt  the  Pafficm  5  then,  to 
"  calm  and  allay  all  kind  of  Perturbations,  And,  agreeable  to 
"  this  Obfervation,  throughout  all  Shakefpeare's  Plays,  where 
"  Mufick  is  either  actually  ufed,  or  its  Power  defcrib'd,  'tis 
u  always  faid  to  be  for  thefe  Ends. 

K  5  Neverr 
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Never  durft  Poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 

Until  his  ink  were  tempered  with  Jove's  fighs ; 

O,  then  his  lines  would  ravifh  favage  ears, 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 

From  womens  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive: 

They  fparkle  ftill  the  right  Promethean  fire, 

They  are  the  books,  the  arts  the  academies, 

That  mew,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  world  j 

Elfe  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent. 

Then  fools  you  were,  thefe  women  to  forfwear  : 

Or,  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 

For  wifdom/s  f<ke  (a  word,  that  all  men  love) 

Or  for  love's  fake,  (a  word ,  that  loves  airmen ;) 

Or  for  mens  fake,  (the  author  of  thefe  women  ;) 

Or  womens  fake,  (by  whom  we  men  are  men  ;) 

Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  our  felves  ; 

Or  elfe  we  lofe  our  felves,  to  keep  our  Oaths. 

It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forfworn, 

For  charity  it  felf  fulfils  the  law  ; 

And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  ? 

King,  Saint  Cupid,  then  !  and,  foldiers,  to  the  field  \ 
Biron.  Advance   your  flandards,   and  upon  them, 
Lords ; 

Pell  mell,  down  with  them ;  but  be  firft  advis'd, 
In  conflict  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plain- dealirg,  lay  thefe  glozes  by  ; 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  Trance? 

King.  And  win  them  too  ;  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  Tents. 

Biron.  Firft,  from  the  Park  let  us  conduct  them  thi- 
ther ; 

Then  homeward  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  irs  fair  mifirefs ;  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  withfome  rlrange  paiiime  folace  them, 
Such  as  the  (hortr.efs  of  the  time  can  fhape : 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hours, 
Forerun  fair  love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King.  Away,  away  !  no  time  (hall  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 


JBiron, 
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Biron.    Allons!    Allons!    fovvn  Cockle  reapM  no 
corn  ;  (29)  . 

And  juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meafure ; 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn ; 

If  fo,  our  copper  buys  -no  better  treafure.  {Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE,    the  Street. 
Enter  Holofernes,  Nathaniel  and  Dull. 

HoiOFE  RNES. 
Q*dtiSi  quod  fufficit. 

^  Nath.  I  praife  God  for  you,  Sir,  your  reafons  at 
dinner  have  been  ftiarp  and  fententious ;  pleafant  with* 
out  Scurrility,  witty  without  affectation,  audacious  with- 
out Impudency,  learned  without  opinion,  and  ftrange 
without  herefy:  I  did  converfe  this  quondam-fay  with  a 
companion  of  the  King's,  who  is  entituled,  nominated, 
or  called,  Don  Adriano  de  Armada. 

Hoi.  No<vi  hominem,  tanquam  te.  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his  difcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his  eye 
ambitious,  his  gate  majeftical,  and  his  general  behaviour 
vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrafonical.  He  is  too  piqued,  too 
fpruce,  too  affe&ed,  too  odd,  as  it  were  ;  too  peregri- 
nate, as  I  may  call  it. 

Nath,  A  moft  fingular  and  choice  epithet. 

[draws  out  his  table  book. 

(29)  Alone,  alone,  fow'd  Cockret,]  The  Editors,  fure,  could 
have  no  Idea  of  this  PafTage.  Biron  begins  with  a  repetition 
in  French  of  what  the  King  had  faid  in  Englijh  j  Aivay,  aivay  ! 
and  then  proceeds  with  a  proverbial  Expreffion,  inciting  them 
to  what  he  had  before  advisM,  from  this  Inference  ;  if  We 
enly  few  Cockle,  ive  jball  never  reap  Corn.  i.  e.  If  we  don't 
take  the  proper  Meafures  for  winning  thefe.  Ladies,  we  Mai!" 
never  atchieve  them,      Mr,  Warbumn* 

HoL 
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Hoi.  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbofity 
finer  than  the  ftaple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  fuch  pha- 
natical  phantafms,  fuch  infociable  and  point  devife  com- 
panions ;  fuch  rackers  of  orthography,  as  do  ipeak  dout 
fine,  when  he  fhould  fay  doubt ;  det,  when  he  mould 
pronounce  debt ;  d,  e,  b,  t ;  not  d,  e,  t :  he  clepeth  a 
calr,  cauf:  half,  hauf :  neighbour  vacatur  nebour; 
neigh  abbreviated  ne :  this  is  abominable,  which  we 
would  call  abhominable:  (30)  it  infinuateth  me  of  In- 
fanie .  Ne  inteiligis,  Domine,  to  make  frantick,  lu- 
natkk  ? 

Nath.  Laus  deo,  bone,  tntelligo. 

Hoi.  Bone?    bone,  for  bene  ;  Prifcian  a  little 

fcratcrTd ;  'twill  ferve. 

Enter  Armado,  Moth  and  Cofard* 

Nath.  Videfne  quis  wenit  ? 
Hoi.  Video,  £sf  gaudco. 
Ar?n.  Chirra. 

Hoi.  Quare  Chirra,  not  Sirrah  ? 

(3c)  It  infinuateth  mt  of  infamy:   Ne  intclligis,  Dcmine> 

to  make  faniick,  lur.atick? 
J\ratb.  Laus  Deo,  bene  intelligo. 

Hoi.  Borne  boon  for  boon  Prefcian  ;  a  little  Scratch,  'twill 
fcrvt.]  This  Flay  is  certainly  none  of  the  beft  in  it  felf,  bur. 
the  Editors  have  been  fo  very  happy  in  making  it  worfe  by 
their  Indolence,  that  they  have  left  me  Augcais  Stable  to 
clean fe  :  and  a  Man  had  need  have  the  Strength  of  a  Hercules 
to  heave  out  all  their  Rubbifo.  But  to  Buftnefs  ;  Why  fhould  /«- 
famy  be  explairfd  by  making  franrick,  lur.atick  f  It  is  plain  and 
obvious  that  the  Poet  intended,  the  Pedant  mould  coin  an  un- 
couth affected  Word  here,  infanie  from  infania  of  the  Latines, 
Then,  what  a  Piece  of  unintelligible  Jargon  have  thtfe  learned 
Oiticks  given  us  for  Latine?  I  think,  I  may  venture  to  affirm, 
I  have  rtflor'd  the  PalTage  to  its  true  Purity. 

Nath.  Laus  Deo,  bone,  intelligo. 
The  Curate,  addretfing  with  Complaifance  his  brother  Pedant, 
fays,  bc??e,  to  him,  as  we  frequently  in  Terence  find  bore  Vir  5 
but  the  Pedant  thinking,  he  had  miftaken  the  Adverb,  thus 
dtfeants  on  it. 

Bone?  bone  for  bene*.  Prifcian  a  little  ferateb'd :  *  twill  ferve •;. 

Alluring  to  the  common  Phrafe,  Diminuis  Prifciani  caput,  ap- 
ply'd  to  fuch  as  fpeak  falfe  Latine, 
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Arm,  Men  of  Peace,  well  encountred. 

Hoi.  Moft  military  Sir,  falutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  language?, 
and  ftole  the  fcraps. 

Coft.  O,  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  Alms- basket  of 
words.  I  marvel,  thy  matter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a 
word ;  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head  as  honori- 
ficabilitudinitatibus :  thou  art  eaiier  fwallow'd  than  a 
flap  dragon. 

Moth.  Peace,  the  peal  begins. 

^r?n.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  lettered  ? 

Moth.  Yes,  ye  ,  he  teaches  boys  the  horn  book  : 
What  is  A  B  fpelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his  head? 

Hoi.  Bi,  pueritia,  with  a  horn  added. 

Moth.  Ba,  moll  filly  fheep,  with  a  horn.  You  hear 
his  learning. 

Hoi.  £his>  quisy  thou  confonant  ? 

Moth.  The  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat 
them  ;  or  the  fifth,  if  J.  (31) 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  I.  

Moth.  The  flieep  ;  the  other  two  concludes  it,  o,  u. 

Jlr?n.  Now  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  Mcditerraneum% 
a  fweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit ;  fnip,  fnap,  quick 
and  home  ;  it  rejoiceth  my  intellect ;  true  wit. 

Moth.  Offer'd  by  a  child  to  an  old  man :  which  is 
wit  old. 

Hoi.  What  is  the  figure  I  what  is  the  figure  ? 

Moth.  Horns. 

Hoi.  Thou  difputeft  like  an  infant ;  go,  whip  thy 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will 

whip 

(31)  The  laft  of  the  five  Vowels,  if  you  repeat  them  \  or  tig 
fifth  if  I: 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  them)  a,  e,  I.  

Moth.  The  Sheep  :  the  other  two  concludes  it  out.]  Wonder- 
ful Sagacity  again!  All  the  Editions  agree  in  this  Reading; 
but  is  not  the  loft,  and  the  fifth ,  the  fame  Vowel?  Tho*  my 
Corre&ion  reftores.  but  a  poor  Conundrum,  yet  if  it  reftorcs  tb& 
Poet's  Meaning  it  is  the  Duty  of  an  Editor  to  trace  him  in 

his 
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whip  about  your  infamy  {32)  circum  circa ;  a  gigg  of  a 
cuckold's  horn. 

G?/?.  An'  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou 
fhouldft  have  it  to  buy  ginger- bread  ;  hold,  there  is 
the  very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mafter,  thou  half- 
penny purfe  of  wit,  thou  pidgeon  egg  of  difcretion. 
O,  that  the  heav'ns  were  fo  pleafed,  that  thou  wert  but 
my  baftard !  what  a  joyful  father  wouldft  thou  make 
me?  go  to,  thou  halt  it  ad  dunghill;  at  the  fingers' 
ends,  as  they  fay. 

Hoi.  Oh,  I  fmell  falfe  latine,  dunghill  for  unguem. 

Arm.  Arts- man,  prteambula  ;  we  will  be  fingled  from 
the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  yoiith  at  the  charge  - 
houfe  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  ? 

Hoi.  Or,  Mons  the  hill. 

Arm.  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  for  the  mountain. 
Hoi.  I  do,  fans  que f  ion. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King's  mofi  fweet  pleafure  and 
affe&ion,  to  congratulate  the  Princefs  at  her  Pavilion, 
in  the  pofteriors  of  this  day,  which  the  rude  multitude 
call  the  afternoon. 

Hoi.  The  fofterior  of  the  day,  moft  generous  Sir,  is 
liable,  congruent,  and  meafurable  for  the  afternoon :  the 
word  is  well  cull'd,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt,  I  do  affure 
you,  Sir,  I  do  allure. 

Arm  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  gentleman,  and  my  fa- 
miliar ;  I  do  affure  ye,  my  very  good  friend ;  for  what 

is  inward  between  us,  let  it  pafs         I  do  befeech  thee, 

remember  thy  curtefie  —  I  befeech  thee,  apparel  thy 

head,  and  among  other  importunate  and  mod  ferious 

defigns,  and  of  great  import  indeed  too  ■ —  but  let  that 
pafs :  for  I  muft  tell  thee,  it  will  pleafe  his  Grace 

his  loweft  Conceits.  By,  O,  U,  Moth  would  mean- -Oh,  You, 
— -i.  e.  You  are  the  Sheep  ftill,  either  way  ;  no  Matter,  which 
of  Us  repeats  them. 

(32)  I  will  whip  about  your  Infamy  unum  cita  ;]  Here  again 
all  the  Editions  give  us  Jargon  initead  of  Latine.  But  Moth 
would  certainly  mean,  circum  circa:  i.  e.  about  and  about: 
tho*  it  may  be  defign'd,  he  mould  miftake  the  Terms, 

(by 
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(by  the  world)  fometime  to  lean  upon  my  poor  moulder, 
and  with  his  royal  ringer  thus  dally  with  my  excrement, 
with  my  muirachio  ;  but  Tweet  heart,  let  that  pafs.  By 
the  world,  I  recount  no  fable ;  fome  certain  fpecial  ho- 
nours it  pleafeth  his  Greatnefs  to  impart  to  Armado,  a 
foidier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  feen  the  world ;  but 

let  that  pafs  the  very  all  of  all  is  -but  fweet 

heart,  1  do  implore  fecrecy  ■  that  the  King  would 

have  me  prefent  the  Princefs  (fweet  chuck)  with  fome  de- 
lightful oftentation,  or  mow,  or  pageant,  or  antick,  or 
fire-work.  Now,  undemanding  that  the  Curate  and 
your  fweet  felf  are  good  at  fuch  eruptions,  and  fudden 
breaking  out  of  mirth,  (as  it  were)  I  have  acquainted 
you  withal,  to  the  end  to  crave  your  alMance. 

Hoi  Sir,  you  lhall  prefent  before  her  the  nine  Wor- 
thies. Sir,  as  concerning  fome  entertainment  of  time, 
fome  mow  in  the  pofterior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendred 
by  our  aliiftants  at  the  King's  command,  and  this  moll 
gallant,  illuftrate  and  learned  gentleman,  before  the 
Princefs  :  I  fay,  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the  nine 
Worthies. 

Nath.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough  to 
prefent  them  ? 

Hoi.  Jojbua,  your  felf;  this  gallant  man,  Judas  Ma- 
cabeus ;  this  fwain  (becaufe  of  his  great  limb  or  joint) 
mall  pafs  Pompcy  the  great ;  and  the  page,  Hercules. 

Arm.  Pardon,  Sir,  error:  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  Worthy's  thumb ;  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end 
of  his  club. 

Hoi.  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  lhall  prefent  Hercules 
in  minority:  his  Enter  and  Exit  fhall  be  Itrangling  a 
fnake ;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that  purpofe. 

Moth.  An  excellent  device:  for  if  any  of  the  au- 
dience hifs,  you  may  cry  ;  "  well  done,  Hercules,  now 
"  thou  cruftiell  the  fnake that  is  the  way  to  make 
an  offence  gracious,  tho'  few  have  the  grace  to  do  it. 

Arm.  For  the  relt  of  the  Worthies,— 

Hoi.  I  will  play  three  my  felf. 

Moth.  Thrice  worthy  gentleman! 

Arm.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 
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HoL  We  attend. 

Arm,  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  Antick. 

I  befeech  you,  follow. 

HoL  Via !  good  man  Dull,  thou  haft  fpoken  no  word 
all  this  while.. 

Dull.  Nor  underftood  none  neither,  Sir. 

HoL  Allons ;  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fo:  or  I  will 
play  on  the  taber  to  the  Worthies,  and  let  them  dance 
the  hay 

HoL  Moft  dull,  honeft,  Dull,  to  our  Sport  away. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE,  before  the  Princess  Pavilion. 

Enter  Prir.cefs,  and  Ladies, 

Prin.  QWeet  hearts,  we  mall  be  rich  ere  we  depart, 
»J  If  Fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 

A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds !  

Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  King. 

Rof.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  That  ? 
Prin.   Nothing  but  this  ?   yes,   as   much   love  in 
rhyme, 

As  would  be  cranVd  up  in  a  meet  of  paper. 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all ; 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid  $  name. 

Rof.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  God-head  wax, 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy. 

Catb.  Ay,  and  a  mrewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Rof   You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him  ;  he  khTd 
your  jifter. 

Catb.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad  and  heavy, 
And  fo  Ihe  died  ;  had  (he  been  light,  like  you, 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  fpirit, 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  fhe  dy'd. 
And  fo  may  you ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Rof  What's  your  dark  meaning,  moufe,   of  this 
light  word  ? 

Cath.  A  light  condition,  in  a  beauty  dark,. 

Rof 
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Rof.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 
Catb.  You'll  marr  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  muff: 
Therefore  Til  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Rof.  Look  what  you  do  ;  and  do  it  Hill  i'  th'  dark. 
Catb.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 
Rof  Indeed,  I  weigh  not  you  ;  and  therefore  light. 
Catb.  You  weigh  me  not  j  O,  that's,  you  care  not 
for  me. 

Rcf  Great  reafon  ;  for  pan1  Cure  is  itill  paftCare.  (33) 

Prin.  Well  bandied  both  ;  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'd. 
But,  Rofaline,  you  have  a  Favour  too : 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it? 

Rcf.  I  would  you  knew. 
And  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great  ;  be  witnefs  this. 
Nay,  I  have  verfes  too,  I  thank  Bhon. 
The  numbers  true  ;  and  were  the  numbring  too, 
I  were  the  faireft  Goddefs  on  the  ground, 
i  am  compared  to  twenty  thoufand  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  my  picture  in  his  letter. 

Prin.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Rof  Much  in  the  letters,  nothing  in  the  praife. 
Prin.  Beauteous  as  ink  5  a  good  conclusion. 
Catb.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy  book. 
Rof  Ware  pencils.    How  ?  let  me  not  die  your 
debtor, 

My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter. 

O,  that  your  face  were  not  fo  full  of  Oes ! 

Catb.  Pox  of  that  jeft,  and  I  beihrew  all  Ihrews :  (34) 

(33)  fir  pajl  Care  is  fill faft  Cure.]  The  Tranfpofitidn 

which  I  have  made  in  the  two  Words,  Care  and  Cure,  is  by  the 
Direction  of  the  ingenious  Dr.  Thirty.  The  Reafon  fpeaks  for 
itfelf. 

(34)  Prin.  Pcrx  of  that  jeft,  and  I  hejhreno  all  Shrews. 

As  the  Princefs  has  behav'd  with  great  Decency  all  along  hi- 
therto, there  is  no  Reafon  to  be  aflign'd  why  (he  mould  flart 
all  at  orce  into  this  courfe  Dialect.  But  I  am  perfuaded,  the 
Editors  only  have  made  her  go  out  of  Character.  In  (hort, 
Rofaline  and  Catharine  are  rallying  one  another  without  Re- 
j  ferve  ;  and  to  Catharine  this  firit  Line  certainly  belong'd, 
«  and  therefore  I  have  ventured  once  more  to  put  her  in  pofiefTion 
Qt  it.  Print 
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Prin.  But  what  was  fent  to  you  from  fair  Dumainef 

Cath.  Madam,  this  glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain? 

Cath.  Yes,  Madam    and  moreover, 
Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a  faithful  lover. 
A  huge  tranflation  of  hypocrifie, 
Vildly  compile,  profound  fimplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fent  Longavile  % 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  lefs'j  doft  thou  not  wifh  in  heart, 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  fhort? 

Mar.  Ay$  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 

Prin.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  for't. 

Rof.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mocking  fo. 
That  fame  Biron  V\\  torture,  ere  I  go. 
O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th'  week  ! 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek, 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferve  the  times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  rhimes, 
And  fhape  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefts, 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  with  jefts  \ 
So  Pedant  like  would  I  o'erfway  his  Mate,  (35) 
That  he  mould  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Prin.   None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they  are 
catch'd, 

As  wit  turn'd  fool ;  folly,  in  wifdom  hatched, 
Hath  wifdonVs  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool ; 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Rof,  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  in  fuch  excefs, 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 

(35)  So  pertaunt  like  would  J  o'er/way  bis  State,]  If  the  Edi- 
tors are  acquainted  with  this  Word,  and  can  account  for  the 
Meaning  of  it,  their  Induftry  has  been  more  fuccefsful  than 
mine,  for  1  can  no  where  trace  it.  So  pedant-//**,  as  I  have 
ventured  to  replace  in  the  Text,  makes  very  good  Senfe,  /.  e.  in 
fuch  lordly,  controlling,  manner  would  I  bear  Myfelf  over 
him,  Sec.  What  Biron  fays  of  a  Pedant,  towards  the  Conclufion 
of  the  2d  Act,  countenances  this  Conjecture. 
A  domineering  Pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Tban  whom  no  Mortal  trnre  magnificent. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Folly  in  fools,  bears  not  fo  ftrong  a  note, 
As  fooPry  in  the  wife,  when  wit  doth  dote  : 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  fimplicity. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prtn.  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.  O,  I  am  ftabb'd  with  laughter;  where's  her 
Grace  ? 

Trin.  Thy  news,  Boyet  ? 

Boyet.  Prepare,  Madam,  prepare. 
Arm,  wenches,  arm  ;  Encounters  mounted  are 
Againft  your  peace ;  love  doth  approach  difguis'd, 
Armed  in  arguments ;  you'll  be  furpriz'd. 
Mutter  your  wits,  Hand  in  your  own  defence, 
Or  hide  your  heads  l;ke  coward?,  and  fly  hence. 

Br  in.  Saint  Dennis,  to  faint  Cupid  !  what  are  they, 
That  charge  their  breath  againft  us?  fay,  fcout,  fay. 

Boyet.  Under  the  cool  made  of  a  fycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fome  half  an  hour  j 
When,  lo  !  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  Reft, 
Toward  that  made,  I  might  behold,  addreft. 
The  King  and  his  companions ;  warily 
I  ftole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by  ; 
And  over-heard,  what  you  mall  over-hear  : 
That,  by  and  by,  difguis'd  they  will  be  here* 
Their  Herald  is  a  pretty  knaviih  Page, 
That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  embaffage. 
Action  and  accent  did  they  teach  him  there; 
Thus  mull  thou  fpeak,  and  thus  thy  body  bears 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 
Prefence  majeftical  would  put  him  out : 
For.  quoth  the  King,  an  Angel  (halt  thou,  fee ; 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioufly. 
The  boy  reply'd,  an  Angel  is  not  evil  ; 
I  mould  have  fear'd  her,  had  ihe  been  a  Devil.  — 
With  that  all  laugh 'd,  and  clap'd  him  on  the  moulder, 
Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 
One  rubbM  his  elbow  thus,  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore, 
A  better  fpeech  was  never  fpoke  before. 

Ano- 
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Another  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 
Cry'd,  %fiaf  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come; 
The  third  he  caper'd  and  cry'd,  all  goes  well  : 
The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 
With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 
With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound, 
That  in  this  frleen  ridicu'ous  appears, 
To  check  their  folly,  pafTion's  fo'emn  tears. 

Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 
Boyet.  They  do,  they  do  ;  and  are  apparell'd  thus,. 
Like  Mufccvifcs,  or  Ruffians,  as  I  guefs. 
Their  purpofe  is  to  parley,  court  and  dance ; 
And  every  one  his  love- feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  fev'ral  miftrefs ;  which  they'll  knew 
By  favours  fev'ral,  which  they  did  bellow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  fo  ?  the  gallants  fhall  be  taskt; 
For,  ladies,  we  wi  1  every  one  be  maskt  : 
And  not  a  man  of  them  (hall  have  the  grace, 
Defpight  of  fuite,  to  fee  a  lady's  face. 
Hold,  Rofaline  5  this  favour  thou  malt  wear, 
And  then  the  King  will  crurt  thee  for  his  Dear : 
Hold,  take  you  this,  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine; 
So  mall  Biron  take  me  for  Rofaline. 
And  change  your  Favours  too  ;  fo  mall  your  Loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  thefe  removes. 

Rof  Come  on  then,  wear  the  Favours  moft  in  fight. 
Cath.  But  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 
Prin  Th'  erTecl  of  my  intent  is  to  crofs  theirs  ; 
They  do  it  but  in  mccking  merriment. 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  councils  they  unbofom  fhall 
To  loves  miftook,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  we  n.eet, 
With  vifages  difplay'd,  to  talk  and  greet. 

Rof.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't  ? 
Prin.  No  ;  to  the  death,  we  will  not  move  a  foot  *, 
Nor  to  their  pen'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace : 
But  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyet.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  Speaker  Y 
heart, 

And 
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And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  Part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it ;  and  I  maki  no  doubt, 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  Sport,  as  Sport  by  Sport  o'erthrovvn  ; 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  ; 
So  (hall  we  flay,  mocking  intended  game ; 
And  they,  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  fhame.  [Sound. 

Beyet.  The  trumpet  founds  j  be  inaskt,  the  maskers 
come. 

E?iler  the  King,   Biron,  Longavil.'e,  Dumain,  and  at- 
tendants, difguis'd  like  Mofcovites ;  Moth  with 
Mufecky  as  for  a  majqucrade. 

Moth.  All  bdiiy  the  richefi  beauties  on  the  earth  ! 

Boyet,  Beauties,  no  richer  than  rich  taffata.  (36) 

Moth,  d  holy  parcel  of  the  fair  efi  dames, 
That  ever  turnd  their  hacks  to  mortal  evjeeWs. 

[The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him, 

Biron.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.  That  ever  turnd  their  eyes  to  mortal  views. 
Out  

Biron.  True  ;  but,  indeed . 

Moth.  Out  of  jour  favours,  heavnly  Spirits,  vonchfaft 
Not  to  behold. 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun-beamed  eyes  — — • 
With  your  fun-beamed  eyes  — — 

Boyet.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  epithete ; 
You  were  bell  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

RTotb.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me 
out. 

(36)  Biron.  Beauties,  no  richer  than  rich  Taffata.']  i.  e.  The 
Taffata  Masks  they  wore  to  conceal  Themfdves.  All  the  Edi- 
tors concur  to  give  this  Line  to  Biron  j  but,  furely,  very  ab- 
furdly  -y  for  he's  One  of  the  zealous  Admirers,  and  hardly  would 
make  fuch  an  Inference.  Boyet  is  fneering  at  the  Parade  of 
their  Addrefs,  is  in  the  fecret  of  the  Ladies*  Stratagem,  and 
makes  himfelf  Sport  at  the  Abfurdity  of  their  Proem,  in  com- 
plimenting their  Beauty,  when  they  were  mask'd,  It  therefore 
comes  from  him  with  the  utmoit  Propriety, 

Biron. 
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Biron.  Is  this  your  perfeSnefs  ?  be  gone,  you  rogue. 
Rof.  What  would  thefe  Grangers  ?  know  their  minds, 

Boyet. 

If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'tis  our  Will 
That  fome  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes* 
Know,  what  they  would. 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  Princefs  ? 

Biron,  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle. visitation. 

Rof.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boyet.  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rof.  Why,  That  they  have  ;  and  bid  them  fo  be 
gone. 

Boyet.  She  fays,  you  have  it ;  and  you  may  be  gone. 
King.  Say  to  her,  we  have  meafur'd  many  miles, 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  heron  the  grafs. 

Boyet.  They  fay,  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a 
mile, 

To  tread  a  meafure  with  you  on  this  grafs. 

Rof  It  is  not  fo.    Ask  them,  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile  :  if  they  have  meafur'd  many, 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eaiily  told. 

Boyet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  miles, 
And  many  miles ;  the  Princefs  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  inches  doth  fill  up  one  mile  ? 

Biron.  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fteps. 

Boyet.  She  hears  herfelf. 

Rof  How  many  weary  fteps 
Of  many  weary  miles,  you  have  o'ergone, 
Are  number'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you  ; 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  Hill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  fhew  the  funlhine  of  your  face, 
That  we  (like  lavages)  may  worfhip  it. 

Rof.  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  Blefied  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do. 
Vouchfafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefe  thy  ftars,  to  mine 
(Thofe  clouds  remov'd)  upon  our  watery  eyne. 

Rof.  O  vain  petitioner,  beg  a  greater  matter ; 
Thou  now  re^ueft'ft  but  moon-ftiine  in  the  water. 

King. 
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King.   Then   in  our  meafure  vouchfafe  but  one 
change  ; 

Thou  bicTlt  me  beg,  this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 

Rof.  Play,  mufick,  then  ;  nay,  you  mull  do  it  Toon. 
Not  yet  ?  no  dance?  thus  change  I,  like  the  moon. 

King.    Will  you  not  dance  ?  how  come  you  thus 
eftrang'd  ? 

Rof.  You  took  the  moon  at  full,  but  now  fhe's 
chang'd. 

King.  Yet  Hill  me  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  mufick  plays,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it. 
Rof.  Our  ears  vouchfafe  it. 
King.  But  your  legs  mould  do  it. 
Rof.  Since  you  are  Grangers,  and  come  here  by 
chance, 

We'll  not  be  nice;  take  hands ;  we  will  not  dance. 

King.  Why  take  you  hands  then ! 

Rof.  Only  to  part  friends ; 
Curt'fie,  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 

King.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure ;  be  not  nice. 

Rof,  We  can  aiford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price. 

King.  Prize  yourfelves  then  ;  what  buys  your  com- 
pany ? 

Rof.  Your  abfence  only. 
King.  That  can  never  be. 
Rof.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought ;  and  fo,  adieu ; 
Twice  to  your  vifor,  and  half  once  to  you. 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 
Rof  In  private  then. 
King.  I  am  bell  pleas'd  with  That. 
Biron.  White  handed  miftrefs,  one  fweet  word  with 
thee. 

Prin.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  (ugar,  there  is  three. 
Biron.  Nay  then,  two  treys ;  and  if  you  grow  fo 
nice, 

Methegline,  wort,  and  malmfey ;  well  run,  dice : 

There's  half  a  dozen  fweets. 

Prin.  Seventh  fweet,  adieu ; 
Since  you  can  cog,  Til  play  no  more  with  you. 

Biron,  One  word  in  iecftt, 

Prin. 
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'Prht.  Let  it  not  be  fvveet. 
Biron.  Thou  griev'ft  my  gall. 

Prin.  Gall?  bitter.  

Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

Dum  Will  you  voticfefefe  with  me  to  change  a  word  ? 

Mar.  Name  it. 

Du?n.  Fair  lady,  

Mar.  Say  you  fo  ?  fair  lord  : 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dum.  Pleafe  it  you ; 
As  much  in  private  ;  and  Til  bid  adieu. 

Cath.  What,  was  your  vizor  made  without  a  tongue? 

Long,  I  know  the  reafon,  lady,  wh^  you  ask. 

Cath.  O,  for  your  reafon!  quickly,  Sir;  I  long. 

Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  mask, 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vizor  half. 

Cath.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutch  man  ;  is  not  veal  a 
calf? 

Long.  A  calf,  fair  lady  ? 
Cath.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 
Long.  Let's  part  the  word. 
Cath.  No,  I'll  not  be  your  half ; 
Take  all,  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look,  how  you  butt  yourfelf  in  thefe  fharp 
mocks ! 

Will  you  give  horns,  chalte  hdy  ?  do  not  fo. 

Cath.  Then  die  a  calf,  before  your  horns  do  grow. 
Long.  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 
Cath.  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry. 
Boyet.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keen 

As  is  the  razor's  edge,  invincible, 
Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  than  may  be  feen: 
Above  the  fenfe  of  fenfe,  fo  fenfible 
Seemeth  their  conference,  their  conceits  have  wings ; 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  iwifter 
things. 

Ho/.  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids ;  break  off", 
break  off. 

Biron,  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  feoff.— — ■ 

King,  . 
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King.  Farewel,  mad  wenches ;  you  have  finrple  wits. 

p  •    t      *     i •  tB&uti t  Khg,ma 'Lord!. 
Prin .  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mu/anitts. 
Are  theie  the  Breed  of  wits  fo  wondred  at  > 

Tapers  they  are,  with  your  ftveet  breaths 
pu ft  out. 

Rof.    Weil-liking  wits   they  have  ;   grofs,    grofs  ; 
rat,  rat, 

tt-m,'7'?'  °  Poverty  in  vvit>  ki"g'7  poor  flout  ' 

V  ill  they  not  (think  you)  hang  themfelves  to-ir^ht  ? 

Ur  ever,  but  m  vizors,  (hew  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  countenance  quite 
_E ofiO  !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes.* 
King  ^«  weeping- ripe  for  a  good  word. 
Biron  did  fwear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit 

Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  fervice,  and.  his  fword  ■ 
i^o  J^r/  quoth  I  ;  my  fervant  ftrait  was  mute  * 

c^.  Lord  LongavilU  faid,  I  came  o'er  his  he-rt  • 
And,  trow  you,  what  he  call'd  me  ?  a 

Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Catb.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prin,  Go,  ficknefs  as  thou  art  I 

RoJ .  Well ,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  ftatute-caos 
But  will  you  hear  ?  the  King  is  my  love  fworn.  ? 

Pnn.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  to  me. 

iff     tV   Long*™lle  was  for  my  fervice  bom 

p      DJtmain  1S  mine>  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree 

hoyet  Madam,  and  pretty  miflreiTes,  give  ear  ■ 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  ihapes;  for  ircan  never  be, 
They  will  digeft  this  harm  indignity. 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 

2ty*.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows; 
And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows : 
Therefore  change  Favours  ;  and,  when  they  uralr 
Blow,  like  fweet  rofes,  in  this  fummer  air  1 

Pnn.  How,  blow?  how,  blow?  fpeak  to  be  under- 
itood. 

Bojet.  Fair  ladies,  maskt,  are  rofes  in  their  bud  ;  * 
II.  L  0r 
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Or  an^el-veiling  clouds  :  are  rofes  blown, 
Difmaskt,  their  damask  fweet  Commixture  fhewn. 

prim.  Avaunt,  perplexity  !  what  {hall  we  do, 
If  they  return  in  their  own  fhapes  to  woo  ?  § 

Rof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advised, 
Let's  mock  them  trill,  as  well  known,  as  difguis  d  ; 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Difeuis'd,  like  MuJ twites,  in  fhapelefs  gear  ; 
And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 
Their  mallow  Shows,  and  Prologue  vilely  pen  d, 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous, 
Should  be  prefented  at  our  Tent  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw,  the  Gallant*  are  at  hand. 

Prim.  Whip  to  our  Tents,  as  roes  run  o  er  the  land. 

*  fi         r  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE,   before    the   Princefs's  Pavilion. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Dumain, 
in  their  own  habits ;  Boyet  meeting  them. 

King. 

A I  R  Sir,  God  fave  you  !  Where's  the  Princefs  ? 

Boyet.  Gone  to  her  Tent.  r*w5r* 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  command  me  any  iervice 
to  her  ?  _  j 

King.  That  {he  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one ,  word. 
Boyet.  I  will ;  and  fo  will  (he,  I  know,  my  lord.  \Extt. 
Biron.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pidgeons  peas ; 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleale; 
He  is  wit's  pedlar,  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes  and  waffals,  meetings  markets,  fairs  : 
And  we  that  fell  by  grofs,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  Ihow. 
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This  Gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  fleeve: 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve 

That  kift  awa}r  hls  hand  in  courtefie  ; 

TK  \  "  uC  aP°f  f0rm'  MonfieUr  the  nice, 
That  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms;  nay,  he  can  fine 
A  mean  moft  mainly  ;  and,  in  u(herin|, 
Mend  him  who  can  ;  the  ladies  call  him  Aveet; 
The  flam,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kifs  his  feet 
Th»M  the  flower,  that  fmiles  on  everyone, 

And  Zf     teeth\aS  White  35  whaIe  Ws  bone.  . 

And  confluences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt 

Pay  hlm  the  due  of  honey- tongu'd  Bovet 

K,ng.  A  blifter  on  his  Aveet  tongue  with  mv  heart 

That  put  Armados  Page  out  of  his  Pan »      Y  ' 
Enter  the  Prince/,,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catharine, 
Jioyet,  and  attendants. 

• Biron'  sthourhere  k  comes;  behaw°ur' what 

A  »  fr?  thee  ?  and  what  a»  *ou  now  i 
Ktng.  All  hail,  fweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of  day ' 
/W  Fair  m  all  hail  is  foul,  as  I  concede        }  ' 

Co"ft/«e  my  fpeeches  better, 
iV,*  Then  wilh  me  better,  I  will  give  you  leave 
K,ng.  We  come  to  yifit  you,  and  purfofenow 

King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  That  Jh\rh 

The.ertue  of  your  ey'e  mul  ^M"** ' 
*W  Voiimck-name  yirtue;  yice  ^uSd  have 

A  world  of  1 

I  wouM    '''en's  though  1  mould  endure, 
I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  gueft  • 


hz  So 
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So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heav'nly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 

King,  O,  you  have  liv'd  in  defolation  here, 
Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  fhame. 

Prin.  Not  fo,  my  lord ;  it  is  not  fo,  I  fwear  ; 
We  have  had  paftimes  here,  and  pleafant  game. 
A  mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 

King.  How,  Madam  ?  Ruffians  ? 

Prin.  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord ; 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtfhip,  and  of  ftate. 

Rof.  Madam,  fpcak  true.    It  is  not  fo,  my  lord  : 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days)  v 
Jn  courtefie  gives  undeferving  praife. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
Jn  Ruffian  habit :  here  they  flay'd  an  hour, 
And  talk'd  apace  ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
T  dare  not  call  them  fools  ;  but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirlly,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

Biron.  This  jefi  is  dry  to  me.    Fair,  gentle,  fweet, 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifh  ;  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  bell  feeing  heaven's  rlery  eye, 
By  light  we  lofe  light ;  your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  as  to  your  huge  llore 
Wife  things  feem  foolihh,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Rof.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich  ;  for  in  my  eye — 

£  irony  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 

Rof.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 

Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  poffefs. 

Rof.  All  the  fool  mine  ? 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 

Rof.  Which  of  the  vizors  was  it,  that  you  wore? 

Biron.  Where  ?  when  ?  what  vizor  ?  why  demand 
you  this  ? 

Rof   There,    then,    that   vizor,    that  fuperfluous 
Cafe, 

That  hid  the  worfe,  and  (hevv'd  the  better  face. 

King,  We  are  defcried  :  they'll  mock  us  now  down- 
right. 

Duni* 
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Dum.  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft. 
Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord  ?  why  looks  your  Highnefs 
fad? 

Rof.  Help,  hold  his  brows,  he'll  fwoon  :  why  look 
you  pale  ? 
Sea- Tick,  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy. 

Biron,  Thus  pour  the  ftars  down  plagues  for  Perjury, 
Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  ? 
Here  fiand  J,  lady,  dart  thy  skill  at  me  ; 

Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flour* 
Thruft  thy  (harp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  5 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wifh  thee  never  more  to  dance, 
Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  habit  wait. 

0  !  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  pen'd, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool- boy's  tongue  ; 
Nor  never  come  in  vizor  to  my  friend, 

Nor  woo  in  rhime,  like  a  blind  harper's  fong. 
Taffata-phrafes,  fitken  terms  precife, 

Three  pil'd  hyperboles,  fpruce  affectation* 
Figures  pedantical,  thefe  fummer- flies, 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot-oflentation  : 

1  do  forfwear  them  ;  and  I  here  pro'teft, 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  white  the  hand,  God: 
knows !) 

Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  (hall  be  expreft 

In  ruffe t  yeas,  and  hone  ft  kerfie  noes  : 
And  to  begin,  wench,  (fo  God  help  me,  law  !) 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw, 

Rof.  Sans,  fans,  I  pray  you. 

Biron.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage:  bear  with  me,  I  am  fick. 
riHeave  it  by  degrees :  foft,  let  us  fee; 
Write,  Lord  ha<ve  mercy  on  us,  on  thofe  three; 
They  are  infected,  in  their  hearts  it  lyes ; 
They  have  the  plague,  and  cayght  it  of  your  eyes :: 
Thefe  lords  are  viiited,  you  are  not  free  ; 
For  the  lord's  tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 

BrJn.  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  thefe  tokens 
to,  us. 
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Biron.  Our  flares  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us. 

Rof.  h  is  not  fo  ;  for  how  can  this  be  true, 
That  you  Hand  forfeit,  being  thofe  thatfue? 

Biron.  Peace,  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Rof  Nor  mall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron.  Speak  fcr  yourfelves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

King.  Teach  us,  fweet  Madam,  for  our  rude  Tranf- 
greilon 
£ome  fair  excufe. 

Prin.  The  faireft  is  confeflion. 
Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  difguis'd? 

King,  Madam,  I  was.  s 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King.  I  was,  fair  Madam. 

P?in.  When  you  then  were  here, 
What  did  you  whifper  in  your  lady's  ear? 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  refpefl  her. 

Prin.  When  fhe  mail  challenge  this,  you  will  reject 
her. 

King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no. 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear  : 
Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfwear. 

King.  Defpife  me,  when  1  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.  Rofa/ine, 
What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear  ? 

Rof.  Madam,  he  fwore,  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-fight ;  and  did  value  me 
.Above  this  world;  adding  thereto,  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lover. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him!  the  noble  lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word  ! 

King.  What  mean  you,  Madam  ?  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  never  fwore  this  lady  fuch  an  oath. 

Rof.  By  heav'n,  you  did  ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this :  but  take  it,  Sir,  again. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this,  to  th1  Princefs  I  did  give ; 
J  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  this  jewel  did  Hie  wear, 
And  lord  Biron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  Dear. 
What  ?  will  you  have  me?  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron. 
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Biroft.  Neither  of  either  :  I  remit  both  twain, 
J  fee  the  trick  on't  ;  here  was  a  confent, 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment) 
To  dam  it,  like  a  Chrijlmas  comedy. 
Some  carry- tale,  Tome  pleafe-man,  fome  flight  zany. 
Some  mumble -news,  fome  trencher- knight,  fome  DkL 
That  fmiles  his  cheek  in  jeers,  and  knows  the  trick  -37) 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  fhe's  difpos'd, 
Told  our  intents  before  ;  which  once  difclos'd, 
The  ladies  did  change  Favours,  and  then  we, 
Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  %n  of  flie  : 
Now  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror, 
We  are  again  forfworn  ;  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is.  —  And  might  not  You  [To  Boyet 
Foreftal  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  th'  fquier, 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye, 
And  ftand  between  her  back,  Sir,  and  the  lire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jefting  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  Page  out :  go,  you  are  allow'd  ; 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  mall  be  your  fhrowd, 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you?  there's  an  eye, 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  fword. 

Boyet.  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  brave  Manage,  this  Career,  been  run. 

Biron.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  {trait.    Peace,  I  have  done. 

Enter  Colterd. 
Welcome,  pure  wit,  thou  parteft  a  fair  fray. 

Coft.  O  lord,  Sir,  they  would  know 
Whether  the  three  Worthies  mall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three  ? 

Coft.  No,  Sir,  but  it  is  vara  fine  ; 
For  every  one  purfents  three. 

(37)  That  fmi/es  his  Cheek  in  years,]  Thus  the  whole  Set  of 
Impreflions  :  but  I  cannot  for  my  Heart  comprehend  the  Senfe 
of  this  Phrafe.  I  am  perfuaded,  I  have  reftor'd  the  Poet's 
Word  and  Meaning. .  Boyet'%  Character  was  That  of  a  fteerer, 
}eerer>  tr.ocker,  carping  Blade. 

L  4  Biron* 
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Biron.  And  three  times  three  is  nine  ? 
Coft.  Not  fo,  Sir,  under  corre&ion,  Sir ;  I  hope,  it 
is  not  fo. 

You  cannot  beg  us,  Sir  ;  I  can  afTnre  you,  Sir,  we  know 

what  we  know:  I  hope,  three  times  thrice,  Sir  

Biron.  Is  not  nine. 

Coft.  Under  correction,  Sir,  we  know  whereuntil  it 
doth  amount. 

Biron.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 

Coft.  O  lord,  Sir,  it  were  pity  you  mould  get  your 
living  by  reckoning,  Sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Coft.  O  lord,  Sir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  a£lors, 
Sir,  will  mew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount ;  for  my  own 
part,  I  am,  as  they  fay,  but  to  perfecl  one  man  in  one 
poor  man,  Pompion  the  Great,  Sir. 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

Coft.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompion 
the  Great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  degree 
of  the  Worthy  ;  but  I  am  to  Hand  for  him. 

Biron.  Go  bid  them  prepare. 

Coft.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  Sir,  we  will  take  fome 
care. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  fhame  us ;  let  them  not  ap- 
proach. [Exit  Coil. 
Biron.  We  are  ftiame-proof,  my  lord  ;  and  'tis  fome 
policy 

To  have  one  Show  worfe  than  the  King's  and  his  Com- 
pany. 

King.  I  fay,  they  (hall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er- rule  you  now  ; 
That  [port  belt  pleafes,  that  doth  leaft  know  how. 
Where  zeal  ftrives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Dies  in  the  zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents ; 
Their  form,  confounded,  makes  mod  form  in  mirth  ; 
When  great  things,  labouring,  perifh  in  their  birth. 

Pirvn.  A  right  defcription  of  our  fport,  my  lord. 


'Enter 
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Enter  Arm  ado. 

Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy. 
royal  fweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 
Prin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  ? 
Biron.  Why  ask  you  ? 

Prin.  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 
Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  fweet,  honey  monarch  ; 
for,  I  proteft,  the  fchoolm alter  is  exceeding  fantaftical  ; 
too,  too  vain ;  too,  too  vain  :  but  we  will  put  it,  as  they 
fay,  to  for  tuna  de  la  guerra.  I  wifh  you  the  peace  of 
mind,  mod  royal  coupplement. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefence  of  Wor- 
thies :  he  prefents  Heclor  of  Troy  ;  the  fwain,  Pompey  the 
Great;  the  pari fh- curate,  Alexander;   Armado\  page5 
Hercules  ;  the  pedant,  Judas  Machabeus. 
And  if  thefe  four  Worthies  in  their  firPc  Show  thrive, 
Thefe  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other  fivej, 

Biron.  There  are  five  in  the  £nt  Show. 

King.  You  are  deceiv'd,  'tis  not  fo. 

Biron.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge- prieir,. 
the  fool,  and  the  boy. 
A  bare  throw  at  Novum,  and  the  whole  world  again 
Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in's  vein. 

King.   The  mip  is  under  fail,  and  here  ihs  conies 
amain. 

Enter  Coftard/^r  Pompey. 

Co  ft.  1  Pompey  am  * 

Boyet.  You  lye,  you  are  not  he. . 
Coft>  I  Pompey  am 
Boyet.  With  Libbard's  head  on  knee. . 
Biron.   Well  faid,  old  mocker  :  1  mufl  needs  bew 
friends  with  thee. 
Coft.  I  Pompey  am,  Vompcyfurnam'd  the  Big. 
Dum.  The  Great. 

Coft.  It  is  Great,  Sir;  Pompey,  /untamed  the  Gr$W%\ 
That  oft  in  feldy .  with  targe  and Jhidd^ .  * 
hid  make  my  foe  to fweat  ; 
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And  travelling  along  this  coaft,    I  here  am  come  by 
chance  ; 

And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  fweet  Lafs  of 
France. 

If  your  ladyfhip  would  fay,  "  thanks,— Pompey,  I  had 
done. 

Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 

Coji.  '1  is  not  fo  much  worth  ;  but,  I  hope,  I  was 
perfefl.    I  made  a  litcie  fault  in  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  half  penny,  Pompey  proves  the 
bcfl  Worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  fir  Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  J  was  the  world*1* 

Commander ; 

By  toft,   weft,   north  and  fouth,  I  fpread  my  conquering 

might: 

My  ' 'Scut-fheon  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alifander. 

Boyet.  Your  nofe  fays,  no,  you  are  not;  for  it  (lands 
too  right. 

Biron.  Your  nofe  fmells,  no,  in  this,  moft  tender  fmel- 
ling  Knight. 

Prin,  The  Conqueror   is   difmaid  :   proceed,  good 

Alexander. 

Kath.  When*  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  I  was  the  world's 
Commander. 

Boyet.  Moft  true,  'tis  right ;  you  were  fo,  Alifander. 
Biron.  Pcmpey  the  Great, 
Coft.  Your  fervant,  and  Coftard. 
Biron.  Take  away*  the  Conqueror,  take  away  Ali- 
fander. 

Coft.  O  Sir,  you  have  overthrown  Alifander  the  Con- 
queror, [to  Nath.]  You  will  be  fcraped  out  of  the  paint- 
ed cloth  for  this ;  your  lion,  that  holds  the  poll-ax  fit- 
ting on  a  clofe  ftool,  will  be  given  to  A-jax  ;  he  will 
be  then  the  ninth  Worthy.  A  Conqueror,  and  afraid  to 
fpeak  ?  run  away  for  fhame,  Alifander.  There,  an't 
(hall  pleafe  you  ;  a  foolifh  mild  man  ;  an  honefl  man, 
look  you,  and  foon  dauYd.  He  is  a  marvellous  good 
neighbour,  infooth,  and  a  very  good  bowler;  but  for 

Alifander^ 
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d/ifander,  alas,  you  fee,  how  'tis  a  little  o'er  parted  : 
but  there  are  Worthies  a  coming  will  fpeak  their  mind 
in  fome  other  fort. 

Biron.  Stand  afide,  good  Pc?npey. 

Enter  Holofernes  for  Judas,  and  Moth  for  Hercules. 

Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  imp, 

Whofe  club  kiiTd  Cerberus,  that  three  headed  canusi 

And  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  fhrimp, 
Thus  did  he  ftrangle  ferpents  in  his  manus : 

Quoniam,  he  feemeth  in  minority; 

Ergo,  I  come  with  this  apology. 

Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  Exit,  and  vanifh.     [Exit  Moth* 

Ho/.  Judas  lam. 

Dum.  A  Judas ! 

Ho/.  Not  Ifcariot,  Sir; 
fudas  lam,  yc/eped  Machabeus. 

Dum.  Judas  Machabeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Bjron.  A  luffing  traitor.  How  art  thou  proved  Judas? 

Ho/.  Judas  I a?n. 

Duvi.  The  more  fhame  for  you,  Judas. 
Ho/.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 
Boyet.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 
Ho/.  Begin,  Sir,  you  are  my  elder. 
Biron.  Well  followed;  Judas  was  hangM  on  an  Elder* 
Ho/.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 
Biron.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face. 
Hoi.  What  is  this  ? 
Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 
Dum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 
Biron.  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 
Long.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  feen, 
.Boyet.  The  pummel  of  Cafars  faulchion. 
Dum.  The  carvM-bone  face  on  a  flask. 
Biron.  St.  George^s  half- cheek  in  a  brooch.. 
Dum.  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 
Biron.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer  5 
And  now,  forward ;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  counte- 
nance. 

H*/>  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 
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Miron*  Falfe  ;  we  have  given  thee  faces. 
Hoi.  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 
Biron.  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  fo. 
Bcyet.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
An  fo  adieu,  {wtttjude ;  nay,  why  doft  thou  flay  ? 
them.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 
Blron.  For  the  Afs  to  the  Jude;  give  it  him.  Jud-as, 
away. 

Hoi.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 
Bcyet.  A  light  for  monfieur  Judas ;  it  grows  dark, 

he  may  Humble. 
PriM.  Alas!  poor  Machaieus,  how  he  hath  been  baited  ! 

Enter  Armado. 

Biron.  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles,  here  comes  He  dor 
in  arms. 

Dum.  Tho'  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will 
now  be  merry. 

K'wg.  Heel  or  was  but  a  Trojan  in  refpecl  of  this. 

Boyet.  But  is  this  Heclor? 

King.  I  think,  Heeler  was  not  fo  clean-timber'd. 

Long.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Heclor. 

Dum.  Mc  re  calf,  certain. 

Revet.  No  ;  he  is  beft  indu'd  in  the  fmall. 

Bircn.  This  can't  be  Heclor. 

Dum.  He's  a  God  or  a  Painter,  for  he  makes  faces. 
Arm.  The  ar  mi  potent  Mars,  of  launccs  the  Almighty) 
Gave  Heeler  a  gift,  — 
Dum.  A  gilt  nutmeg. 
Biron.  A  lemon. 
Long.  Stuck  with  cloves. 
Dum.  No,  cloven. 

Arm.  The  ar  mi-potent  Mars,  of  launces  the  Almighty , 
Gave  Heclor  a  gift,  the  heir  of  I  lion  ; 
A  man  fo  breath' 'd,  that  certain  he  would  fight  ye 

From  morn  ''till  night,  out  of  his  pavilion. 
I  am  that  F/civer. 
Dum.  That  mint. 
Long.  That  cu'lambine. 
Arm.  Swest  lord  Lcngavilk,  rein  thy  tongue. 
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Long.  I  muft  rather  give  it  the  rein  ;  for  it  runs 
againft  Bettor. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  tiefiors  a  grey-hound. 

Arm.  The  Tweet  War  man  is  dead  and  rotten  ; 
Sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  bury'd  : 
But  I  will  forward  with  my  device  ; 
Sweet  Royalty,  beftow  on  me  the  fenfe  of  hearing. 

Prin.  Speak,  brave  Hettor ;  we  are  much  delighted,. 

Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Grace's  flipper. 

Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

Dum.  He  may  not,  by  the  yard, 

Arm.  This  Heclor  far  funnounted  Hannibal. 

Coji.  The  Party  is  gone,  fellow  Bettor,  me  is  gone  £ 
me  is  two  months  on  her  way. 

Arm.  What  mean'ft  thou  ? 

Coji.  Faith,  unlefs  you  play  the  honeft  Trojan,  the 
poor  wench  is  call  away  ;  Ihe's  quick,  the  child  brags 
in  her  belly  ready.    'Tis  yours. 

Arm,  Doff,  thou  infamonize  me  among  Potentates? 
Thou  malt  die. 

Coji.  Then  mall  Hettor  be  whipt  for  Jaquenetta,  that 
is  quick  by  him  ;  and  hang'd  for  Pompey,  that  is  dead 
by  him. 

Dum.  Moft  rare  Pompey  ! 

Boyet.  Renowned  Pompey! 

Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great  Pompey  f 
Pompey  the  huge ! 

Dum.  Hettor  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  muv'd;  more  Ates,  more  Ales ;  flir 
them  on,  flir  them  on. 

Dum.  Hettor  will  challenge  him. 

Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's  belly 
than  will  fup  a  flea. 

Arm.  By  the  north- pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Coji.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  like  a  northern  man  : 
I'll  "flam  ;  I'll  do't  by  the  Sword  :  I  pray  you,  let  me 
borrow  my  arms  again. 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 

Coji.  I'll  do't  in  my  fhirt. 

Dum.  Molt  refolute  Pompey  t 

Moth, 
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Moth.  Matter,  let  me  take  you  a  button  hole  lower. 
Do  you  not  fee,  Pom  fey  is  uncafmg  for  the  combat :  what 
mean  you  ?  you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Arm,  Gentlemen,  and  foldiers,  pardon  me;  I  will 
not  combat  in  my  fhirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  deny  it,  Pomfey,  hath  made  the 
challenge. 

Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

Biron.  What  reafon  have  you  for't  ? 

Arm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  fliirt ;  I  go 
woolward  for  penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  bim  in  Rome  for 
want  of  linnen  ;  fincewhen,  I'll  be  fworn,  he  wore  none 
but  a  dim-clout  of  Jaquenettas,  and  that  he  wears  next 
his  heart  for  a  Favour. 

Enter  Macard. 

Mac,  God  fave  you,  Madam  ! 

Prin.  Welcome,  Macard,  but  that  thou  interrupter! 
Our  merriment. 

Mac .  I'm  forry,  Madam  ;  for  the  news  I  bring 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.    The  King  your  father  

Prin   Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mac.  Even  fo  :  my  Tale  is  told. 

Biron.  Worthies,  away ;  the  Scene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  my  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath ;  I 
have  feen  the  day  of  wrong  through  the  little  hole  of 
difcretion,  and  I  will  right  my  felf  like  a  foldier. 

[Exeunt  Worthies, 

King.  How  fares  your  Majefly  ? 

Prin.  Boyet,  prepare ;  I  will  away  to  night. 

King.  Madam,  not  fo ;  I  do  befeech  you,  (lay. 

Prin.  Prepare,  1  fay. —  I  thank  you,  gracious  lords. 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours ;  and  entreat, 
Out  of  a  new-fad  foul,  that  youvouchfafe 
In  your  rich  wifdom  toexcufe,  or  hide, 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  fpirits ; 
If  over  boldly  we  have  borne  our  felves 
In  the  converie  of  breath,  your  gentlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it.    Farewel,  worthy  lordj 

Ai 
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An  heavy  heart  bears  not  a  nimble  tongue  :  (38) 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fhort  of  thanks, 
For  my  great  Suit  fo  eafiiy  obtain'd. 

King.  T  he  extreme  part  of  time  extremely  forms 
All  caufes  to  the  pur  pole  of  his  fpeed ; 
And  often,  at  his  very  Ioofe,  decides 
That,  which  long  Procefs  could  not  arbitrate. 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  Progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtefie  of  love, 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince  ; 
Yet  fince  love's  argument  was  firft  on  foot, 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  juftle  it 
From  what  it  purposed  :  Since,  to  wail  friends  loft, 
Js  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable, 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Prin.  I  underftand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 

Biron.  Honeft  plain  words  beft  pierce  the  ear  of  grief : 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  King. 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  neglected  time, 
Play'd  foul  Play  with  our  oaths:  your  beauty,  ladies, 
Hath  much  defornVd  us,  fafhioning  our  humours 
Even  to  th'  oppofed  end  of  our  intents  ; 
And  what  m  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous, 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  ftrains, 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping  in  vain, 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye, 
Full  of  ftraying  fhapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms, 
Vary  ng  in  (ubjeclb  as  the  eye  doth  roll, 
To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance  ; 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  lcofe  love 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heav'nly  eyes, 

(38)  An  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  Tongue.]  Thus  all 
the  Editions  $  but  furely,  without  either  Senfe  or  Truth. 
None  are  more  humble  in  Speech,  than  they  who  labour  undef 
any  Opprefiion.  The  Princefs  is  defiring,  her  Grief  may  apo- 
logize for  her  not  exprefiing  her  Obligations  at  large  ;  and 
my  Correction  is  conformable  to  that  Sentiment.  Befides, 
there  is  an  Antitbejis  between  heavy  and  nimble  5  but  between 
heavy  and  bumble,  there  is  none. 

Have 
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Have  misbecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities ; 
Thofe  heav'nly  eyes,  that  look  into  thefe  faults, 
Suggefled  us  to  make  them  :  therefore,  ladies, 
Gur  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
Is  likewife  yours.   We  to  our  felves  prove  falfe, 
By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both  ;  fair  ladies,  you  : 
And  even  that  falfhood,  in  it  felf  a  fin, 
Thus  purifies  it  felf,  and  turns  to  Grace. 

Frin.  We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love  ; 
Your  Favours,  the  embaiTadors  of  love : 
And  in  cur  maiden  council  rated  them 
At  courtfhip,  pleafant  jeft,  and  courtdie;s 
As  bumbaft,  and  as  lining  to  the  time  : 
But  more  devout,  than  thefe  are  our  refpecls, 
Have  we  not  been  ;   and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fafhion,  like  a  merriment. 

Dum.  Our  letters,  Madam,  fhew'd  much  more  than 

Lo?ig.  So  did  our  looks. 

Rof.  We  did  not  coat  them  fo. 

King.  Now  at  the  lateft  minute  of  the  homy 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Frin.  A  time,  methinks,  too  fhort, 
To  make  a  world-without-end  bargain  in  ; 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  Grace  is  perjur'd  muchi, 
Full  of  dear  guiltinefs ;  and  therefore,  this  — — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  fhal4  you  do  for  me;: 
Your  oath  I  will  not  truft  ;  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  Hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  pleafures  of  the  world  ; 
There  Hay,  until  the  twelve  celefcial  Signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning. 
If  this  auftere  infociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood ; 
If  frofts,  and  falls,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blofToms  of  your  love, 
But  that  it  bear  this  tryal,  and  laft  love  l 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 

Ccm§ 
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Come  challenge  me  ;  challenge  me,  by  thefe  deferts  1. 

And  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kiffing  thine, 

I  will  be  thine  ;  and  'till  that  jnftant  ihut 

My  woful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  houfe, 

Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation, 

For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 

If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part; 

Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King.  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny, 

To  flatter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft;: 
The  fudden  hand  of  death  clofe  up  mine  eye  ! 

Hence,  ever  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  breair. 
Biron.  (39)  [And  what  to  me,  my  love?  and  what  to 

me? 

Rof.  You  mufl  be  purged  too,  your  fins  are  rank. 
You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury  ; 
Therefore  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelve-month  mail  you  fpend,  and  never  reft. 
But  feek  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick.] 

Dum.  But  what  tome,  my  love?   but  what  to  me? 

Cath.  A  wife-!  — — a  beard,  fair  health  and  honefty » 
With  threefold  love  I  wilh  you  all  thefe  three. 

Dum.  O,  (hall  I  fay,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife  ? 

(29)  Biron.  [And  ivhat  to  me,  my  Love  ?  and  ivhat  to  met 
Rof.     You  mujl  be  purged  too  :  your  Sins  are  rank  : 
You  are  attaint  ivitb  Fault  and  Perjury, 
Therefore  if  you  my  Favour  mean  to  get, 
A  Twelvemonth  Jball you  fpend,  and  never  reft, 
But  feek  the  weary  Beds  of  People  fck.~\ 
Thefe  fix  Verfes  both  Dr.  Tbirlby  and  Mr.  Warburton  concur  to 
think  ftibuld  be  expung'd  ;   and  therefore  I  have  put  them  be- 
tween Crotchets :   Not  that  they  were  an  Interpolation,  but  as 
th3  Author's  firft  Draught,  which  he  afterwards  rejeded  5  and 
executed  the  fame  Thought  a  little  lower  with  much  more 
Spirit  and  Elegance.    Shakefpeare  is  not  to  anfwer  for  the  pre- 
fent  abfurd  repetition,  but  his  Ac^or-Editors  j  who  thinking 
Rofalind's  Speech  too  long  in  the  fecond  Plan,  had  abridged  it  to 
the  Lines  above  quoted  :  but,  in  publifhing  the  Play,  ftupidly 
printed  both  the  Original  Speech  of  Sbakefpear,  and  their  own 
Abridgment  of  'it. 
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Cath.  Not  fo,  my  lord,  a  twelve-month  and  a  day, 
I'll  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-fac'd  wooers  fay. 
Come,  when  the  King  doth  to  my  lady  come  ; 
Then  if  I  have  much  love,  I'll  give  you  fome. 

Dum.  I'll  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Cath.  Yet  fwear  not,  left  you  be  forfworn  again. 

Long.  What  fays  Maria  ? 

Maria.  At  the  twelve  month's  end, 
I'll  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

Long,  I'll  ftay  with  patience;  but  the  time  is  long. 

Mar.  The  liker  you ;  few  taller  are  fo  young. 

Biron.  Studies  my  lady  ?  miftrefs,  look  on  me, 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye, 
What  humble  Suit  attends  thy  anfwer  there  ; 
Impofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  thy  love. 

Rof.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Birotz, 
Before  I  faw  you  ;  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proc  aims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks; 
Full  of  comparifons  and  wounding  flouts ; 
Which  you  on  all  eftates  will  execute, 
That  lye  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain, 
And  there**  ithal  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won ;) 
You  (hall  thib  twelve-month-term  from  day  to  day 
Vifit  the  fpeechlek  Sick,  and  ftill  converfe 
With  groaning  wretches ;  and  your  task  (hall  be, 
•  With  a  1  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
T'  enforce  the  pained  Impotent  to  fmile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of  death? 
It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoflible : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Rof.  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  fpirit, 
Whofe  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace, 
Which  fhailow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools : 
A  jefVs  profperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it:  then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Teift  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns ;  continue  then, 

And 
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And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal : 
But  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  fpirit ; 
And  I  (hall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault, 
Right  joyful  of  your  Reformation. 

Biron.  A  twelve  month?  well  ;  befall,  what  will  be- 
t  fall, 

Til  jeft  a  twelve- month  in  an  Hofpital. 

Ft  in.  Ay,  fweet  my  lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

[to  the  King* 

King.  No,  Madam  ;  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 

Biron.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  Play ; 
Jack  hath  net  Jill ;  thefe  ladies'  courtelie 
Might  well  have  made  our  fport  a  Comedy. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  it  wants  a  twelve- month  and  a  day> 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Biron.  That's  too  long  for  a  Play. 

Enter  Armado. 

Arm.  Sweet  Majefty,  vouchfafe  me  — 

Prin.  Was  not  that  Heeler  ? 

Dum.  That  worthy  Knight  of  Troy. 

Arm.  I  will  kifs  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave.  I 
am  a  Votary  ;  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the 
plough  for  her  fweet  love  three  years.  But,  mod  efteem'd 
Greatnefs,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two 
learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  owl  and 
the  cuckovv  ?  it  mould  have  follow'd  in  the  end  of  our 
Show. 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo. 
Arm.  Holla !  approach.  ■ 

Enter  all,  for  the  Song. 
This  fide  is  Hi  ems,  winter. 

This  Ver,  the  fpring  :  the  one  maintain'd  by  the  owl, 
The  other  by  the  cuckow* 
Ver,  begin. 


The 
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The    SON  G. 


SPRING. 

dairies  pied,  and  violets  blue. 
And  lady- /mocks  all  filver  white, 

And  cuckow-buds  of  yellow  hue, 
Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight ; 

The  cucksw  then  on  every  Tree 

Mocks  married  men;  for  thus  fings  he, 

Cuckow  ! 

Cuckow!  cuckow!  O  word of  fear> 
Unpleafing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

When  Jhepherds  pipe  on  oaten  firaws, 
And  merry  larks  are  ploughmens"  clocks  r 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks  and  daws  ; 
And  maidens  bleach  their  fu?nmer  f mocks 

The  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 

Mocks  married  me7i ;  for  thus  fings  he, 

Cuckow  ! 

Cuckow  !  cuckow  !  O  word  of  fear^. 
Unpleafing  to  a  married  ear  / 

WINTER. 

When  i fides  hang  by  the  wall, 

And  Dick,  the  Jhepherd  blows  his  nail\\ 

And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 
And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail ; 

When  blood  is  nipt,  and  ways  be  foul, 

Then  nightly  fings  the  faring  owl 

Tu  whit!  to-whool 
A  merry  note, 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot,. 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow, 

And  coughing  drowns  the  Par/on  s  faw 

And  birds  fit  brooding  in  the  fnow, 
And  MarianV  nofe  looks  red  and  ranv  ; 
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When  roafled  crabs  hifs  in  the  bowl, 
*Ihen  nightly  fengs  the  flaring  o<wl 
Tutu  hit!  to  <whoo  ! 
A  merry  note. 

While  greajie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury 
Are  harfh  after  the  Songs  of  Apollo  : 


You,  that  way ;  we,  this  way. 


I  Exeunt  omnes^ 


As  you  Like  it. 


A 

COMEDY. 


Dramatis  Perfonas. 


DUKE. 

Frederick,  brother  to  the  Duke,  and  ufurper  of  his  dukedom, 
Amiens,  ?  Lords  attending  upon  the  Duke  in  his  banijb- 
Jaques,   y  ment. 

Le  Beu,  a  courtier  attending  on  Frederick. 
Oliver,  eldefi  fon  to  Sir  Rowland de^  Boys,  who  had  for- 
merly been  a  fervant  to  the  Duke. 

Jaques,      7  Younger  brothers  to  Oliver. 
Onanao,  )  6 
Adam,  an  old  Servant  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  now  fol- 
lowing the  fortunes  of  Orlando. 
Dennis,  ferva?it  to  Oliver. 

Charles,  a  wrefler,  and  fervant  to  the  ufurping  Duke 
Frederick. 

Touchftone,  a  clown  attending  on  Celia  and  Rofalind. 

scS,  } 

A  clown,  in  love  with  Audrey. 

William,  another  clown,  in  love  with  Audrey, 

Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,   a  country  curate, 

Rofalind,  daughter  to  the  Duke, 
Celia,  daughter  to  Frederick. 
Phebe,  a  Jhepherdefs. 
Audrey,  a  country  wench \ 

Lords  belonging  to  the  two  Dukes ;  with  pages,  fbrefers^ 
and  other  attendants. 

The  SCENE  lyes,  firjl^  near  Oliver'j  houfe ;  and  A 
afterwards,  partly  in  the  Duke's  Court;  and 
partly  in  the  For  eft  of  Arden. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE,  OLIVERS  Orchard. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 


Orl 


AN  DO. 


.  S  I  remember,  Adam,  it  was  upon  this 
■falmon  bequeathe  me  by  Will,  but  a 
poor  thoufand  crowns  ;  and,  as  thou 
jay  ft,  charged  my  brother  on  his  BI»f- 
Ting  to  breed  me  well  j  and  there  begins 

♦  r  wi      j  my     rk;  My  brother  he  keeps 

at  fchool,  and  report  fpeaks  goldenly  of  his  profit  :  for 
my  part,  he  keeps  me  ruftically  at  home  ;  or  (to  foeak 
more  properly)  ftays  me  here  at  home,  unkept  •  for 
call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentleman  of  my  birth  '  that 

n?Jrtrzht  J^-gof  »  his  hok  are  bred 
better;  for  befides  that  they  are  fair  with  their  feeding 
they  are  taught  tneir  manage,  and  to  that  end  ridels 
dearly  hirca  :  but  I  his  brother,  gain  nothing  under 
him  but  growth ;  for  the  which  his  animals  on  hfs  dune- 
hills  are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  L  Belides  this  Nothing 
that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  Something  that  N  * 

tUVoatVeiIC' hlscountenancefeems  to  take  from  me".  He 

-  lets 
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lets  me  feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  bro* 
ther,  and,  as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my  gentility 
with  my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  grieves  me  ; 
and  the  Spirit  of  my  father,  which,  I  think,  is  within 
me,  begins  to  mutiny  againft  this  fervitude.  I  will  no 
longer  endure  it,  tho'  yet  I  know  no  wile  remedy  how 
to  avoid  it. 

Enter  Oliver. 

Adam*  Yonder  comes  my  mafter  your  brother. 

Or/a.  Go  apart,  Adam>  and  thou  malt  hear  how  he 
will  make  me  up. 

O/u  Now,  Sir,  what  make  you  here  h 

Or/a.  Nothing  :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thing. 

O/i.  What  mar  you  then  ,  Sir  ? 

Or/a.  Marry,  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  That 
which  God  made  ;  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours, 
with  idlenefs. 

O/i.  Marry,  Sir,  be  better  employ'd,  and  be  nought 
awhile. 

Or/a.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  husks  with 
them  ?  what  Prodigal's  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I 
mould  come  to  fuch  penury  ? 

O/i.  Know  you  where  you  are,  Sir  ? 

Or/a.  O,  Sir,  very  well ;  here  in  your  Orchard. 

O/i.  Know  you  before  whom,  Sir  ? 

Or/a.  Ay,  better  than  he,  I  am  before,  knows  me. 
I  know,  you  are  my  eldeft  brother ;  and  in  the  gentle 
condition  of  blood,  you  mould  fo  know  me  ;  the  cour- 
tefie  of  nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are 
the  firft-born  ;  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not  away 
my  blood,  were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us.  L 
have  as  much  of  my  father  in  me,  as  you :  albeit,  I 
confefs  your  coming  before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reve- 
rence. 

O/i.  What,  boy ! 

Or /a.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too  young 
in  this. 

O/i.  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 
Or/a.  I  am  no  villain :  I  am  the  youngeft  fon  of 

Sir 


As  you  Like  it.  267 

Sir  Rowland  de  Boys  ;  he  was  my  father,  and  he  is  thrice 
z  villain,  that  fays,  iuch  a  father  begot  villains.  Wert 
thou  not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from 
thy  throat,  'till  this  other  had  pull'd  out  thy  tongue  for 
faying  fo  ;  thou  haft  rail'd  on  thylelf. 

Adam,  Sweet  mailers,  be  patient ;  for  your  father's 
remembrance,  be  at  accord. 

Oli.  Let  me  go,  I  fay. 

Or/a.  I  will  not,  'till  I  pleafe :  you  fhall  hear  me. 
My  father  charg'd  you  in  his  Will  to  give  me  good 
education  ;  you  have  train'd  me  up  like  a  peafant,  ob~ 
fcuring  and  hiding  from  me  all  gentleman -like  qualities ; 
the  Spirit  of  my  father  grows  ftrong  »n  me,  and  I  will 
no  longer  endure  it :  therefore  allow  me  fuch  exercifes  as 
may  become  a  gentleman,  or  give  me  the  poor  allottery 
my  father  left  me  by  teftament ;  with  that  I  will  go  buy 
my  fortunes. 

OIL  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg,  when  that  is 
fpent  ?  well,  Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  trou- 
bled  with  you  :  you  (hall  have  fome  part  of  your  will. 
I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Or/a.  I  will  no  further  offend  you,  than  becomes  mc 
for  my  good. 

Oli.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

Adam.  Is  old  dog  my  reward?  moil  true,  I  have  loft 
my  teeth  in  your  fervice.  God  be  with  my  old  mailer, 
he  would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word. 

[Exeunt  Orlando  and  ^dam. 

Oil.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  ?  I 
will  phyfick  your  ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thousand 
crowns  neither.    Holla,  Dennis/ 

Enter  Dennis. 
Den.  Calls  your  Worlhip  ? 

OH.  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  Wre flier,  here  to 
fpeak  with  me  ? 

Den.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  im- 
portunes accefs  to  you. 

Oli.  Call  him  in  ;  —  'twill  be  a  good  way  ;  and  to 
•morrow  the  wreftling  is* 

M  z  Enter 
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Enter  Charles. 

Char.  .Good  morrow  to  your  Worfhip. 

Oil.  Good  Monfieur  Charles,  what's  the  new  news  at 
the  new  Court  ? 

Char.  There's  no  news  at  the  Court,  Sir,  but  the  old 
news ;  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  banhh'd  by  his  younger 
brother  the  new  Duke,  and  three  or  four  loving  lords 
have  put  themfelves  into  voluntary  exile  with  him  ; 
whofe  lands  and  revenues  enrich  the  new  Duke,  there- 
fore he  gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 

OH.  Can  you  tell,  if  Rofalind,  the  Duke's  daughter, 
be  baniuYd  with  her  father  ? 

Char.  O,  no  ;  for  the  Duke's  daughter  her  coufin  fo 
loves  her,  being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred  together, 
that  (he  would  have  followed  her  exile,  or  have  died 
to  ftay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the  Court,  and  no  lefs 
beloved  of  her  uncle  than  his  own  daughter ;  and  never 
two  ladies  loved,  as  they  do. 

Oli.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live? 

Char.  They  fay,  he  is  already  in  the  foreft  of drden, 
and  a  many  merry  men  with  him  ;  and  there  they  live 
like  the  o-d  Robin  Hood  of  England ;  they  fay,  many 
young  gentlemen  flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fleet  the 
time  carelefly,  as  they  did  in  the  golden  world. 

On.  What,  you  wreftle  to-morrow  before  the  new 
Duke  ? 

Char.  Marry,  do  I,  Sir ;  and  I  came  to  acquaint  you 
with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  Sir,  fecretly  to  underftand, 
that  your  younger  brother  Orlando  hath  a  difpofition 
to  come  in  difguiVd  againft  me  to  try  a  Fall ;  to-mor- 
row, Sir,  I  wreftle  for  my  credit;  and  he,  that  ef- 
capes  me  without  fome  broken  limb,  ihall  acquit  him 
well.  Your  brother  is  but  young  and  tender,  and  for 
your  love  I  would  be  loth  to  foil  him  ;  as  I  muft 
for  mine  own  honour,  if  he  come  in  ;  therefore  out  of 
my  love  to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  with- 
al ;  that  either  you  might  ftay  him  from  his  intend- 
ment, cr  brook  fuch  difgrace  well  as  he  ihall  run  into; 

in 
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in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  fearch,  and  altogether 
againft  my  will. 

Oli.  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which 
thou  (halt  find,  I  will  moft  kindly  requite.  I  had  my- 
felf  notice  of  my  brother's  purpofe  herein,  and  have  by 
under  hand  means  laboured  todifluade  him  from  it ;  but 
lie  is  refolute.  I  tell  thee,  Charles,  he  is  the  itubborneil 
young  feilow  of  France  ;  full  of  ambition,  an  envious 
emulator  of  every  man's  good  parts,  a  fecret  and  villa- 
nous  contriver  againft  me  his  natural  brother  ;  therefore 
ufe  thy  difcretion  ;  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft  break  his 
neck,  as  his  finger.  And  thou  wert  beft  look  to't;  for 
if  thou  dot!  him  any  flight  difgrace,  or  if  he  do  not 
mightily  grace  himfelf  on  thee,  he  will  pra&ife  againft 
thee  by  poifon  ;  entrap  thee  by  fome  treacherous  de- 
vice ;  and  never  leave  thee,  'till  he  hath  ta'en  thy  life 
by  fome  indirect  means  or  other  ;  for  I  affure  thee,  (and 
almoft  with  tears  I  fpeak  it  there  is  not  one  fo  young 
and  fo  villanous  this  day  living.  I  fpeak  but  brotherly 
of  him ;  but  mould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  as  he 
is,  I  mud  blum  and  weep,  and  thou  muft  look  pale  and- 
wonder. 

Char.  I  am  heartily  glad,  I  came  hither  to  you  :  if  he 
come  to-morrow,  111  give  him  his  payment;  if  ever  he 
go  alone  again,  I'll  never  wreftle  for  prize  more  ;  and 
{0,  God  keep  your  Worfhip.  [Exit'. 

Oli.  Farewel,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftir  this 
gamefter:  I  hope,  I  (hall  fee  an  end  of  him ;  for  my 
foul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more  than  he. 
Yef  he's  gentle  ;  never  fchool'd,  and  yet  learned  ;  full 
of  noble  device,  of  all  Sorts  enchantingly  beloved  ; 
and;  indeed,  fo  much  in  the  heart  of  the  world,  and 
efpecially  of  my  own  people  who  beft  know  him,  that 
I  am  altogether  mifprifed.  But  it  mall  not  be  fo,  long  ; 
this  wreftler  {hall  clear  all ;  nothing  remains,  but  that  I 
kindle  the  boy  thither,  which  now  1*11  go  about. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE  changes  to  an  Open  TValk,  before  thi 
Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Cel.  T  Pray  thee,  Rofalind,  fweet  my  C02,  be  merry. 

*  Rcf  Dear  Celia,  I  (how  more  mirth  than  I 
am  miibefs  of ;  and  would  ycu  yet  I  were  merrier  ?  un- 
lefs  you  could  teach  me  to  forget  a  banihYd  father,  yoa 
mult  not  learn  me  how  to  remember  any  extraordinary 
pleafure. 

Cel.  Herein,  I  fee,  thou  lov*ft  me  not  with  the  full 
weight  that  I  love  thee.  If  my  uncle,  thy  baninYd  fa- 
ther, had  banilhed  thy  uncle  the  Duke,  my  father,  fa 
thou  hadft  been  frill  with  me,  I  could  have  taughc  my 
love  to  take  thy  father  for  mine ;  fo  would'fl  thou,  if 
•uth  of  thy  love  to  me  were  fo  righteouHy  tem- 
jper'd,  as  mine  is  to  thee. 

Rcf.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  efi&te* 
to  rejoice  in  yours. 

Cel.  You  know  my  father  hath  no  child  but  I,  nor 
r.one  is  like  to  have  ;  and,  truly,  when  he  dies,  thou 
lhalt  be  his  heir  ;  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from 
thy  father  perforce,  I  will  render  thee  again  in  affec- 
tion ;  by  mine  Honour,  I  will,  and  when  I  break  that 
oath,  let  me  turn  monfter  :  therefore,  my  fweet  Rof9 
my  dear  Rofe,  be  merry. 

Rof.  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  devife  Sports  : 
Jet  me  fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  love  ? 

Cci  Marry,  I  pr'ythee,  do,  to  make  fport  withal ; 
buz  love  no  man  in  good  earner!,  nor  no  further  in  fport 
neither,  than  with  fafety  of  a  pure  blum  thou  may  Yt  in 
honour  come  off  again. 

Rof.  What  {hali  be  our  Sport  then  > 

Cel.  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfewife  Fortune 
from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be  bc- 
ftowed  equally. 

tief.  ]  would,  we  could  do  fo  ;  for  her  benefit?  are 
mightily  rr.iip'aced.  and  the  bountiful  blind  woman  doth 
molt  miliake  in  her  gifts  to  women* 

Oh 
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Cel.  'Tis  true  :  for  thofe,  that  (he  makes  fair,  fhe 
fcarce  makes  honeft  ;  and  thofe,  that  (he  makes  honefr, 
fhe  makes  very  ill-favoured. 

Rof.  Nay,  now  thcu  goefl:  from  fortune's  office  to 
nature's :  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not  in  the 
lineaments  of  nature. 

Enter  Touch  (lone,  a  Clown* 

Cel.  No  !  when  nature  hath  made  a  fair  creature, 
may  me  not  by  fortune  fal  into  the  fire?  tho*  natctftj 
hath  given  us  wit  to  flout  at  fortune,  hath  not  fortune 
fent  in  this  Fool  to  cat  off  this  argument  ? 

Rof.  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  nature  ; 
when  fortune  makes  Nature's  natural  the  cutter- off  of 
nature's  Wit. 

Cel.  Perad venture,  this  is  not  fortune's  work,  neither, 
but  nature's  ;  who,  perceiving  our  natural  wits  too  dull 
to  reafon  of  fuch  GoddefTes,  hath  fent  this  Natural  for 
our  whetitone  ;  for  always  the  dulnefs  of  the  fool  is  the 
whetftone  of  the  wits.  How  now,  Wit,  whither  wan- 
der you  ? 

Clo.  Miilrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  father. 
Cel.  Were  you  made  the  mefTenger  ? 
Clo.  No,  by  mine  honour ;  but  1  was  bid  to  come  for 
you. 

Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Of  a  certain  Knight,  that  fwore  by  his  honour 
they  were  good  pancakes,  and  fwore  by  his  honour  the 
muftard  was  naught  :  Now  I'll  (land  to  it,  the  pancakes 
were  naught,  and  the  muftard  was  good,  and  yet  was 
not  the  Knight  forfworn. 

Cel.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  heap  of  your 
knowledge  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  marry  ;  now  unmuzzle  your  wifdom. 

Clo.  Stand  you  both  forth  now  ;  ftroke  your  chins, 
and  fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 

Cel.  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

Clo.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were ;  but 
if  you  fwear  by  That  that  is  not,  you  are  not  for- 
fworn ;  no  more  was  this  Knight  fvvearing  by  his  ho- 
M  4  nour, 
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nour,  for  he  never  had  any  ;  or  if  he  had,  he  had 
fworn  it  away,  before  ever  he  faw  thofe  pancakes  or 
that  muftard. 

^   Cel.  Pr'ythee,  who  is  That  thou  mean'ft  ? 

C/o.  (i)  One,  that  old  Frederick  your  father  loves. 

Cel.  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him  enough  ; 
fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whipt  for  taxation  one 
of  thefe  days. 

C/o.  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  fpeak  wifely 
what  wife  men  do  fcolifhly. 

Cel.  By  my  troth,  thou  fay'ft  true  ;  for  fince  the  little 
wit  that  fools  have  was  filenc'd,  the  little  foolery  that 
wife  men  have  makes  a  great  Show  :  here  comes  Mon- 
£eur  Le  Beu. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

Rof.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 
Cel.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pidgeons  feed  their 
young. 

Rcf.  Then  mail  we  be  news  cram'd. 

Cel.  All  the  better,  we  fhall  be  the  more  marketable; 
Bon  jour,  Monfieur  le  Beu  ;  what  news  ? 

Le  Beu.  Fair  Princefs,  you  have  loft  much  good 
Sport. 

Ce/.  Sport ;  of  what  colour  ? 

Le  Beu.  What  colour,  Madam  ?  how  mall  I  anfvvet 
you  ? 

Kof.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 
C/o.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decree. 
[    Cel.  Well  faid  ;  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel. 

(i)  Clo.  One,  that  old  Frederick  your  father  loves. 

Rof.  My  father s  Love  is  enough  to  honour  him  tnough\\  ThU 
Reply  to  the  C/civn  is  in  all  the  Books  plac'd  to  Rofalind  j  but 
Frederick  was  not  her  Father,  but  Celiacs  :  I  have  therefore  ven- 
tur'd  to  prefix  the  Name  of  Cclia.  There  is  no  Countenance 
from  any  Pafl3ge  in  the  Play,  or  from  the  Dramatis  Perfon^ 
to  imagine,  that  Both  the  Brother- Dukes  were  Namefakes  ;  and 
One  caird  the  Old,  and  the  Other  the  Younger  Frederick  ;  and, 
-without  fome  fuch  Autherity,  it  would  nuke  Confufion  t© 
fuppofe  kt 
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Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank,  « 
Rof.  Thou  lofeft  thy  old  fmell. 

Le  Beu.  You  amaze  me,  ladies ;  I  would  have  told 
you  of  good  wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  fight  of. 

Rof.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wreftling;. 

Le  Beu.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and,  if  it  pleafe 
your  Ladyfhips,  you  may  fee  the  end,  for  the  beft  is  yet 
to  do;  and  here  where  you  are,  they  are  coming  to  per- 
form it. 

Cel.  Well,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 

Le  Beu.  There  comes  an  old  man  and  his  thsee 
fons,  

Cel.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

Le  Beu.  Three  proper  young  men,  of  excellent" 
growth  and  prefence  ;  

Rof.  With  bills  on  their  necks :  Be  it  known  unto  all 
men  by thefe  prefentSj  — 

Le  Beu.  The  eldeft  of  the  three  wreftled  with  Charles 
the  Duke's  Wreitler  ;  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw 
him,  and  broke,  three  of  his  ribs,  that  there  is  little  hope 
of  life,  in  him  :  fo  he  ferv'd  the  Second,  and  fo  the  Third : 
yonder  they  lie,  the  poor  old  man  their  father  making, 
fuch  pitiful  Dole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  take 
his  part  with  weeping. 

Rof.  Alas! 

Clo.  But  what  is  the  Sport,  Monfieur,  that  the  ladies 
have  ioft? 

Le  Beu.  Why  this,  that  I  fpeak  of. 

Clo.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifer- every*  day!  It  is. 
the  firft  time  that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs*  was 
fport  for  ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  promife  thes. 

Rof.i  But  (2)  is  there. any. elfeJongs  to  fet  this  brokerr 

mufick' 

(i)  '  Is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fee  tlft  broken  Mufich  in  bis 
Sides  ?]  This  feems  a  ftupid  Error  in  the  Copies.  They  are 
talking  here  of  fome  who  had  their  Ribs  broke  in  Wreftling  : 
and  the  Pleafantry  of  RofaHnd\  Repartee  muft  conflft  in  the 
Allufion  She  makes  to  tornpojing  in  Mufich.  It  necefiarily  fofci 
M  5  lows 
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niuiick  in  his  fides  ?  is  there  yet  another  doats  upon 
nb-breaking  ?  (hall  we  fee  this  wreftling,  Coufin  ? 

Le  Beu.  You  mud  if  you  flay  here,  for  here  is  the 
place  appointed  for  the  wreilling  ;  and  they  are  ready  to 

perform  it. 

Cel  Yonder,  fure,  they  are  coming ;  let  us  now  ftay 
and  fee  it. 

Flourijh*    Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Orlando, 
Charles,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Come  on,   fince  the  Youth  will  not  be  em- 
treated  ;  his  own  peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 
Rof.  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 
Le  Beu.  Even  he,  Madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young ;  yet  he  looks  fuccefs- 

fully. 

Duke.  How  now,  Daughter  and  Coufin ;  are  you 
crept  hither  to  fee  the  wreftling  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can  tell 
you,  there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  man  :  in  pity  of  the 
challenger's  youth,  I  would  fain  diffuade  him,  but 
he  will  not  be  entreated.  Speak  to  him,  ladies,  fee  if 
\  ou  can  move  him. 

Cel.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beu. 

Duke.  Do  fo  ;  I'll  not  be  by.  [Duke  goes  apart. 

Le  Beu.  Monfieur  the  Challenger,  the  Princeffes  call 
for  you. 

Or  la.  I  attend  them  with  all  refptcl  and  duty. 
Rof.  Young  man,  have  you  challeng'd  Charles  the 
wretiler  ? 

Orla.  No,  fair  Princefs;  he  is  the  general  challenger  : 
I  come  but  in>  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  llrength 

of  my  youth. 

Cel.  Young  Gentleman,  your  fpirits  are  too  bold  for 
your  years :  you  have  fcen  cruel  proofs  of  this  man's 
flrength.   If  you  faw  your  felf  with  your  own  eyes,  or 

Jews  therefore,  that  the  Pcet  wrote  —      let  this  broken  Mufick 

}ff  bii  Sides,  Mr,  Warburton* 

knew 


As  you  Like  it.'  275 

knew  your  felf  with  your  judgment,  the  fear  of  your 
adventure  would  couniei  you  to  a  more  equal  enterprile. 
We  pray  you,  for  your  own  fake,  to  embrace  your 
own  fafety,  and  give  over  this  attempt. 

'Rof.  Do,  young  Sir ;  your  reputation  mail  not  there- 
fore be  mifprifed  ;  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to  the  Duke,, 
that  the  wreftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Or/a.  I  befeech  you,  punifli  me  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts,  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty,  to  deny 
fo  fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your 
fair  eyes  and  gentle  willies  go  with  me  to  my  tryal, 
wherein  if  I  be  foiPd,  there  is  but  one  manVd  that 
was  never  gracious;  if  fcill'd,  but  one  dead  that  is 
willing  to  be  fo :  I  mall  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  for.  I. 
have  none  to  lament  me  ;  the  world  no  injury,  for  in 
it  I  have  nothing;  only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place, 
which  may  be  better  fupplied  when  I  have  made  it 
empty. 

Rof.  The  little  ftrength  that  I  have,  I  would  it  were 
with  you. 

Cel.  And  mine  to  eek  out  hers. 

Rof.  Fare  you  wel{ ;  pray  heav'n,  I  be  deceived  in 
you. 

Or  la.  Your  heart's  defires  be  with  yen  !  

Char.  Come,  where  is  this  young  Gallant,  that  is  fo 
defirous  to  lie  with  his  mother  earth  ? 

Or  la.  Ready,  Sir;  bat  his  Will  hath  in  it  a  more 
modeft  working. 

Duke.  You  mall  try  but  one  Fall. 

Char.  No,  I  warrant  your  Grace,  you  fhall  not  en- 
treat him  to  a.  fecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuaded; 
him  from  a  firft. 

Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after ;  you  mould  not 
have  mockt  me  before  ;  but  come  your  ways, 

Rof.  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  man ! 

Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  flrong, 
fellow  by  the  leg  !  [they  *wr*fiU» 

Rof.  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

Cel.  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can  tell 
who  mould  down,  \Jhouts* 
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Duke.  No  more,  no  more.  [Charles  is  thrown. 

Or/a.  Yes,  I  befeech  your  Grace  ;  I  am  not  yet  well 
breathed. 

Duke.  How  doll  thou,  Charles  P 

Le  Beu.  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Bear  him  away.  What  is  thy  name,  young 
man  ? 

Or/a.  Orlando,  my  liege,  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir 

Row /and  de  Boys. 

Duke.  I  would,  thou  hadrtbeen  fon  to  fome  man  elfe  ! 
The  world  efteem'd  thy  Father  honourable, 
But  I  did  rind  him  ftill  mine  enemy  : 
Thou  (houJd'ft  have  better  pleas'd  me  wrth  this  deed, 
Hadlt  thou  defcended  from  another  Houfe. 
But  fare  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  youth  ; 
I  would,  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  father. 

[Exit  Duke,  with  his  train, 

Maneni  Celia,  Rofalind,  Orlando. 

Cel.  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this  ? 

Or  la.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Row/and fs  fon, 
His  youngeft  fon,  and  would  not  change  that  calling 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Rof.  My  father  lov'd  Sir  Rs<wlanda$  his  foul, 
-And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind: 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 
I  ihould  have  giv'n  him  tears  unto  entreaties, 
Ere  he  ihould  thus  have  ventur'd. 

Cel.  Gentle  Coufin, 
Let  us  go  thank  him  and  encourage  him  : 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  heart.    Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd : 
If  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in  love, 
But  juflly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  promife, 
Your  miftrefs  (hall  be  happy. 

Rof.  Gentleman, 
Wear  this  for  me ;  one  out  of  fuits  with  fortune, 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ?   [Giving  him  a  Chain  from  her  Neck. 

CeL  Ay,  fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Or/a. 
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Orla.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you  ?  - —  my  better 
parts 

Are  all  thrown  down  ;  and  that,  which  here  ftands  up, 
Is  but  a  quintaine,  a  meer  lifelefs  block. 

Rof.  He  calls  us  back  :  my  pride  fell  with  my  for- 
tunes. 

I'll  ask  him  what  he  would.    Did  you  call,  Sir  jfc 
Sir,  you  have  wreftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies. 
Cel.  Will  you  go,  coz  ? 
Rof.  Have  with  you  :  fare  you  well. 

\Exeunt  Rof.  and  CeT, 
Or/a.  What  pafTion  hangs  thefe  weights  upon  my 
tongue  ? 

I  cannot  fpeak  to  her  ;  yet  me  urg'd  conference. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

O  poor  Orlando!  thou  art  overthrown; 
Or  Charles,  or  fomething  weaker,  mailers  thee. 

Le  Beu.  Good  Sir,  I  do  in  friendfhip  counfel  you 
To  leave  this  place.   Albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love ; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke's  condition, 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  Duke  is  humorous ;  what  he  is,  indeed, 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Or  la.  I  thank  you,  Sir  ;  and,  pray  you,  tell  me  this  i 
Which  of  the  two  was  Daughter  of  the  Duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wreitling  ? 

Le  Beu.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  by  man- 
ners ; 

But  yet,  indeed,  the  ftiorter  is  his  daughter ; 
The  other's  daughter  to  the  banifVd  Duke, 
And  here  detain'd  by  her  ufurping  Uncle 
To  keep  his  daughter  company ;  whofe  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  filters. 
But  I  can  teli  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 
Hath  ta'en  difpleafure  'gainft  his  gentle  Neice ; 
Grounded  up  or  no  other  argument, 
But  that  the  people  praife  her  for  her  virtues, 

And 
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And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  fake ; 

And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  'gainft  the  Jady 

Will  fuddenly  break  forth.  Sir,  fare  you  well  ; 

Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 

I  (hall  dehre  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you.  [Exif* 

Or/a.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you  :  fare  you  well ! 
Thus  mull  I  from  the  fmoke  into  the  fmother; 
From  tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  tyrant  Brother  : 
But,  heav'nly  Rofalindl—  {Exit, 

SCENE  changes  to  an  rfpartment  in  the  Palace* 
Re-enter  Celia  and  Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why,  Coufm;  why,.  Ro/alind ;  Ctt//V  have  mer- 
cy ;  not  a  word  ! 

Rof.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel.  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  cad  away 
upon  curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me  ;  come,  lame  me 
with  reafons. 

Rof.  Then  there  were  twoCoufins  laid  up;  when  the 
one  mould  be  lam'd  with  Reafons,  and  the  other  mad 
without  any. 

CeL  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  ? 

Rof  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  Child's  father.  Oh,  how 
full  of  briers  is  this  working-day-world  ! 

Cel.  They  are  but  burs,  coufm,  thrown  upon  thee 
in  holiday  foolery  ;  if  we  walk  not  in  ths  trodden  paths, 
our  very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Rof.  I  could  make  them  oif  my  coat;  thefe  burs  are. 
in  my  heart. 

CeL  Hem  them  away. 

Rof  I  would  try,  if  I  could  cry,  hem,  and  have  him; 
CeL  Come,  come,  wreitie  with  thy  affections. 
Rof  O,  they  take  the  part  cf  a  better  Wreftler  than 
my  ielf. 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wifli  upon  you  !  you  will  try  in  time, 

in  defpight  of  a  Fall;  but  turning  thefe  jefts  out  of 

fervice,  let  us  talk  in  good  earneft  :  is  it  poilible  on  fuch 
a  fudden  you  mould  fall  into  fo  ftrong  a  liking  with  old 
Sir  Rowland's  youngel  fori  ?' 
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Rof  The  Duke  my  father  lovd  his  father  dearly. 

Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue,  that  you  mould  love  his 
fon  dearly  ?  by  this  kind  of  chafe,  I  lhould  hate  him  j 
for  my  father  hated  his  father  dearly  ;  yet  1  hate  not 

Orlando. 

Rof  No,  faith,  hate  him  not,  for  my  fake. 
Cel.  Why  mould  I  ?  doth  he  not  deferve  well  ? 

Enter  Duke,  'with  Lords,. 

Rof  Let  me  love  him  for  that ;  and  da  you  love 
him,  becaufe  I  do.  Look,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Cel.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Duke.  Miftrefs,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  hade, 
And  get  you  from  our  Court. 

Rof.  Me,  Uncle  ! 

Duke.  You,  Coufin. 
Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'fl  found 
So  near  our  publick  Court  as  twenty  miles, 
Thou  died  for  it. 

Rof.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 
Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me  \ 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  intelligence, 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  my  own  deiires ; 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
(As  I  do  truft,  I  am  not,)  then,  dear  Uncle, 
Never  fo  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  Highnefs. 

Duke.  Thus  do  all  traitors ; 
If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  it  felf : 
Let  it  fuffice  thee,  that  I  truft  thee  not. 

Rof.  Yet  your  miftruft  cannot  make  me  a  traitor ; 
Tell  me  wherein  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's  enough, 

Rof.  So  was  I,  when  your  Highnefs  took  his  Duke- 
So  was  I,  when  your  Highnefs  banifh'd  him  ;      [dom  1 
Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  lord  ; 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 
What's  that  to  me  ?  my  father  was  no  traitor: 
Then,  good  my  liege,  miftake  jne  not  fo  much, 
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To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel.  Dear  Sovereign,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Duke.  Ay,  Celia,  we  but  ftaid  her  for  your  fake;  • 
Elfe  had  me  with  her  fathei  rangd  along. 

Cel.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  flay ; 
It  was  your  pleafure,  and  your  own  remorfe  i 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her  y 
But  now  I  know  her  ;  if  me  be  a  traitor, 
Why,  fo  am  I ;  we  ftill  have  flept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  inftant,  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together; . 
And  wherefoe'er  we  went,  like  fund's  Swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  infeparable. 

Duke.  She  is  too  fubtle  for  thee ;  and  ner  fmoothnefs* 
Her  very  filence  and  her  patience, 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her  : 
Thou  art  a  fool ;  (he  robs  thee  of  thy  name, 
And  thou  wilt  mow. more  bright,  and  feem  more  vir* 
tuous, 

When  me  is  gone  ;  then  open  not  thy  lips : 

Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom, 

Which  Lhave  paft  upon  her  ;  me  is  banifh'd. 

Cel.  Pronounce  that  fentence  then  on  me,  my  Liege  y 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  compmy. 

Duke.  You  are  a  fool ;  you  Neice,  provide  your  fel-f  £ 
If  you  out- flay, the  time,  upon  mine  Honour, 
And  in  the  Greatnefs  of  my  word,  you  die. 

[Exeunt  Duke,  tjftv 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofalind  i  where  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers  !  I  will  give  :hee  mine  : 
I  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  I  am. 

JRof.  I  have  more  caufe. 

Cel.  Thou  haft  not,  coufm  ; 
Pr'ythee,  be  cheerful ;  know'ft  thou  not,  the  Duke 
Has  baniuYd  me  his  daughter  ? 

Rof.  That  he  hath  not 

Cel.  No}  hath  not?  ('3)  Rofalind lacks  then  the  love>: 

Which 

(3)  Rofalind  lacks  then  the  Love, 

Which  teachetb  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  eni] 
Tho'  this  be  the  Reading  of  all  the  printed  Copies,  'tis  evi- 
dent,  the  Poet  wrote  5 

Whhh 
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Which  teacheth  Me  that  thou  and  I  am  one: 
Shall  we  be  fundred  I  mall  we  part,  fweet  Girl  ? 
No,  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devife  with  me,  how  we  may  fly  ; 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us ; 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  charge  upon  you, 
To  bear  your  griefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out : 
For  by  this  heav'n,  now  at  our  forrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  can'ft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee, 

Rof.  Why,  whither  mail  we  go  ? 

Cel.  To  feek  my  Uncle  in  the  foreft  of  Arden* 

Rof.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far  ! 
Beauty  provoke th  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 

Cel.  I'll  put  my  felf  in  poor  and  mean  attire* 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmirch  my  face ; . 
The  like  do  you ;  fo  fhall  we  pafs  along, 
And  never  ftiraifailants. 

Rof  Were't  not  better. 
Eecaufe  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall, 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  points  like  a  man? 
A  gallant  Curtle-ax  upon  my  thigh,  . 
A  boar-fpear  in  my  hand,  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will) 
We'll  have  a  fwaftiing  and  a  martial  outfide, 
As  many  other  mannifh  Cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblances. 

Cel.  What  mail  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  a  man  ? 

Rof.   I'll  have  no  worfe  a  name  than  Jaws  own 
Page  ,• 

And  therefore,  look,  you  call  me  Gammed ; 
But  what  will  you  be  cali'd  ? 

Cel.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  Hate : . 
No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena. 

Which  teacheth  Me  

for  if  Rofalind  had  learnM  to  think  Celia  one  Part  of  her  Self, 
She  could  not  lack  that  love  which  Celia  complains  She  does. 
My  Emendation  is  confirmed  by  what  Celia  fay  %  whsn  She  nrft 
comes  upon  the  Stage* 
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Rof.  But,  Coufin,  what  if  we  aflfaid  to  fieal 
The  clownifli  Fool  out  of  your  father's  Court  ? 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

Cel.  Hell  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me, 
Leave  me  alone  tS  woo  him  ;  let's  away, 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together ; 
Devife  the  iitteft  time,  and  fafeft  way 
To  hide  us  from  purfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight :  now  go  we  in  content 
To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Baniihrnent.  {Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE,  Arden  FOREST. 

Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amiens,  and  two  or  three  Lords 
like  Forejlers. 

Duke  fenior. 
"^Y  O  W,  my  co-mates,  and  brothers  In  exile, 
JJ^   Hath  not  old  cuftom  made  this  life  more  fweefc 
Than  That  of  painted  Pomp  ?  are  not  thefe  woods 
More  free  from  peril,  than  the  envious  Court  t 
Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam,  (4) 
The  Seafons'  difference  ;  as,  the  icie  phang, 
And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind  ; 
Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body, 
Even  'till  I  fhrink  with  cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay, 
This  is  no  Flattery  :  thefe  are  Counfellors, 
That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  I  am. 

(4)  Here  feel  %»$-  not  the  Penalty]  What  was  the  Penalty  of 
Adam,  hinted  at  by  our  Poet?  The  being  fenfible  of  the  Dif- 
ference of  the  Seafons.  The  Duke  fays,  the  Cold  and  Effects 
of  the  Winter  feelingly  perfuade  him  what  he  is.  How  does  he 
not  then  feel  the  Penalty  ?  Doubtlefs,  the  Text  muft  be  reftor'd 
as  I  have  corrected  it  t  and  'tis  obvious  in  the  Courfe  of  thefe 
Notes,  how  often  not  and  but  by  Miftake  have  chang'd  Plac© 
in  our  Author's  former  Editions. 

Sweet: 
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Sweet  are  the  ufes  of  Adverfity, 

Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous, 

Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head  : 

And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  publick  haunt, 

Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks,. 

Sermons  in  ilones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

Ami.  I  would  not  change  it ;  happy  is  your  Grace,, 
That  can  tranflate  the  ftubbornnefs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  ftyle. 

Duke  Sen.  Come,  fhall  we  go  and  kill  us  venifon  I 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools, 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  defart  city, 
Should,  in  t;.eir  own  Confines,  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  goar'd. 

1  Lord.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that; 
And  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufurp 
Than  doth  your  brother,  that  hath  bamuYd  you-: 
To  day  my  Lord  of  Amiens,  and  my  felf, 
Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood  3, 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequeftred  Hag, 
That  from  the  hunters'  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt,. 
Did  come  to  languiih  ;  and,  indeed,  my  lord> 
The  wretched  Animal  heav'd  forth  fuch  groans 
That  their  difcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almoft  to  burfting  ;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofe 
In  piteous  chafe ;  and  thus  the  hairy  fool, 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  th'  extreme!*  verge  of  the  fwift  brooks, 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke  Sen.  But  what  faid  Jaques? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpeclacie  ? 

1  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilies, 
Firit,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  ftream  ; 
Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  mak'ft  a  teframent 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  fum  of  more 
To  that  winch  had  too  much.   Then  being  alone, 
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Left  and  abandon'd  of  his  velvet  friends 

'Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  doth  part 

The  flux  of  company :  anon  a  carelefs  herd, 

Full  of  thepafture,  jumps  along  by  him, 

And  never  flays  to  greet  him :  ay,  quoth  Jaques* 

Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greafie  citizens, 

'Tis  juft  the  fafhion  :  wherefore  do  you  look 

Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 

Thus  moft  inve&ively  he  pierceth  through 

The  body  of  the  Country,  City,  Court, 

Yea,  and  of  this  our  life ;  fwearing,  that  we 

Are  meer  ufurpers,  tyrants,  and  what^s  worfe, 

To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 

In  their  affign'd  and  native  dwelling  place. 

Duke  Sen.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contempla- 
tion ? 

2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting 
Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

Duke  Sen.  Show  me  the  place  ; 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fallen  fits. 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter.. 

2  Lord.  I'll  bxing  you  to  him  ftraight.  [Exeunti 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace  again. 
Enter  Duke  Frederick  <witb  Lords. 

Duke,  f^i  A,N  it  be  poflible,  that  no  man  faw  them  ? 

V>  It  cannot  be  ;  fome  villians  of  my  Court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufferance  in  this. 

1  Lord,  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber, 
Saw  her  a-bed,  and  in  the  morning  early 
They  found  the  bed  untreafur'd  of  their  miftrefs. 

2  Lord.  My  Lord,  the  roynifh  Clown,  at  whom  fo  oftv 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing : 
Hifperia,  the  Princefs'  Gentlewoman, 

Confefles,  that  (he  fecretly  o'er- heard 
Your  Daughter  and  her  Coulin  much  commend 
The  parts  and  graces  of  the  Wreftler, 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finewy  QharUs ; 
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And  me  believes,  where  ever  they  are  gone, 
^That  Youth  is  furely  in  their  company. 

Duke,  Send  to  his  brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hither: 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  brother  to  me, 
I'll  make  him  find  him  ;  do  this  fuddenly  ; 
And  let  not  Search  and  Inquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thefe  foolim  runaways.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  Oliver^  Houfi. 

JLnter  Orlando  and  Adam. 
0r/*.TT7H0's  there? 

W     Adam.  What!  my  young  matter?  oh, 
my  gentle  matter, 
Oh,  my  fweet  matter,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland  f  why,  what  make  you  here  ? 
V/hy  are  you  virtuous  ?  why  do  people  love  you  ?  * 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ttrong,  and  valiant  ? 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  Prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  Praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  you, 
Know  you  not,  matter,  to  fome  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  ferve^hem  but  as  enemies  ? 
No  more  do  yours;  yourvirtues,  gentle  matter, 
Are  fan&ified  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it ! 

Or/a.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Adam.  O  unhappy  youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  doors ;  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives  : 

Your  brother— -(no ;  no  brother  ;  yet  the  fon  -  

Yet  not  the  fon;  I  will  not  call  him  fon 

Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father,) 

Hath  heard  your  praifes,  and  this  night  he  means 

7  o  burn  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lie, 

And  you  within  it ;  if  he  fail  of  that, 

He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off; 

I  overheard  him,  and  his  praftices : 

This  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery ; 
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Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Or/a.  Why,  whither,  Adam,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go 

Adam.  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  come  not  here. 

Or/a.  What,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my  food 
Or  with  a  bafe,  and  boifterous  fword  enforce 
A  thievifh  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do  : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can  ; 
I  rather  will  fubjedl  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  bloody  brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo ;  I  have  five  hundred  crowns. 
The  thrifty  hire  I  fav'd  under  your  father, 
Which  I  did  ftore,  to  be  my  fofter-nurfe 
When  fervice  mould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame, 
And  unregarded  ag^in  corners  thrown; 
Take  That ;  and  he  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 
Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  fparrow, 
Be  comfort  to  my  age  I  here  is  the  gold, 
All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  fervant ; 
Tho'  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty ; 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood ; 
Nor  did  I  with  unbalhful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weaknefs  and  debility ; 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufty  winter, 
Frofty,  but  kindly ;  let  me  go  with  you ; 
J1 11  do  the  fervice  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  bulinefs  and  necefiities. 

Or/a.  Oh  !  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  conftant  fervice  of  the  antique  world  ; 
When  fervice  fvveat  for  duty,  not  for  meed  ! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  fafhion  of  thefe  times, 
Where  none  will  fweat,  but  for  promotion ; 
And,  having  That,  do  choak  their  fervice  up 
Even  with  the  Having ;  it  is  not  fo  with  thee ; 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  blolfom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry ; 
But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together  ! 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  fpent, 

We'll 
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We'll  light  upon  fome  fettled  low  Content. 

Adam.  Mailer,  go  on  ;  and  I  will  follow  thee 
To  the  laft  gafp  with  truth  and  loyalty. 
From  fevemeen  years  'till  now  almoft  fourfcore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years  Many  their  fortunes  feek ; 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week ; 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  mailer's  debtor.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  the  F  o  rest  of  Arden, 

Enter  Rofalind  in  Boy's  cloaths  for  Ganimed,  Celia  drejt 
like  a  Shepherdefs  for  Aliena,  and  Clown. 

Rof  /~\  Jupiter!  how  weary  are  my  fpints  ?  (5) 

Vy  C/o.  I  care  not  for  my  fpints,  if  my  legs 
were  not  weary. 

Rof.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgrace  my  man's 
apparel,  and  cry  like  a  woman;  but  I  mull  comfort  the 
weaker  veflel,  as  doublet  and  hofe  ought  to  mow  it  felf 
courageous  to  petticoat ;  therefore,  courage,  good  Aliena* 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  bear  with  me,  I  cannot  go  no  further, 

C/o.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than 
bear  you ;  yet  I  fhould  bear  no  Crofs,  if  I  did  bear  you  $ 
for,  I  think,  you  have  no  mony  in  your  purfe. 

Rof.  Well,  this  is  the  foreft  of  Arden. 

C/o.  Ay  ;  now  I  am  in  Arden,  the  more  fool  I ;  when 
I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place ;  but  travellers 
mutt  be  content. 

Rof.  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Touchfone:  look  you,  who 
comes  here ;  a  young  man  and  an  old  in  folemn  talk. 

(5)  0  Jupiter  !  bow  merry  are  my  Spirits  ?]  And  yet,  with- 
in the  Space  of  one  intervening  Line,  She  fays,  She  could  fine! 
in  her  Heart  to  difgrace  her  Man's  Apparel,  and  cry  like  a 
Woman.  Sure,  this  is  but  a  very  bad  Symptom  of  the  Brisknefs 
of  Spirits :  rather,  a  direct  Proof  of  the  contrary  Difpofltion, 
Mr.  Warburton  and  I,  concurr'd  in  conjecturing  it  mould  be, 

as  I  have  reform' d  it  in  the  Text  :  how  weary  are  my  Sf>i~ 

rtii  ¥  And  the  Clown's  JUply  makes  this  Reading  certain. 

Enter 
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Enter  Corin  and  Silvius. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  (till. 

Sil.  O  Corin,  that  thou  knew'ft  how  I  do  love  her  I 

Cor.  I  partly  guefs ;  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 

Sil.  No,  Corin ,  feeing  old,  thou  can'ft  not  guefs, 
Tho'  in  thy  youth  thcwa  waft  as  true  a  lover, 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow  ; 
But  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to  mine, 
(As,  fure,  I  think,  did  never  man  love  fo) 
How  many  aclions  moll  ridiculous 
Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fanfafie  ? 

Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  haVe "forgotten. 

Sil.  O,  thou  didft  then  ne'er  love  fo  heartily; 
If  thou  remember'ft  not  the  flighted  folly, 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into ; 

Thou  haft  not  lovM  • 

Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now, 
Wearying  the  hearer  in  thy  miftrefs  praife, 

Thou  haft  notlov'd.  

Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company, 
Abruptly,  as  my  paffion  now  makes  me ; 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd.— • 

0  Pbebe  !  Pbebe!  Pbebe!  [Exit  Sil. 
Rof.  Alas,  poor  Shepherd !  fearching  of  thy  wound, 

1  have  by  hard  adventure  found  my  own. 

Clo.  And  I  mine ;  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  love, 
P  broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  bid  him  take  that 
for  coming  a-nights  to  Jane  Smile-,  and  I  remember 
the  kifting  of  her  batlet,  and  the  cow's  dugs  that  her 
pretty  chopt  hands  had  milk'd ;  and  I  remember  the 
wooing  of  a  peafcod  inftead  of  her,  from  whom  I  took 
two  cods,  and  giving  her  them  again,  faid  with  weep- 
ing tears,  wear  thefe  for  my  fake.  We,  that  are  true 
lovers,  run  into  ftrange  capers ;  but  as  ail  is  mortal  in 
nature,  fo  is  all  nature  in  love  mortal  in  folly. 

Rof.  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifer,  than  thou  art  ware  of. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  (hall  ne'^er  be  ware  of  my  own  wit,  'till 
I  break  my  ftiins  againft  it. 

Rof.  Jove  /  Jove  !  this  Shepherd's  paffion  is  much 
sipon  my  fafliion.  Clo* 
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Clo.  And  mine ;  but  it  grows  fomething  ftale  with  me. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yond  man, 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food  ; 
1  faint  almoft  to  death. 

Clo.  Holla ;  you,  Clown  ! 

Rof.  Peace,  fool ;  he's  not  thy  kinfman., 

Cor.  Who  calls?- 

Clo.  Your  Betters,  Sir. 

Cor.  Elfe  they  are  very  wretched. 

Rof  Peace,  I  fay ;  good  Even  to  you,  friend, 

Cor   And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 

Rof  I  pr'ythee,  ihepherd,  if  that  love  or  gold 
Can  in  this  defarc  place  buy  entertainment, 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  our  felves,  and  feed  ; 
Here's  a  young  maid. with  travel  much  opprefs'd, 
And  faints  for  iuccour. 

Cor.  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her, 
And  wifh  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own, 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her  : 
But  I  am  Shepherd  to  another  man, 
And  do  not  (heer  the  fleeces  that  I  graze; 
My  mailer  is  .of  churlifh  difpofttion, 
And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  heav'n 
By  domg  deeds  of  hofpitality  : 
Befides,  his  Coate,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  (heep-coate  now, 
By  reafon  of  his  abfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on  ;  but  what  is,  come  fee; 
And  in  my  voice  moft  welcome  mail  you  be. 

Rof.  What  is  he,  that  mall  buy  his  flock  and  pas- 
ture ? 

Cor.  That  young  fvvain,  that  you  faw  here  but  ere 
while, 

That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  Hand  with  honefty, 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pafture,  and  the  flock, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cel.  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages. 
I  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could  wafte 
My  time  in  it. 

Vol.  II,  N 
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Cor.  Afluredly,  the  thing  is  to  be  fold ; 
Go  with  me ;  if)  ou  like,  upon  report, 
The  foil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be ; 
.And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  dejart  Part  of  the 
Forest. 

Enter  Amiens,  Jaques,  and  others. 

SO   N  G. 

Under  the  green  wood  tree, 

Who  loves  to  lye  with  me, 

And  tune  his  merry  notey 

Unto  the  fweet  bird' s  throat, 

Coine  hither \  come  hither,  come  hither  : 

Here  Jhall  he  fee 

No  enemy, 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Jaq.  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

Ami.  It  will  make  you  melancholy,  Monfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  I  thank  it;  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more;  lean 
fuck  melancholy  out  of  a  Song,  as  a  weazel .fucks  eggs: 
more,  I  pr  ythee,  more. 

Ami.  My  voice  is  rugged ;  I  know,  I  cannot  pleafe 
you. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  defire 
you  to  fing;  come,  come,  another  flanzo ;  call  you  'em 

itanzo^s  ? 

Ami.  What  you  will,  Monfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names,  they  owe  me 
Nothing.  Will  you  fing  ? 

Ami.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  pleafe  my  felf. 

Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll  thank 
you  ;  but  That,  they  call  Compliments,  is  like  the  en- 
counter of  two  dog-apes.  And  when  a  man  thanks  me 
heartily,  methinks,  I  have  given  him  a  penny,  and  he 
renders  me  the  beggarly  thanks.  Come,  fing  \  and  you 
skat  will  not,  hold  your  tongues 

Ami. 
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Ami.  Well,  Ml  end  the  fong,  Sirs;  cover  the  while; 
the  Duke  will  dine  under  this  tree ;  he  hath  been  all  this 
day  to  look  you. 

Jaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him.  He 
is  too  difputable  for  my  company  :  I  think  of  as  many 
matters  as  he,  but  I  give  heav'n  thanks,  and  make  no 
boaft  of  them.    Come,  warble,  come. 

SONG, 

Who  doth  ambition  Jbun, 
And  loves  to  lye  V  th'  Sun, 
Seeking  the  food  be  eats, 
And  pleas*  d  with  'what  he  gets  ; 
Come  hither,  come  hither come  hither  ; 
Here  /hall  he  fee 
No  enemy9 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Jaq.  I'll  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  I  made 
jefterday  in  defpight  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  Pjl  fmg  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  to  pafs, 
That  any  man  turn  afs  ; 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  eafe 
A  ftuhborn  will  to  pleafe, 
Ducdame,  ducdame,  ducdame  ; 

Here  Jhall  he  fee 

Grofs  fools  as  be9 
An  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

Ami*  What's  that  ducdame  ? 

Jaq.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into  a 
circle.  I'll  go  to  deep  if  I  can;  if  I  cannot,  I'll  rail 
againft  all  the  frit-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke :  his  banquet  is  pre- 
pared. [Exeunt,  federally* 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  matter,  I  can  go  no  further  5  O,  I  die 

N  z  for 
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for  food  f  here  lie  I  down,  and  meafure  out  my  grave. 
Fare  we  1,  kind  m  after. 

Or  la  Why,  how  now,  Adam  1  no  greater  heart  in 
thee  ?  live  a  little ;  comfc  rt  a  little  ;  chear  thyi'elf  a  lit- 
tle. If  this  uncouth  Forelt  -yield  any  thing  favage,  I 
will  either  be  food  for  it.  of  bring  it  for  food  to  thee: 
thy  conceit  is  nearer  death,  than  thy  ,  powers.  For 
my  fake  be  comfortable,  ho'd  death  a  while  at  the 
arm's  end  :  1  will  be  here  with  thee  prefently,  and  if 
1  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat,  J'll  give  thee 
leave  to  die.  But  if  thou  diefl  before  I  come,  thou 
art  a  mocker  of  my  labour.  WellYaid,  thou  Jook'ft 
cheerly.  And  I'll  be  with  thee  quickly  ;  yet  thou  lieft 
in  the  bleak  air.  Come,  I  tfill  bear  thee  to  fome  fhel- 
ter,  and  thou  malt  not  die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if 
there  live  any  thing  in  this  Defart.  Cheerly,  good 
Adam.  '[Exeunt* 

Enter  Duke  Sen.  and  Lords.       \A  Table  fit  out. 

Duke  Sen.  I  think,  he  is  transformed:  into  a  beaft, 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence ; 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  Song. 

Duke  Sen.  If  he,  compact  of  jars,  grow  mufical, 
We  mail  have  fliortly  difcord  in  the  fpheres : 
Go  feek  him  ;  tell  him,  1  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  jaques. 

1  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach. 
Duke  Sen.  Why,  how  now,  Monfieur,  what  a  life  k 

this, 

That  your  poor  friends  mull  woo  your  company? 
What!  you  look  merrily. 

Jaq.  A  fool,  a  fool ;  —  I  met  a  fool  V  th*  forelt, 
A  motley  fool ;  a  miferable  world  ! 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool, 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bask'd  him  in  the  fun, 
And  rail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 
In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
Good  morrow,  fool?  quoth  I :  No,  Sir,  quoth  he, 

Call 
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Call  me  not  fool,  'till  heaven  hath  fent  me  fortune; 

And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poak, 

And  looking  on  it  with  lack  -I  afire,  eye, 

Says,  very  wifely,,  it  is  ten  a  clock  : 

Thus  may  we  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags--. 

'Tis  but  an  hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine, 

And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven  ; 

And  fo  from  hour  to  hour  we  ripe  and  ripe, 

And  then  from  hour  to  hour  we  rot  and  rot, 

And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.    When  I  did  hear 

The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 

My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer, 

That  fools  mould  be  fo  deep  contemplative  : 

And  I  did  laugh,  fans  inrermiffion, 

An  hour  by  his  dial.    O  noble  fool, 

A  worthy  fool !  motley's  the  only  wear. 

Duke  Se?i.  What  fool  is  this  h 

Jaq.  O  worthy  fool !  one  that  hath  been  a  Court 
And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  hi  his  brain, 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bisket 
After  a  voyage,  he  hath  ilrange  places  cram'd 
With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms.    O  that  I  were  a  fool ! 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat.  - 

Duke  Sen.  Thou  malt  have  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  only  fuit ;  ' 
Provided,  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion,  that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  am  wife.    I  rnuft  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe ;  for  fo  fools  have  ; 
And  they  that  are  moft  gauled  with  my  folly, 
They  mod  murt  laugh  :  and  why,  Sir,  muii  they  fb  ? 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  parirn  church ; 
(6)  He,  whom  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 

Doth 


(6)  He  whom  a  Fool  doth  very  wifely  kit9 
Doth  very  foolijhly,  altbougb  be  fmartf 
N  3 
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Doth  very  foolifhly,  although  he  fmart, 

Not  to  Teem  fenfeicfs  of  the  bob.    If  not,  . 

The  wife  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 

Even  by  the  fquandring  glances  of  a  fool. 

Inveft  me  in  my  motley,  give  me  leave 

To  fpeak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 

Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  th'  infected  world, 

If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  Sen.  Fie  on  thee  !  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldfi 
do. 

Jaq.  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I>do  but  good  ? 

Duke  Sen.  Mod  mifchievous  foul  fin,  in  chiding  fin  % 
For  thou  thyfelf  haft  been  a  libertine, 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifh  fting  itfelf ; 
-And  all  th'  emboffed  fores  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
WoukTft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world* 

Jaq.  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  Sea, 
*  Till  that  the  very  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 
When  that  I  lay,  the  city-woman  bears 
The  coft  of  Princes  on  unworthy  moulders  ? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay,  that  I  mean  her; 
When  fuch  a  one  as  lhe,  fuch  is  her  neighbour } 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  function, 
That  fays,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft  ; 
Thinking,  that  I  mean  him  ;  but  therein  futes 
His  folly  to  the  metal  of  my  fpeech  ? 
There  then  ;  how  then  ?  what  then  ?  let  me  fee  whereia 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him ;  if  it  do  him  right, 

Seem  fenfelefs  of  the  bob.  If  not,  &c.~\  Eefides  that  the 
third  Verfe  is  defective  one  whole  Foot  in  Meafure,  the  Tenour 
n4  what  Jaques  continues  to  fay,  and  the  Reafoning  of  the  Paf- 
f&ge,  (hew  it  no  lefs  defe&ive  in  the  Seftfe.  There  is  no  doubt, 
but  the  two  little  Monofyllables,  which  I  have  fupply'd, 
were'either  by  Accident  wanting  in  the  Manufcrift  Copy ,  or  by 
Inadvertence  were  left  cut  at  Prefs, 

Then 
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Then  he  hath  wrong' d  himfelf ;  if  he  be  free, 
Why,  then  my  taxing,  like  a  wild  goofe,  flies 
Unclaim'd  of  any  man.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Orlando,  with  Sword  drawn* 

Or/a,  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more.  1 
Jaq.  Why,  I  have  eat  none  yet. 
Or/a.  Nor  lhalt  thou,  'till  necefluy  be  ferv'd. 
Jaq.  Of  what  kind  mould  this  Cock  come  of? 
Duke  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  man,  by  thy  d if- 
trefs  ? 

Or  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners, 
That  in  civility  thou  feem'fi:  fo  empty  ? 

Or/a.  You  touch' d  my  vein  at  firft ;  the  thorny  point 
Of  bare  dillrefs  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  fhevr 
Of  fmooth  civility  ;  yet  am  I  in- land  bred, 
And  know  fome  nurture  :  but  forbear,  I  fay : 
He  dies,  that  touches  any  of  tins  fruit, 
'Till  I  and  my  affairs  areanfwered. 

Jaq.  If  you  will  not 
Be  anfwercd  with  reafon,  I  muft  die. 

Duke  Sen.  What  would  you  have?   Your  gentleneis 
mall  force, 

More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentfenefs. 
Or/a.  I  almoil  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 
Duke  Sen,  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our 
table. 

Or/a.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  pardon  me,  I  pray  you  5 
I  thought,  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here  ; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  ftern  commandment.    But  whate'er  you  are, 
That  in  this  defart  inaccefTible, 
Under  the  made  of  melancholy  boughs, 
Lofe  and  neglect  the  creeping  hours  of  time  ; 
If  ever  you  have  looked  on  better  days  ; 
If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoll'd  to  church  % 
If  ever  fate  at  any  good  man's  feaft  ; 
If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wipd  a  tear, 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied  ; 
Let  gentlenefs  my  ftrong  enforcement  be, 
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In  the  which  hope  I  blufh,  and  hide  my  fword. 

Duke  Sen.  True  is  it,  that  we  have  feen  better  days  \ 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoll'd  to  church  ; 
And  late  at  good  mensfeafts,  and  wip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  pity  hath  engender' d  : 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs, 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniilred. 

Or  la.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while, 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
And  give  it  food.    There  is  an  old  ppor  man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftep 
Limp'd  in  pure  love  ;  'till  he  be  firft  fufnc'd, 
OppreiVd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
I  vviil  not  touch  a  bit. 

Duke  Sen.  Go  find  him  out, 
And  we  will  nothing  warle  till  your  return. 

Orla.  I  thank  ye  ;  and  be  blefs'd  for  your  good  com- 


Duke  Sen.  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy  ; 

This  wide  and  univerfal  Theatre 

Prefents  more  word  pageants,  than  the  fcenc 

Wherein  we  play  in. 

Jaq.  All  the  world's  a  Stage, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  meerly  Players; 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  entrances, 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts : 
His  acts  being  feven  ages.    At  firft  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurfe's  arms  : 
And  then,  the  whining  fchool  boy  with  his  fatchel, 
And  ihining  morning  face,  creeping  like  fnail 
Unwillingly  to  fchool.    And  then,  the  lover  ; 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woful  baliad 
Made  to  his  miftrefs'  eye- brow.    Then  a  foldier ; 
Full  of  (trange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 
jealous  in  honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  quarrel ; 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 
Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.   And  then,  the  juflke 
In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd, 
With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 


fort! 


[Exit. 
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Fu}]  of  wife  faws  and  modern  inftances, 

And  fo  he  plays  his  part.    The  fixth  age  fbifts 

Into  the  lean  and  flipper 'd  pantaloon, 

With  fpeclacles  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide ; 

His  youthful  hofe  well  fav'd,  a  world  too  wide 

For  his  flirunk  (hank  ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 

Turning  again  toward  chi!difh  treble,  pipes, 

And  whiftles  in  his  found.     Laft  Scene  of  all, 

That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  Hiftory, 

Is  feeond  childifhnefs,  and  meer  oblivion, 

Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafle,  fans  every  thing. 

Enter  Orlando,  *with  Adam. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome  :  fet  down  your  venerable  bur- 
then, 
And  let  him  feed. 

Or  la.  I  thank  you  moll:  for  him. 

Adam.  So  had  you  need, 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  my  felf. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  to  :  I  will  not  trouble  you* 
As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes. 
Give  us  fome  muiick  ;  and,  good  coufm,  fing. 

SONG. 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  <whid9 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind 

As  maws  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 
Becaufe  thou  art  not  feen, 

Alt  ho  thy  breath  be  rude* 
Heigh  ho  :  fing,  heigh  ho  I  unto  the  green  holly  % 
Mofi  friend/hip  is  feigning  ;  ?nofjt  loving  meer  folly- 1 

'Then  heigh  ho,  the  holly  ! 

This  life  is  mofi  jolly. 

Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky> 
That  doft  not  bite  fo  nigh 
As  benefits  forgot ; 

N  5  Thu ' 
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Tho*  thou  the  waters  warp, 
Vhj  jllng  is  not  fo Jharp 

As  friend  remembred  mt» 
Heigh  ho  !  fingy  &c. 

Duke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowland's 
Son, 

As  you  have  whifper'd  faithfully  you  were, 

And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witnefs, 

Moft  trulv  limnM,  and  living  in  your  face, 

Be  truly  welcome  hither.    I'm  the  Duke, 

That  lov'd  your  Father.   The  refidue  of  your  fortune 

Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me.   Good  old  Man, 

Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  mafier  is ; 

Support  him  by  the  arm  ;  give  me  your  hand, 

And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underftand.  \Exeun$* 


ACT  III. 
SCENE,  the  PALACE. 
Enter  Duke,  Lords  and  Oliver. 
Duke. 

NOT  feehimfince?  Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot  be : 
But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy^ 
J  fhould  not  feek  an  abfent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thou  prefent :  but  look  to  it  5 
Find  out  thy  brother,  wherefoe'er  he  is ; 
^eek  hJm  with  candle  :  bring  him  dead  or  living, 
Within  this  twelvemonth  ;  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine, 
Worth  feizure,  do  we  feizeinto  our  hands ; 
Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth, 
Of  what  we  think  againft  thee, 

OIL 
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OIL  Oh,  that  yourHighnefs  knew  my  heart  in  this: 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke.  More  villain  thou.    Well,  pulh  him  out  of 

doors ; 

And  let  my  officers  of  fuch  a  nature 

Make  an  extent  upon  his  houfe  and  lands : 

Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Forest. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Or/a.  tJAng  there,  my  verfe,  in  witnefs  of  my  love  ; 
n  And  thou  thrice  crowned  Queen  of  Night 
furvey, 

With  thy  chafte  eye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above, 
Thy  huntrefs'  name  that  my  full  life  doth  fvvay. 

O  Rofalind!  thefe  trees  mall  be  my  books, 
And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  I'll  character ; 

That  every  eye,  which  in  this  F oreft  looks, 
Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 

Run,  run,  Orlando,  carve  on  every  tree, 

The  fair,  the  chafte,  and  unexpreflive  She.  [Exit, 

Enter  Corin  and  Clown. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  Ihepherd's  life,  Mr.  Touch- 
Jlone  ? 

C/o.  Truly,  fhepherd,  in  refpeft  of  itfelf,  it  is  a 
good  life  ;  but  in  refpec~l  that  it  is  a  (hepherd's  life,  it  is 
naught.  In  refpedl  that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  very 
well ;  but  in  refpeft  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very  vile 
life.  Now  in  refpedl  it  is  in  the  fields,  it  pleafeth 
me  well ;  but  in  refpecl  it  is  not  in  the  Court,  it  is  te- 
dious. As  it  is  a  fpare  life,  look  you,  it  fits  my  hu- 
mour well ;  but  as  there  is  no  more  plenty  in  it,  it  goes 
much  againft  my  ftornach.  Haft  any  philofophy  in  thee, 
fhepherd  ? 

Cor.  No  more,  but  that  I  know,  the  more  one 
fickens,  the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is  :  and  that  he,  that 
wants  mony,  means,  and  content,  is  without  three 

good 
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good  friends.  That  the  property  of  rain  is  to  wet,  and 
fire  to  burn  :  that  good  pafture  makes  fat  fheep  ;  and 
that  a  great  caufe  of  the  night,  is  lack  of  the  Sun  :  that 
he,  that  hath  learned  no  wit  by  nature  nor  art,  may 
complain  of  good  breeding,  or  comes  of  a  very  dull 
kindred. 

Clo.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philofopher.    Waft  ever 
in  Court,  fhepherd  ? 
Cor.  No,  truly. 
Clo.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 
Cor.  Nay,  I  hope— — 

Clo.  Truly,  thou  art  damn'd,  like  an  ill-roafted  egg, 
all  on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court  ?  your  reafon. 

Clo.  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  Court,  thou  never 
faw'ft  good  manners ;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  man- 
ners, then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked  ;  and  wicked- 
nefs  is  fin,  and  fin  is  damnation  :  thou  art  in  a  parlous 
ftate,  fhepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Toucbftone  :  thofe,  that  are  good 
manners  at  the  Court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  Country, 
as  the  behaviour  of  the  Country  is  moft  mockable  at 
the  Court.  You  told  me,  you  falute  not  at  the  Court, 
but  you  kifs  your  hands ;  that  courtefie  would  be  un- 
cleanly, if  Courtiers  were  fhepherds. 

Clo.  Inftance,  briefly  ;  come,  inftance. 

Cor.  Why,  we  are  ftill  handling  our  ewes ;  and  their 
fels,  you  know,  are  greafie. 

Clo.  Why,  do  not  your  Courtiers  hands  fweat  ?  and 
is  not  the  greafe  of  a  mutton  as  wholfome  as  the  fweat 

of  a  man  ?  lhallow,  lhallow  ;  <  a  better  inftance,  I 

fay  :  come. 

Cor'.  Beiides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Clo.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooner.  Shallow 
again  :  —  a  more  founder  inftance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  furgery 
of  our  iheep ;  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  tarr  ?  the 
Courtier's  hands  are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Clo.  Moft  lhallow  man  !  thou  worms-meat  in  re- 
fpecl  of  a  good  piece  of  fleftb  indeed  !  learn  of  the 

wife 
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wife  and  perpend ;  civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  tarr  ; 
the  very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  cat.  Mend  the  inftance, 
fhepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me  ;•  I'll  reft. 

Clo.  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd?  God  help  thee,  fhallow 
man ;  God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  Sir,  lam  a  true  labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat;  get 
that  I  wear ;  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  man's  happi- 
nefs ;  glad  of  other  mens  good,  content  with  my  harm  5 
and  the  greateft  of  my  pride  is,  to  fee  my  ewes  graze, 
and  my  lambs  fuck. 

Clo.  That  is  another  fimple  fin  in  you,  to  bring  the 
ewes  and  the  rams  together;  and  to  offer  to  get  your 
living  by  the  copulation  of  cattle ;  to  be  a  bawd  to  a 
bell- weather ;  and  to  betray  a  Ihe  lamb  of  a  twelve- 
month to  a  crooked-pated  old  cuckoldy  ram,  out  of  all 
reafonable  match.  If  thou  be'ft  not  damn'd  for  this, 
the  devil  himfelf  will  have  no  lhepherds ;  I  cannot  fee 
elfe  how  thou  fhould'ft  'fcape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  Mr.  Gammed,  my  new  mif- 
trefs's  brother. 

Enter  Rofalind,  with  a  paper, 

Rof.  From  the  eaft  to  weftem  Inde, 
No  jewel  is  like  Rofalind. 

Her  worthy  being  mounted  on  the  windy  ; 

Through  all  the  world  bears  Rofalind. 

All  the  pictures,  f aire  ft  lind, 

Are  but  black  to  Rofalind  ; 

Let  no  face  be  kept  in  mindy 

But  the  face  of  Rofalind  * 

Clo,  1*11  rhime  you  fo,  eight  years  together ;  dinners, 
and  fuppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted  :  it  is  the  right 
butter- women's  rank  to  market. 

Rof.  Out,  fool? 

Clo.  For  a  tafte^     ■■■  ■■■  ■« 

Jf  a  hart  doth  lack  a  hinds 
feek  0*/ Rofalind. 
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If  the  cat  will  after  kind, 

So,  be  fure,  will  Rofalind. 

Winter  garments  muft  be  lin%d9 

So  muft  fender  Rofalind. 

They,  that  reap,  muft  Jheaf  and  bind} 

Then  to  Cart  with  Rofalind. 

Sweet  eft  nut  hath  fowr  eft  rind, 

Such  a  nut  is  Rofalind. 

He  that  fweeteft  rofe  will find, 

Muft  find  loves  pricky  and  Rofalind. 

This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfes ;  why  da  you  in- 
fed  yourfelf  with  them  ? 

Rof.  Peace,  you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tree, 

Clo.  Truly  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 

Rof  Pll  graff  it  with  you,  and  then  I  mall  graff  it  with 
a  mecler  ;  then  it  will  be  the  earlieft  fruit  1  th'  coun- 
try ;  for  you'll  be  rotten  ere  you  be  half  ripe,  and  that's 
the  right  virtue  of  the  medler. 

Clo.  You  have  faid ;  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let 
the  Forell  judge. 

Enter  Celia,  with  a  writing, 

Rof.  Peace,  here  comes  my  Sifter  reading ;  (land 
afide. 

Cel.  Why  Jhould  this  a  Defart  be, 

For  it  is  unpeopled  ?  No  ; 
Tongues  V 11  hang  on  every  tree, 

That  /ball  civil  fayings  Jhow* 
Some,  how  brief  the  life  of  man 

Runs  his  erring  pilgrimage ; 
That  the  ft  retching  of  a  /pan 

Buckles  in  his  fum  of  age ; 
Some  of  violated  vows, 

yTwixt  the fouls  of  friend  and friend  l 
But  upon  the  fair  eft  boughs, 

Or  at  every  fentence  end, 

win 
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Will  1  Rofalinda  write  ; 

T eaching  all  that  read,  to  know, 
This  Quint  effence  of  every  Sprite 
Heaven  would  in  little  Jbow. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  charged, 

That  one  body  Jhould  he  filVd 
With  all  graces  wide  enlarged ; 

Nature  prefently  diftill'd 
Helen'/  cheeks,  but  not  her  heart, 

Cleopatra'/  majefty  ; 
Atalanta'j  better  part  ; 

Sad  Lucretia'j  modefty. 
Thus  Rofalind  of  many  parts 

By  heavnly  fynod  was  devised ; 
Of  many  faces,  eyes,  and  hearts, 

To  have  the  Touches  dear  eft  priz'd. 
Heaven  would  that  (he  thefe  gifts  Jhould  have, 
And  I  to  live  and  die  herflave* 

Rof  Q  mod  gentle  Jupiter  f  —  what  tedious  homily 
of  love  have  you  wearied  your  Parifhioners  withal,  and 
never  cry'd,  have  patience,  good  people  ? 

Cel.  How  now?  back- friends !  fhepherd,  go  off  a 
little  :  go  with  him,  firrah. 

Clo.  Come,  fhepherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable  re- 
treat ;  tho'  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with  fcrip 
and  fcrippage.  [Exeunt  Cor.  and  Clown, 

Cel.  Didit  thou  hear  thefe  verfes  ? 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too;  for 
fome  of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  verfes 
would  bear. 

Cel.  That's  no  matter ;  the  feet  might  bear  the 
verfes. 

Rof  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 
themfelves  without  the  verfe,  and  therefore  flood  lame- 
ly in  the  verfe. 

Cel.  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  thy 
name  mould  be  hang'd  and  carv'd  upon  thefe  trees  ? 

Rof  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder, 
before  you  came :  for  look  here,  what  I  found  on  a 

'  palm- 
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palm-tree ;  I  was  never  fo  be-rhimed  fince  Pxtbagoras's 
time,  that  I  was  an  lrijb  rat,  which  I  can  nardly  re- 
member. 

Cel.  Trow  you,  who  hath  done  this  ? 
Rof.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

Cel.  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  his 
neck  :  Change  you  colour  ? 
Rof  I  pr'ythee,  who  ? 

Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  to 
meet ;  but  mountains  may  be  removed  with  earthquakes* 

and  lb  encounter. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  who  is  it  t 
Cel.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  I  pr'ythec  now,  with  moft  petitionary 
vehemence,  tell  me  who  it  is, 

Cel.  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  mod  wonderful 
wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  our 
of  all  whooping  ■ 

Rof  Odd's,  my  complexion !  doft  thou  think,  though 
I  am  caparifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  hcfe 
in  my  difpofition  ?  (6)  One  inch  of  delay  more  is  a 
South-fea  off  difcovery.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  who  is 
it  quickly,  and  fpeak  apace  ;  I  would  thou  could  "ft 
ftammer,  that  thou  mighf  ft  pour  this  concealed  mar* 
out  of  thy  mout-h,  as  wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow- - 
mouth'd  bottle  ;  either  too  much  at  once,  or  none  at 
all.  I  pr'ythee,  take  the  cork  out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I 
may  drink  thy  tidings. 

Cel.  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 

Rof.  Is  he  of  God's  making  ?  what  manner  of  m'an  I 
is  his  head  worth  a  hat  r  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

Rof  Why,  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be 
thankful ;  let  me  ftay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thou 
delay  me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

(  6  )  Ont  Inch  of  Delay  more  is  a  Soutb-fea  of  Difcovery  A 
South-fea  of  Difcovery  :  This  is  ftark  Nonfenfe  ;  We  muft 
read  off  Difcovery,     e.  from  Difcovery.    "  If  you  delay 

m%  one  Inch  of  Time  longer,  I  fhall  think  this  Secret  as  far 
M  from  Difcovery  as  the  6eutb~fea  is," 
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Cel.  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  tripp'd  up  the  wreft- 
ler's  heels  and  your  heart  both  in  an  inftant. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  ;  fpeak,  fad 
brow,  and  true  maid 

Cel.  Tfaith,  coz,  'tis  he. 

Rof.  Orlando! 

Cel.  Orlando. 

Rof.  Alas  the  day,  what  mail  I  do  with  my  double?, 
and  hofe?  what  did  he,  when  thou  faw'il  him  ?  what 
faid  he?  how  look'd  he?  wherein  went  he?  what 
makes  he  here  ?  did  he  ask  for  me  ?  where  remains  he  ? 
how  parted  he  with  thee  ?  and  when  lhalt  thou  fee 
him  again  ?  anfwer  me  in  one  word. 

Cel.  You  muft  borrow  me  Garagantua^s  mouth  firft ; 
'tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  age's  fize :  to 
fay,  ay,  and  no,  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to 
anfwer  in  a  catechifm. 

Rof.  Rut  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Foreft,  and 
in  man's  apparel  t  looks  he  as  frelhly  as  he  did  the  day 
he  wreftled  ? 

Cel.  Itisas.eafie  to  count  atoms,  as  to  refolve  the 
propofitions  of  a  lover :  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  rinding 
him,  and  relifh  it  with  good  obfervance.  I  found  him 
under  a  tree  like,  a  dropp'd  acorn. 

Rof  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jove's  tree,  when  it  drops 
forth  fuch  fruit. 

CeL  Give  me  audience,  good  Madam. 

Rof.  Proceed. 

CeL  There  lay  he  flretch'd  along  like  a  wounded 
Knight. 

Rof.  Tho'  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  be- 
comes the  ground. 

CeL  Cry,  holla!  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr'y  thee ;  it  cur- 
vets unfeafonably.    He  was  furnihYd  like  a  hunter. 

Rof  Oh,  ominous!  he  comes  to  kill  my  heart. 

CeL  I  would  fing  my  fong  without  a  burthen ;  thou 
bring'ft  me  out  of  tune. 

Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman  ?  when  I  think* 
I  muft  fpeak :  Sweet,  fay  on. 
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Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

Cel.  You  bring  me  out.    Soft,  comes  he  not  here? 

Roft  'Tis  he ;  flink  by,  and  note  him. 

[Cel.  WRof.  retire, 

Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  company  ;  but,  good  faith, 
I  had  as  lief  have  been  my  felf  alone. 

Or/a.  And  fo  had  I ;  bat  yet  for  fafhion  fake,  I 
thank  you  too  for  your  fociety. 

Jaq.  God  bV  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 

Or/a.  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  ftrangers. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you,  marr  no  more  trees  with  writing 
love  fongs  in  their  barks. 

Or/a.  I  pray  you,  marr  no  more  of  my  Verfes  with 
reading  them  ill-favouredly. 

Jaq.  Rofa/indy  is  your  love's  name  ? 

Or/a.  Yes,  juft. 

Jaq.  J  do  not  like  her  name. 

Or/a,  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you,  when 
flie  was  chrirten'd. 

Jaq.  What  ftature  is  me  of? 

Or/a.  Juft  as  high  as  my  heart. 

Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwers ;  have  you  not 
been  acquainted  with  goldfmiths  wives,  and  conn'd  them 
out  of  rings  ? 

Or/a.  Not  fo  :  (7)  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted 
cloth,  from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  queitions. 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit ;  I  think,  it  was  made 
of  Atalanta\  heels.  Will  you  fet  down  with  me,  and 
we  two  will  rail  againft  our  miftrefs,  the  world,  and  all 
our  mifery. 

(7)  But  I  anfzver you  right  painted  cloth.]  This  alludes  to 
the  Fafhion,  in  old  Tapeftry  Hangings,  of  Mottos  and  mo- 
ral Sentences  from  the  Mouths  of  the  Figures  work'd  or 
painted  in  them.  The  Poet  again  hints  at  this  Cuftom  in  his 
Poem,  calPd,  Tarquin  and  Lucrece: 

Who  f tars  a  Sentence or  an  Old  Man's  Saw, 

Shall  by  a  painted  Cloth  be  kept  in  Aws* 
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Or  la.  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  my 
felf,  againft  whom  I  know  moft  faults. 

Jaq.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 

Or/a.  'Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  beft 
virtue  ;  I  am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  fool,  when  I 
found  you. 

Or/a.  He  is  jdrownM  in  the  brook ;  look  but  in,  and 
you  fhall  fee  him. 

Jaq.  There  I  (hall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Or/a.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or  a  cypher. 

Jaq.  I'll  flay  no  longer  with  you;  farewel,  good 
Signior  love  !  [Exit. 

Or/a.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure ;  adieu,  good 
Monfieur  melancholy  !       [Cel.  and  Rof.  come  forward. 

Rof.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  lacquey,  and 
under  that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him  :  do  yoa 
hear,  forefter  ? 

Or/a.  Very  well ;  what  would  you  ? 

Rof  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  clock  ? 

Or/a.  You  mould  ask  me,  what  time  o'day  ;  there's 
no  clock  in  the  Foreft. 

Rof  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  Foreft ;  elfe* 
lighing  every  minute  and  groaning  every  hour,  would 
detect  the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  well  as  a  clock. 

Or/a.  And  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time  ?  had  not 
that  been  as  proper  ? 

Rof.  By  no  means,  Sir :  time  travels  in  divers  pa- 
ces, with  divers  perfons ;  PU  tell  you  who  time  ambles 
withal,  who  time  trots  withal,  who  time  gallops  withal., 
and  who  he  ftands  ftill  withal  f 

Or/a.  I  pr'ythee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 

Rof  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  be- 
tween the  contract  of  her  marriage,  and  the  day  it  is  fo- 
lemniz'd  :  if  the  interim  be  but  a  fennight,  time's  pace 
is  fo  hard  that  it  feems  the  length  of  feven  years. 
Or/a.  Who  ambles  time  withal  ? 
Rof.  With  a  prieil  that  lacks  Latine,  and  a  rich  man 
that  hath  not  the  gout;  for  the  one  deeps  eafily,  be- 
caufe  he  cannot  ftudy ;  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  be- 
cause 
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caufe  he  feels  no  pain  :  the  one  lacking  the  burthen  of 
lean  and  wafteful  learning ;  the  other  knowing  no  bur- 
then of  heavy  tedious  penury.  Thefe  time  ambles 
withal. 

Or/a.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows:  for  though  he 
go  as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  too  foon 
there. 

Or/a.  Whom  flays  it  ft  ill  withal  ? 

Rof  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation  ;  for  they  fleep 
between  term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  not 
how  time  moves. 

Or/a.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth  ? 

Rof.  With  this  fhepherdefs,  my  filler;  here  in  the. 
skirts  of  the  foreft,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 

Or/a.  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 

Rof  As  the  cony,  that  you  fee  dwell  where  fhe  & 
kindled. 

Or/a.  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could 
purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many ;  but,  indeed,  an  old 
religious  Uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  in 
his  youth  an  in-land  man,  one  that  knew  courtfhip  too 
well ;  for  there  he  fell  in  love.  I  have  heard  him  read 
many  leclures  againi*  it ;  I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a  wo- 
man, to  be.  touchM  with  fo  many  giddy  offences  as  he 
hath  generally  tax'd  their  whole  fex  withal. 

Or/a.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils, 
that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal,  they  were  all  like 
one  another,  as  half  pence  are ;  every  one  fault  feem- 
ing  monftrous,  'till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match  it. 

Or/a.  I  pr'ythee,  recount  fome  of  them. 

Rof  No ;  I  will  not  caft  away  my  phyfick,  but  on 
thofe  that  are  fick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  Foreft, 
that  abufes  our  young  Plants  with  carving  Rofalind  on 
their  barks ;  hangs  Odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  Elegies 
on  brambles ;  all,  forfooth,  deifying  the  name  of  Rofa- 
lind. If  I  could  meet  that  fancy-monger,  I  would  give 
him  fomew  good  QourifeJ,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  Quoti- 
dian of  love  upon  him.  O)  la* 
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Or/a.  I  am  he,  that  is  fo  love-ihak'd ;  I  pray  you,  tell 
me  vour  remedy. 

RoJ.  There  is  ncne  of  my  Uncle's  marks  upon  you ; 
he  taught  me  ho  v  to  know  a  man  in  love ;  in  which  cage 
of  rufhes,  I  am  fare,  you  are  not  prifoner. 

Of  la.  What  were  hi*  marks  ? 

Rof  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not ;  a  blue  eye 
and  funken,  which  you  have  nut ;  an  unqueftionable 
fpirit,  which  you  have  not-;  a  beard  negle&ed,  which 

you  have  not .   but  I  pardon  you  for  that,  for  fim- 

ply  your  having  in  beard  is  a  younger  Brother's  revenue; 

  then  your  hofe  fhould  be  ungarter'd,  your  bonnet 

.unhanded,  your  fleeve  unbutton'd,  your  moo  untied, 
and  every  tiling  about  you  demonftrating  acarelefs  defo- 
lation  ;  but  you  are  no  men  man,  you  are  rather  point- 
device  in  your  accoutrements,  as  loving  your  felf,  than 
feeming  the  lover  of  any  other. 

Or  la.  Fair  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe 
I  love. 

Rof  Me  believe  it?  you  may  as  foon  make  her,  that 
you  love,  believe  it ;  which,  J  warrant,  me  is  apter  to 
do,  than  to  confefs  fhe  does ;  that  is  one  of  the  points, 
in  the  which  women  dill  give  the  lie  to  their  confeiences. 
But,  in  good  footh,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  Verfes  on 
the  trees,  wherein  Rofalind  is  fo  admired  ? 

Or  la.  I  fwear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of 
Rofalind,  I  am  That  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rof.  But  are  you  fo  much  in  love,  as  your  rhimes 
fpeak  ? 

Orla.  Neither  rhime  nor  reafon  can  exprefs  how 
much. 

Rof.  Love  is  meerly  a  madnefs,  and,  I  tell  you,  de- 
fences as  well  a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  mad  men 
do  :  and  the  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  punihYd  and 
cured,  is,  that  the  lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  whip- 
pers  are  in  love  too  :  yet  I  profefs  curing  it  by  counfel. 
Orla.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 

^  Rof.  Yes,  one,  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to  ima- 
gine me  his  love,  his  miftrefs :  and  I  fet  him  every  day 
to  wose  me,    At  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a 

moonifh 
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moonifh  youth,  grieve,  be  effeminate,  changeable, 
longing,  and  liking  ;  proud,  fantaflical,  apifh,  (hal- 
low, inconftant,  full  of  tears,  full  of  fmiles ;  for  every 
paflion  fomething,  and  for  no  paflion  truly  any  thing, 
as  boys  and  women  are  for  the  moll  part  cattle  of  this 
colour ;  would  now  like  him,  now  loath  him ;  then 
entertain  him,  then  forfwear  him ;  now  weep  for  him, 
then  fpit  at  him  ;  that  I  drave  my  fuitor  from  his  mad 
humour  of  love,  to  a  living  humour  of  madnefs ;  which 
was,  to  forfwear  the  full  dream  of  the  world,  and  to 
live  in  a  nook  meerly  monaftick ;  and  thus  I  cur'd  him, 
and  this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  warn  your  liver  as 
clear  as  a  found  ftieep's  heart,  that  there  mail  not  be  one 
fpot  of  love  in't. 

Or/a.  I  would  not  be  cur'd,  youth. 

Rof  I  would  cure  you  if  you  would  but  call  me  Ro- 
falind,  and  come  every  day  to  my  cotte,  and  wooe  me. 

Orla.  Now,  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will ;  tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  will  (hew  it  you  ;  and, 
by  the  way,  you  mail  tell  me  where  in  the  Forefl  you 
live  :  will  you  go? 

Orla.  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  mull  call  me  Rofalind :  come, 
filler,  will  you  go  ?  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Clown,  Audrey  and  Jaques. 

Clo.  Come  apace,  good  Audrey,  I  will  fetch  up  your 
goats,  Audrey  ;  and  now,  Audrey,  am  I  the  man  yet  ? 
doth  my  fimple  feature  content  you  ? 

Aud.  Your  features,  lord  warrant  us !  what  features  ? 

CA.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the  moft 
capricious  poet  honeft  Ovid  was  among  the  Gotbs. 

Jaq.  O  knowledge  ill- inhabited,  worfe  than  Jove  in 
a  thatch'd  houfe ! 

Clo.  When  a  man's  verfes  cannot  be  underllood,  nor 
a  man's  good  Wit  feconded  with  the  forward  child, 
Underftanding ;  it  ftrikes  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great 
reckoning  in  a  little  room ;  truly,  I  would  the  Gods 
had  made  thee  poetical. 

1  '  Aud. 
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Aud.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is ;  is  it  honeft  in 
deed  and  word  ?  is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

Clo.  No,  truly;  for  the  trueft  poetry  is  the  moft 
feigning ;  and  levers  are  given  to  poetry ;  and  what 
they  fwear  in  poetry,  may  be  faid,  as  lovers,  they  do 
feign. 

Aud.  Do  you  wifh  then,  that  the  Gods  had  made  me 
poetical  ? 

Clo.  I  do,  truly ;  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  me,  thou  art 
honeft :  now  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  I  might  have  fome 
hope  thou  didft  feign. 

Aud.  Would  you  not  have  me  honeft  ? 

Clo.  No,  truly,  unlefs  thou  wert  hard-favour'd;  for 
honefty  coupled  to  beauty,  is,  to  have  honey  a  favvce  to 
fugar. 

Jaq.  A  material  fool ! 

Aud.  Well,  I  am  not  fair ;  and  therefore  I  pray  the 
Gods  make  me  honeft ! 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  honefty  upon  a  foul  flut, 
were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  dim. 

Aud.  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  I  thank  the  Gods  I  am 
foul. 

Clo.  Well,  praifed  be  the  Gods  for  thy  foulnefs  ?  flur- 
tifhnefs  may  come  hereafter  :  but  be  it  as  it  may  be,  I 
will  marry  thee ;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir 
Oliver  Mar-text>  the  vicar  of  the  next  village,  who 
hath  promis'd  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of  the  foreft* 
and  to  couple  us. 

Jaq.  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 

Aud.  Well,  the  Gods  give  us  joy  ! 

Clo.  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful 
heart,  ftagger  in  this  attempt;  for  here  we  have  no 
temple  but  the  wood,  no  aflembly  bat  horn  beafts. 
But  what  tho'  ?  courage.  As  horns  are  odious,  they 
are  neceflary.  It  is  laid,  many  a  man  knows  no  end 
of  his  goods :  right :  many  a  man  has  good  horns,  and 
knows  no  end  of  them.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of 
his  wife,  'tis  none  of  his  own  getting ;  horns  ?  even 

fo  ■  poor  men  ajone  ?         n  no,  no,  the  nobleil 

deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  rafcal :  is  the  fingle  man 

there- 
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therefore  blefled  ?  no.  As  a  walPd  town  is  more  wor- 
thier than  a  village,  fo  is  the  forehead  of  a  married  man 
more  honourable  than  the  bare  brow  of  a  batchelor  ; 
and  by  how  much  defence  is  better  than  no  skill,  fo  much 
is  a  horn  more  precious  than  to  want. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  Sir  Oliver :  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  you  are 
well  met.  Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  tree, 
•or  ih all  we  go  with  you  to  your  Chappel  ? 

Sir  Oii.  Is  there  none  here  to  givesthe  woman  ? 

Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  Oil.  Truly,  Ihe  muft  be  given,  or  the  marriage  is 
not  lawful. 

Jaq.  Proceed,  proceed !  M  give  her. 

Clo,  Good  even,  good  matter  vubat  ye  call :  how  do 
you,  Sir  ?  you  are  very  well  met :  God'ild  you  for 
your  lad  company  !  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ;  even  a 
toy  in  hand  here,  Sir  :  nay  ;  pray,  be  covered. 

Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  Motley  P 

Clo.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow,  Sir,  the  horfe  his  curb, 
and  the  faulcon  his  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  defire;  and 
as  pidgeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nibling. 

Jaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breeding, 
be  married  under  a  bum  like  a  beggar  ?  get  you  to 
church,  and  have  a  good  prieft  that  can  tell  you  what 
marriage  is  ;  this  fellow  will  but  join  you  together  as 
they  join  wainfcot ;  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  fhrunk 
pannel,  and,  like  green  timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  mind,  but  I  were  better  to  be 
married  of  him  than  of  another ;  for  he.  is  not  like  to 
marry  me  well ;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be 
a  good  excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counfel  thee. 

Clo.  Come,  fweet  Audrey,  we  muft  be  married,  or 
we  muft  live  in  bawdry :  farewell,  good  Sir  Oliver  ; 
not  O  fweet  Oliver,  O  brave  Oliver,  leave  me  not  be- 
hind thee :  but  wind  away,  begone,  I  fay,  I  will  not 
to  wedding  with  thee. 


Sir 
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SirOliv.  'Tis  no  matter  :  ne'er  a  fantaftical  knave  of 
them  all  mall  flout  me  out  of  my  Calling.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Cottage  in  the  Foreft. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 
Rof.  ^TEver  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

Jl\|      Cel.  Do,  I  pr'ythee;    but  yet  have  the 
grace  to  confider,  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 
Rof.  But  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep  ? 
Cel.  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  de/ire,  therefore 
weep. 

Rof.  His  very  hair  isof  the  disenabling  colour. 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas" §  :  marry  his 
kilTes  are  Judas 's  own  children. 

Rof.  I'faith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour :  your  chefnut  was  ever  the 
only  colour. 

Rof  (8)  And  his  killing  is  as  full  of  fan&ity,  as  the 
touch  of  holy  Beard. 

Cel.  (9)  He  hath  bought  a  pair  of  call  lips  of  Diana  ; 

a  nun 

(8)  And  his  kiffing  is  as  full  of  SanSfity,  as  the  Touch  of  holy 
Bread.]  Tho'  this  be  the  Reading  of  the  older!  Copies,  I  have 
made  no  Scruple  to  fubftitute  an  Emendation  of  Mr.  War  bur- 
ton, which  mightily  adds  to  the  Propriety  of  the  Simile.  What 
can  the  Poet  be  fuppos'd  to  mean  by  holy  Bread  ?  Not  the  Sa- 
cramental, fure  ;  that  would  have  been  Prophanation,  upon  a 
Subject  of  fo  much  Levity.  But  holy  Beard  very  beautifully  al- 
ludes to  the  Kifs  of  a  holy  Saint,  which  the  Ancients  calPd 
the  Kifs  of  Charity.  And  for  Rofalind  to  fay,  that  Orlando  kifs'd 
as  holily  as  a  Saint,  renders  the  Comparifon  very  jurt, 

(9)  He  bath  bought  a  pair  of  chaft  Lips  of  Diana  j  a  Nun  of 
Winter' s  Sifter  hood  kijjes  not  more  religioujly  j  the  very  ice  of  Cha- 
fiity  is  in  them.]  This  Pair  of  chaft  Lips  is  a  Corruption  as  old  as 
the  fecond  Edition  in  Folio  ;  I  have  reftor'd  with  the  firft  Folso^ 
a  Pair  of  cafi  Lips,  i.  e.  a  Pair  left  off  by  Diana  — —  Again, 
what  Idea  does  a  Nun  of  Winter's  Sifterhood  give  us  ?  Tho* 
I  have  not  ventured  to  difturb  the  Text,  it  feems  more  proba- 
ble to  me  that  the  Poet  wrote ; 

A  Nun  of  Winifred'*  Sifterhood,  &c, 
Vol,  II.  O  Noty 
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a  nun  of  Winter's  fifterhood  kifTes  not  more  religioufiy  5 
the  very  ice  of  chaftity  is  in  them. 

Rof  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  morn- 
ing, and  comes  not  ? 

CeL  Nay,  certainly,  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 

Rof  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

Cel.  Yes  ;  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purfe  nor  a  horfe- 
flealer  ;  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think  him  as 
concave  as  a  cover'd  goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  nut. 

Rof.  Not  true  in  love? 

Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in  ;  but,  I  think,  he  is  not  in. 

Rof  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright,  he  was. 

CeL  Was,  is  not  is ;  befidesN  the  oath  of  a  lover  is 
no  ftronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapfter ;  they  are  both 
the  conhrmers  of  falfe  reckonings ;  he  attends  here  in 
the  Foreft  on  the  Duke  your  Father. 

Rof  I  met  the  Duke  yefterday,  and  had  much  que- 
stion with  him  :  he  askt  me,  of  what  parentage  I  was ; 
I  told  him,  of  as  good  as  he ;  fo  he  JaughTd,  and  let 
me  go.  But  what  talk  we  of  fathers,  when  there  is  fuch 
a  man  as  Orlando. 

CeL  O,  that's  a  brave  man  !  he  writes  brave  verfes, 
fpeaks  brave  words,  fwears  brave  oaths,  and  breaks  them 
bravely,  quite  travers,  athwart  the  heart  of  his  lover ;  as 
a  puifny  tilter,  that  fpurs  his  horfe  but  one  fide,  breaks 
his  ftalf  like  a  noble  goofe  ;  but -all's  brave  that  youth 
mounts,  and  folly  guides :  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Corin. 

Cor.  Miftrefs  and  matter,  you  have  oft  enquired 

Not,  indeed,  that  there  was  any  real  religious  Order  of  that 
Denomination  :  but  the  Legend  of  St.  Winifred  is  this.  She 
was  a  Chriftian  Virgin  at  Holywell  a  fmall  Town  in  Flintjbire, 
fo  tenacious  of  her  Chaftity,  that  when  a  tyrannous  Governor 
laid  Siege  to  her,  he  could  not  reduce  her  tp  Compliance, 
but  was  oblig'd  to  ravifh,  and  afterwards  beheaded  her  in  Re- 
venge of  her  Obftinacy,  Vid,  Cambden'j  Britannia  by  Dr,  Gib- 
fen,  p.  683.  This  Tradition  forts  very  well  with  our  Poet's 
AUiifion. 

After 
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After  the  fhepherd  that  complain'd  of  love ; 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  difdainful  Ihepherdefs 
That  was  his  miftrefs. 

Cel.  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  plaid, 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love, 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  difdain  ; 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  mall  conduft  you, 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Rof.  O  come,  let  us  remove  ; 
The  fight  of  lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  love  : 
Bring  us  but  to  this  fight,  and  you  mail  fay 
111  prove  a  bufy  Attor  in  their  Play.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  part  of  the  Foreft, 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Q Weet  Phebe,  do  not  fcorn  me  ;  do  not,  Phebe ; 

Cj  Say,  that  you  love  me  not ;  but  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs ;  the  common  executioner, 
Whofe  heart  th'  accuftom'd  fight  of  death  makes  hard 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humbled  neck, 
But  firft  begs  pardon  :  ( 1  o)  will  you  flerner  be 
Than  he  that  deals,  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  ? 

Enter  Rofalind,  Celia  and  Corin. 
Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner ; 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  telPft  me,  there  is  murther  in  mine  eyes ; 
'Tis  pretty  fure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eyes,  that  are  the  fraiPft  and  fofteft  things, 

(10)  <will  you  flerner  be, 

Than  He  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  9 
This  is  fpoken  of  the  Executioner.  He        indeed,  by  bloody 
Drops,  if  you  will:   but  how  does  he  dye  by  bloody  Drops  \ 

The  Poet  muft  certainly  have  wrote  ideals  and  lives  Sec. 

i.  e.  that  gets  his  Bread,  and  makes  a  Trade  of  cutting  off 
'K€ad$#  Mr.  mrburton, 

°  2  Who 
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Who  fhut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, 

Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murtherer?  !  — - 

Now  do  I  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart, 

And  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee  : 

Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon  ;  why,  now  fall  down  ; 

Or  if  thou  can'li  not,  oh,  for  lhame,  for  fhame, 

Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murtherers. 

Now  fhew  the  wound  mine  eyes  have  made  in  thee; 

Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 

Some  fear  of  it ;  lean  but  upon  a  rufh, 

The  cicatrice  and  capable  imprefrure  v 

Thy  Palm  fome  moment  keeps :  but  now  mine  eyes, 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not; 

Nor,  1  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 

That  can  do  hurt. 

SJl  O&zzxPhele, 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
You  meet  in  fome  frelh  cheek  the  power  of  fancy, 
Then  mail  you  know  the  wounds  invilible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 

Phebe.  But  'till  that  time, 
Come  not  thou  near  me  ;  and  when  that  time  comes, 
Afflict  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not; 
As,  'till  that  time,  I  (hall  not  pity  thee. 

Rof.  And  why,   I  pray  you  ?  who  might  be  your 
mother, 

That  you  infult,  exult,  and  rail,  at  once 

Over  the  wretched  ?  ( 1 1 )  what  though  you  have  beauty, 

(As,  by  my  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 

Than  -without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed,) 

Mail  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs  ? 

Why,  what  means  this  ?  why  do  you  look  on  me  ? 

I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 

Of  nature's  fale-work :  odds,  my  little  life ! 

(u)  What  though  y$u  have  no  Beauty^  Tho*  all  the 

printed  Copies  agree  in  this  Reading,  it  is  very  accurately  ob- 
ferv'd  to  me  by  an  ingenious  unknown  Correfpondent,  who 
figns  himfelf  L.  H.  (and  to  whom  I  can  only  here  make  my 
Acknowledgments)  that  the  Negative  ought  to  be  left  out. 

I  think 
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I  think,  fne  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  too  : 

No,  faith,  proud  miftrefs,  hope  not  after  it; 

'  Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  lilk  hair, 

Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream, 

That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  worfhip. 

You  foolifh  mepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 

Like  foggy  South,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 

You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man, 

Than  me  a  woman.    '  Tis  fuch  fools  as  you, 

That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-favour'd  children  ; 

Tis  not  her  glafs,  but  you,  that  Hatter  her  ; 

And  out  of  you  me  fees  her  felf  more  proper, 

Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  fhow  her. 

But,  miftrefs,  know  your  felf;  down  on  your  knees, 

-And  thank  heav'n,  fafting,  for  a  good  man's  love  ; 

For  I  mud  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, 

Sell  when  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 

Cry  the  man  mercy,  love  him,  take  his  offer  ; 

Foul  is  moll  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  fcofFer  : 

So  take  her  to  thee,  (hepherd  ;  fare  you  well. 

Phe.  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  together  ; 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide,  than  this  man  woo. 

Rof,  He's  fallen  in  love  with  your  foulnefs,  and  fhe'll 
fali  in  love  with  my  anger.    If  it  be  fo,  as  fail  as  me  an- 
fwers  thee,  with  frowning  looks,  Til  fauce  her  with  bit 
ter  words.    Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Phe.  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you. 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me ; 
For  I  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine  ; 
Befides,  I  like  you  not.    If  you  will  know  my  houfe,, 
'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  Olives,  here  hard  by  : 
Will  you  go,  Sifter?  mepherd,  ply  her  hard: 
Come,  Sifter;  fhepherdeis,  look  on  him  better, 
And  be  not  proud  ;  'tho'  all  the  world  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  fight  as  he. 
Come,  to  our  flock.  [Exeunt  Rof  Cel.  and  Corin, 

Phe,  Dead  mepherd,  now  I  find  thy  Saw  of  might ; 
Whoever  lov'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  firft  light  ? 

Sit  Sweet  Pbebe! 

Phe.  Hah  :  what  fay'ft  thou,  Silvius  ? 

O  3  Silf 
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SU.  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 

Phe.  Why,  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Sifoius. 

Sil  Where- ever  forrow  is,  relief  would  be  ; 
If  you  do  forrow  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love,  your  Sorrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. ' 

Phe,  Thou  hail  my  love  ;  is  not  that  neighbourly  ? 

67/.  I  would  have  you. 

Phe.  Why,  that  were  Coretoufnefs. 
$il*vius9  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee  ; 
And  yet  it  is  not,  that  I  bear  thee  love ; 
But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk  of  love  fo^well, 
Thy  company,  which  erft  was  irkfome  to  me, 
I  will  endure  ;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too  : 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompence, 
Than  thine  own  gladnefs  that  thou  art  employ 'd. 

SU.  So  holy  and  fo  per  feci;  is  my  love, 
And  I  in  fuch  a  poverty  of  grace, 
That  I  mall  think  it  a  mod  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harveft  reaps  :  loofe  now  and  then 
A  fcatter'd  frmle,  and  that  I'll  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know'ft  thou  the  youth,  that  fpoke  to  me  ere- 
while  ? 

Sit  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft; 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage  and  the  bounds, 
That  the  old  Car/ot  once  was  mailer  of. 

Phe.  Think  not,  I  love  him,  tho'  I  ask  for  him; 
Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy,  yet  he  talks  well. 
But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  well, 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them,  .pleafes  thofe  that  hear : 
It  is  a  pretty  youth,  not  very  pretty ; 
But,  fure,  he's  proud  ;  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him  ; 
He'll  make  a  proper  man  ;  the  belt,  thing  in  him 
Js  his  Complexion  ;  and  fader  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  Offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up  : 
He  is  net  very  tali,  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall; 
H:s  leg  is  but  fo  fo,  and  yet  'tis  well; 
There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 
A  little  riper,  and  more  lufty  red 

Thai 
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Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek  ;  'twas  juft  the  dirTerence 

Betwixt  the  conftant  red  and  mingled  damask. 

There  be  fome  women,  Sifoius,  "had  they  mark'd  him 

In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

To  fill  in  love  with  him  ;  but  for  my  part, 

I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not ;  and  yet 

I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him  ; 

For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

He  faid,  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black  : 

And,  now  I  am  remembred,  fcorn'd  at  me; 

I  marvel,  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again  ; 

But  that's  all  one;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 

I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter, 

And  thou  malt  bear  it ;  wilt  thou,  Sifoius? 

Si/.  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart. 

Pbe.  1*11  write  it  ftraight ; 
The  matter's'  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart, 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  palling  fhort : 
Go  with  me,  Sifoius.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  continues  in  the  FORES  T. 
Enter  Rofalind,  Celia,  and  Jaques. 

J  A   Q^U   E  S. 

IPry'thee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  acquainted 
with  thee. 

Rof.  They  fay,  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

Jaq.  I  am  fo  ;  I  do"  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

Rof.  Thofe,  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  are  abo- 
minable fellows ;  and  betray  themfelves  to  every  modern 
cenfure,  vvorfe  than  drunkards. 

Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 

Rof.  Why  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  poll. 

O  4  Jaq. 
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Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melancholy,  which 
is  emulation  ;  nor  the  mufician's,  which  is  fantaftical  ; 
nor  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud  ;  nor  the  foldier's, 
which  is  ambitious  ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  politick ; 
nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice;  nor  the  lover's,  which 
is  all  thefe;  but  it  is  a  melancholy  of  mine  own,  com- 
pounded of  many  fimples,  extra&ed  from  many  objedls, 
and,  indeed,  the  fundry  contemplation  of  my  travels, 
in  which  my  often  rumination  wraps  me  in  a  melt  hu- 
morous fadnefs. 

Rof  A  traveller  !  by  my  faith,  you  have  great  reafon 
to  be  fad :  I  fear,  you  have  fold  your  own  lands,  to  fee 
other  mens  ;  then,  to  have  feen  much,  and  to  have  no- 
thing, is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  poor  hands. 

Jaq.  Yes,  I  have  gain'd  me  experience. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Rof.  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  :  I  had  ra- 
ther have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience  to 
make  me  fad,  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Or  la.  Good  day,  and  happinefs,  dear  Rofalind  ! 

Jaq.  Nay,  then  God  b'w'y  you,  an  you  talk  in  blank 
verfe.  [Exit. 

Rof.  Farewel,  monfieur  traveller  ;  look,  you  lifp,  and 
wear  firange  fuits ;  difable  all  the  benefits  of  your  own 
Country  ;  be  out  of  love  with  your  nativity,  and  almofr, 
chide  God  for  making  you  that  countenance  you  are  ; 
or  I  will  fcarce  think,  you  have  fwam  in  a  Gondola. 
Why,  how  now,  Orlando,  where  have  you  been  all  this 
while?  You  a  lover?  an  you  ferve  me  fuch  another 
trick,  never  come  in  my  fight  more. 

Or  la.  My  fair  Rofalind >  I  come  within  an  hour  of  my 
promife. 

Rof.  Break  an  hour's  promife  in  love  !  he  that  will 
divide  a  minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,  and  break  but  a 
part  of  the  thoufandth  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs  of 
love,  it  may  be  faid  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath  clapt  him 
o'th'  fhoulder,  but  I'll  warrant  him  heart-whole. 

Orla,  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 

X.f. 
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Rof.  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
fight:  I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  fnail. 
Or/a.  Of  a  fnail  ? 

Rof  Ay,  of  a  fnail  ;  for  tho'  he  comes  flowly,  he 
carries  his  houfe  on  his  head  ;  a  better  jointure,  I  think, 
than  you  make  a  woman ;  befides,  he  brings  his  de- 
lliny  with  him. 

Or/a.  What's  that  ? 

Rof.  Why,  horns ;  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to  be 
beholden  to  your  wives  for:  but  he  comes  armed  in  his 
fortune,  and  prevents  the  flander  of  his  wife. 

Or/a.  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker ;  and  my  Rofa/ind  is 
virtuous. 

Rof.  And  I  am  your  Rofalind. 

Cel.  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  fcr;  but  he  hath  a  Ro- 
falind of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Rof.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me ;  for  now  I  am  in  a 
holyday  humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent  :  what 
would  you  fay  to  me  now,  an  I  were  your  very,  very 
Rofa/ind? 

Or/a,  I  would  kifs,  before  I  fpoke. 

Rof.  Nay,  you  were  better  fpeak  firft,  and  when  you 
were  gravell'd  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take  occa- 
fion  to  kifs.  Very  good  orators,  when  they  are  out, 
they  will  fpit ;  and  for  lovers  lacking,  God  warn  us^ 
matter,  the  cleanlieft  fhift  is  to  kifs. 

Or/a.  How  if  the  kifs  be  denied  ? 

Rof  Then  me  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  matter. 

Or/a.  Who  could  be  cut,  being  before  his  beloved 
miftrefs  ? 

Rof.  Marry,  that  mould  you,  if  I  were  your  miftrefs ; 
or  I  mould  think  my  honefly  ranker  than  my  wit. 
Or/a.  What,  of  my  fuit  ? 

Rof.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your 
fuit.    Am  not  I  your  Rofalind  ? 

Or/a.  I  take  feme  joy  to  fay,  you  are  ;  becaufe  I 
would  be  talking  of  her. 

Rof  Well,  in  her  perfon,  I  fay,  I  will  not  have  you, 

Or/a.  Then  in  mine  own  perfon  I  die, 

O  s  Rof 
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Rof  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney ;  the  poor  world  is 
almoll  fix  thoufand  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there 
was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon,  'videlicet,  in  a 
love  caufe  :  Troilus  had  his  brains  daftYd  out  with  a 
Grecian  club,  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before, 
and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love.  Leander,  he 
would  have  liv'd  many  a  fair  year,  tho'  Hero  had  turn'd 
nun,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midfummcr  night  % 
for,  good  youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  warn  in  the 
Hellejfonty  and,  being  taken  with  the  cramp,  was 
drown'd  ;  and  the  foolifh  chroniclers  of  that  age  found 

it  was,  Hero  of  Seflos.    But  thefe  are  all  lies  ;  men 

have  died  from  time  to  time,  and  vvorms  have  eaten 
them,  but  not  for  love. 

Or  la.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalind  of  this 
mind  ;  for,  I  proteft,  her  frown  might  -kill  me. 

Rof  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  flie;  but  come? 
now  I  will  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  coming  on  dif- 
pofition  ;  and  ask  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it, 

Or  la.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Yes,  faith,  will  I,  Fridays  and  Saturdays,  and  »1L 

Orla.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  and  twenty  fuch. 

Orla.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Rof.  Are  you  not  good  ? 

Orla.  I  hope  fo. 

Rof.  Why  then,  can  one  defire  too  much  of  a  good 
thing  ?  come,  filler,  you  {hall  be  the  prieft,  2nd  mar- 
ry us.  Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando ;  what  do  you  fay, 
Siller  ? 

Orla.  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 
Cel.  I  cannot  fay  the  words. 

Rof.  You  mud  begin,  Will  you,  Orlando—* 

Cel.  Go  to ;  will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife  thk 
Rofalind  P 
Orla.  I  will. 
Rof  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orla.  Why  now,  as  faft  as  Ihe  can  marry  us. 

Rof.  Then  yon  mutt  fay,  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for 
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Or/a.  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for  wife. 

Rof  I  might  ask  you  for  your  commiffion,  but  I  do 
take  thee  Orlando  for  my  husband  :  there's  a  girl  goes 
before  the  prielt,  and  certainly  a  woman's  thought  runs 
before  her  anions. 

Or/a.  So  do  all  thoughts;  they  are  wing'd. 

Rof.  Now  tell  me,  how  long  would  you  have  her, 
after  you  have  polfelt  her. 

Or  la.  For  ever  and  a  day. 

Rof.  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever  :  no,  no,  Orlando, 
men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December  when  they 
wed  :  maids  are  May  when  they  are  maids,  but  the  sky 
changes  when  they  are  wives ;  I  will  be  more  jealous  of 
thee  than  a  Barbary  cock-pidgeon  over  his  hen  ;  more 
clamorous  than  a  parrot  againft  rain  ;  more  new-fangled 
than  an  ape  ;  more  giddy  in  my  defires  than  a  monkey  ; 
I  will  weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in  the  fountain  ; 
and  I  will  do  that,  when  you  are  difpos'd  to  be  mer- 
ry; I  will  laugh  like  a  hyen,  and  that  when  you  are  in* 
clin'd  to  fleep. 

Or  la.  But  will  my  Rofalind  do  f 0  ? 

Rof.  By  my  life,  fhe  will  do  as  I  do. 

Or/a.  O,  but  (he  is  wife. 

Rof  Or  elfe  (he  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this ;  the 
wifer,  the  way  warder :  make  the  doors  fail  upon  a  wo- 
man's wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement ;  Ihut  that, 
and  'twill  out  at  the  key- hole  ;  flop  that,  it  will  fly  with 
the  fmoak  out  at  the  chimney. 

Orla.  A  man  that  had  a  wife .  with  fuch  a  wit,  he 
might  fay,  Wit,  whither  wilt  ? 

Rof  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  'till  you 
met  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbour's  bed. 

Or/a.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excufe  that  ? 

Rof  Marry,  to  fay,  fhe  came  to  feek  you  there :  you 
fnali  never  take  her  without  her  anfwer,  unlefs  you  take 
her  without  her  tongue,  O  that  woman,  that  cannot 
make  her  fault  her  husband's  occa/ion,  let  her  never 
nurfe  her  child  herfelf,  for  me  will  breed  it  like  a 
fool  ! 

Or/a.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rofalind,  I  will  leave 
thee,  Rof 
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Rof  Alas,  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 

Orla.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  dinner;  by  two 
o'clock  1  will  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ;  I  knew  what 
you  would  prove,  my  friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I 
thought  no  lefs ;  that  flattering  tongue  of  yours  won  me; 
'tis  but  one  caft  away,  and  fo  come  death  :  two  o'  th' 
clock  is  your  hour  ! 

Orla,  Ay,  fweet  Rofalind. 

Rof,  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earneft,  and  fo  God 
mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  dange- 
rous, if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  promife,  or  come 
one  minute  behind  your  hour,  I  \vill  think  you 
the  moft  pathetical  break- promife,  and  the  mod  hollow 
lover,  and  the  molt  unworthy  of  her  you  call  Rofalind, 
that  may  be  chofen  out  of  the  grofs  band  of  the  un- 
faithful ;  therefore  beware  my  cenfure,  and  keep  your 
promife. 

Orla,  With  no  lefs  religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeed 
my  Rofalind ;  fo  adieu. 

Rof.  Well,  time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all 
fuch  offenders,  and  let  time  try.  Adieu  !      [Exit  Orla. 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your  love- 
prate  :  we  mud  have  your  doublet  and  hofe  pluck'd  over 
your  head,  and  mew  the  world  what  the  bird  hath  done 
to  her  own  neft. 

Rof.  O  ccz,  coz,  coz  my  pretty  little  coz,  that  thou 
didft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  love;  but  it 
cannot  be  founded  :  my  affeclion  hath  an  unknown  bot- 
tom, like  the  Bay  of  Portugal. 

Cel.  Or  rather,  bottomlefs ;  that  as  fall  as  you  pour 
affection  in,  it  runs  out. 

Rof.  No,  that  fame  wicked  baflard  of  Venus 9  that  was 
begot  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fpleen,  and  born  of  mad- 
nefs,  that  blind  rafcally  boy,  that  abufes  every  one's 
eyes,  becaufe  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  judge,  how 
deep  I  am  in  love  ;  Til  tell  thee,  Aliena,  I  cannot  be 
out  of  the  fight  of  Orlando ;  FU  go  find  a  fhadow,  and 
figh  'till  he  come. 

Cel,  And  I'll  fleep,  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Jaques,  Lords,  and  Torefters. 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  kill'd  the  deer  ? 
Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  Duke,  like  a  Roman 
Conqueror ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's  horns 
upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  vi&ory ;  have  you  n® 
Song,  Forefter,  for  this  purpofe  ? 

For.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Sing  it :  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  fo  it 
make  noife  enough. 

Mufick,  Song. 

What  Jball  he  have,  that  kilVd  the  deer  ? 
His  leather  skin  and  horns  to  wear  ; 

Then  fing  him  home  :  take  Thou  no  Scorn  (12) 

To  wear  the  horn,  the  horn,  the  horn :  1  ^he  reft  fhall  bear 

//  was  a  creft,  ere  thou  waft  born.   $  this  Burthen, 

Thy  father  s  father  wore  it9 

And  thy  father  bore  it. 

The  horn,  the  horn,  the  lufty  horn9 

Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  fcorn.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Rof.  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  o'clock  ? 
I  wonder  much,  Orlando  is  not  here. 

(  12  )  Then  Jing  him  home,  the  reft  Jhall  bear  this  Burthen, J 
This  is  no  admirable  Inftance  of  the  Sagacity  of  our  preceding 
Editors,  to  fay  Nothing  worfe.  One  mould  expect,  when  they 
were  Poets,  they  would  at  leaft  have  taken  care  of  the  Rhymes, 
and  not  foifted  in  what  has  Nothing  to  anfwer  it.  Now,  wheue 
is  the  Rhyme  to,  the  reft  Jhall  bear  this  Burthen  ?  Or,  to  ask 
another  Queftion,  where  is  the  Senfe  of  it  ?  Does  the  Poet 
mean,  that  He,  that  kill'd  the  Deer,  (hall  be  fung  home,  and 
the  Reft  mail  bear  the  Deer  on  their  Backs  ?  This  is  laying  a 
Burthen  on  the  Poet,  that  We  muft  help  him  to  throw  off.  In 
fhort,  the  Myftery  of  the  Whole  is,  that  a  Marginal  Note  is 
wifely  thruft  into  the  Text:  the  Song  being  derlgn'd  to  be 
fung  by  a  fingle  voice,  and  the  Stanzas  to  clofe  with  a  Bur- 
then to  be  fung  by  the  whole  Company# 
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Cel.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love  and  troubled 
brain,  he  hath  taen  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone 
forth  to  fleep  :  look,  who  comes  here. 

Enter  Silvius. 

Sil.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth, 
My  gentle  Pkebe  bid  me  give  you  this  : 
I  know  not  the  contents;  but,  as  I  gueis, 
By  the  (tern  brow,  and  wafpiQi  action 
Which  {he  did  ufe  as  me  was  writing  of  it, 
It  bears  an  angry  tenour ;  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  mefienger. 

Rof  Patience  herfelf  would  ftartle  at  this  letter, 
And  play  the  fwaggerer ;  bear  this,  bear  all. 
She  fays,  I  am  not  fair ;  that  I  lack  manners ; 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  ihe  could  not  love  me 
Were  man  as  rare  as  phcenix  :  'odds  my  will ! 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt. 
Why  writes  Ihe  fo  to  me  ?  well,  {hepherd,  well, 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

Sil.  No,  I  proteft,  I  know  not  the  contents  ; 
Phebe  did  Write  it. 

Rof.  Come,  come,  you're  a  fool, 
And  turn'd  into  th'  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand,  (lie  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  free- Hone- coloured  hand  ;  I  verily  did  think, 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands  5 
She  has  a  hufwife's  hand,  but  that's  no  matter; 
I  fay,  (he  never  did  invent  this  letter  ; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 

Sil  Sure,  it  is  hers. 

Rof.  Why,  'tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  ftile, 
|8  A  ftile  for  challengers  ;  why,  flie  defies  me, 
Like  Turk  to  Chriitian  ;  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rude  invention; 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effect 
Than  in  their  countenance  ;  will  ycu  hear  the  letter  ? 

Sil.  So  pleare  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebes  cruelty. 

Rof.  She  Phebe1  s  me;  mark,  how  the  tyrant  writes. 

[Reads] 
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[Reads.]  Art  thou  God  to  Jhepherd  turned, 
That  a  maiden  s  heart  hath  burrid  ? 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
37/.  Call  you  this  railing? 

Rof.  [Reads.]  Why*  thy  Godhead  laid  apart, 

Warrji  thou  with  a  woman 's  heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? 

Whiles  the  eye  of  man  did  woo  me, 

That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me, 
Meaning  me,  a  bearl ! 

If  the  /corn  of  your  bright  eyne 

Have  power  to  raife  fuch  love  in  mine. 

Alack,  in  me,  what  f  range  effecl 

Would  they  work  in  mild  afpecl  ? 

Whiles  you  chid  me,  1  did  love  ; 

How  then  might  your  prayers  move  P 

He,  that  brings  this  love  to  thee. 

Little  knows  this  love  in  me ; 

And  by  him  feal  up  thy  mind, 

Whether  that  thy  Youth  and  Kind 

Will  the  faithful  offer  take 

Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make ; 

Or  elfe  by  him  my  love  deny, 

And  then  Pll Jludy  how  to  die* 

Sil.  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 
Cel.  Alas,  poor  fhepherd  ! 

Rof.  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  deferves  no  pity  :  wik 
thou  love  fuch  a  woman  ?  what,  to  make  thee  an  in- 
ftrument,  and  play  falfe  Urains  upon  thee  ?  not  to  be  en- 
dured !  Well,  go  your  way  to  her;  (for  I  fee,  love 
hath  made  thee  a  tame  fnake,)  and  fay  this  to  her  : 
"  that  if  Hie  love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love  thee  :  if  me 
"  will  not,  I  will  never  have  her,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for 
"  her."  If  you  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a 
word  ;  for  here  comes  more  company.  [Exit  SiL 

Enter  Oliver. 

OH,  Good -morrow,  fair  ones  :  pray  you,  if  you 
know, 

Where, 
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Where,  in  the  purlews  of  this  foreft,  ftands 
A  fheep-cote  fenc'd  about  with  olive-trees  ? 

Cel.   Weft  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neighbour 
bottom, 

The  rank  of  ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  ft  ream, 
Left  on  your  right-hand,  brings  you  to  the  place ; 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfe  doth  keep  itfelf, 
There's  none  within. 

Oli.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue, 
Then  mould  I  know  you  by  defcription, 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years :  "  the  boy  is  fair, 
"  Of  female  favour,  and  beftows  himfelf 
"  Like  a  ripe  Siller  :  but  the  woman  low, 

And  browner  than  her  brother."   Are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  houfe,  I  did  enquire  for  ? 

Cel.  It  is  no  boaft,  being  ask'd,  to  fay,  we  are, 

Oli.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both, 
And  to  that  youth,  he  calls  his  Rofalind, 
He  fends  this  bloody  napkin.    Are  you  he  ? 

Rof.  I  am  ;  what  mult  we  underftand  by  this  ? 

Oli.  Some  of  my  Shame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 
What  man  I  ame  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  ftain'd. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  tell  it. 

Oli.  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you, 
He  left  a  promife  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour ;  and  pacing  through  the  foreft, 
Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo,  what  befel  !  he  threw  his  eye  afide, 
And  mark  what  object  did  prefent  itfelf. 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  boughs  were  mofs'd  with  age, 
And  high-top  bald  with  dry  antiquity  ; 
A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'er-grown  with  hair, 
Lay  fleeping  on  his  back ;  about  his  neck 
A  green  and  gilded  fnake  had  wreath'd  itfelf, 
Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach'd 
The  opening  of  his  mouth,  but  fuddenly 
Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  itfelf, 
And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 
Into  a  bum  j  under  which  bufh's  fhade. 

A 
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A  Lionefs,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry, 

Lay  couching  head  on  ground,  with  cat-like  watch 

When  that  the  fleeping  man  mould  ilir ;  for  'tis 

The  royal  difpofition  of  that  beaft 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead  : 

This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man, 

And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  elded  brother. 

Cel.  O,  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame  brother, 
And  he  did  render  him  the  moil  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongft  men. 

OIL  And  well  he  might  fo  do ; 
For,  well  I  know,  he  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But,  to  Orlando ;  did  he  leave  him  there,  . 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  lionefs  ? 

OIL  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purposed  fo  : 
But  kindnefs,  nobler  ever  than  revenge, 
And  nature  Wronger  than  his  juft  occafion, 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lionefs, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him ;  in  which  hurtling 
From  miferable  flumber  I  awak'd. 

Cel.  Are  you  his  brother  ? 

Rof.  Was  it  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

Cel.  Was  it  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  ? 

OH.  'Twas  I ;  but  'tis  not  I;  I  do  not  fhame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fince  my  converfion 
So  fweetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But,  for  the  bloody  napkin?— 

OH.  By,  and  by. 
When  from  the  firft  to  laft,  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recountments  had  molt  kindly  bath'd, 
As  how  I  came  into  thatdefart  place  ; 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 
Who  gave  me  frefh  array  and  entertainment, 
Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love  ; 
Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  cave, 
There  flrip'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 
The  lionefs  had  torn  fome  flefti  away, 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  fainted, 

And  cry'd,  in  fainting,  upon  Rofalind.  — » 

Brief,  I  recover'd  him  ;  bound  up  his  wound  ; 

And, 
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And,  after  Tome  fmall  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  heart, 

He  fent  me  hither,  tiranger  as  I  am, 

To  tell  this  fiery,  that  you  might  excufe 

His  broken  promife  ;  and  to  give  this  napkin, 

Dy'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  fhepherd  youth, 

Tiiat  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why,  how  now  Ganimed,  Sweet.  Gammed P 

[Rot.  faints. 

OIL  Many  will  fwoon,  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

Cel.   I  here  is  more  in  it: — coufin  Ganimed / 

OIL  Look,  he  recovers. 

Rof.  Would,  I  were  at  home !  ; 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither. 
I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  ? 

OIL  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth  ;  you  a  man  ?  you  lack 
a  man's  heart. 

Rof.  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it.  Ah,  Sir,  a  body  would 
think,  this  was  well  counterfeited.  J  pray  you,  tell  your 
brother  how  well  1  counterfeited :  heigh  ho  I  — 

0!i.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great 
teflimony  in  ycur  complexion,  that  it  was  a  paflion  of 
earneit. 

Rof.  Counferfe't,  I  a  Mure  you. 

OIL  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit  to 
be  a  man. 

Rof  So  I  do:  but,  i1  faith,  I  mould  have  been  a  wo- 
man b,  ri;Jit. 

Cel  Come  vou  look  paler  and  paler ;  pray  you, 
draw  homewards ;  good  Sir,  go  with  us. 

OIL  That  will  1;  fori  mult  bear anfwer back, 
How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofalind. 

RoJ  Ifhall  devife  fomething  ;  but,  I  pray  you  com- 
mend xtxy  counterfeiting  to  him :  will  you  go  ?  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE,  the  FOREST. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 
Clown, 

WE  fhall  find  a  time,  Audrey ;  patience,  gentle 
Audrey. 

Aud.  Faith,  the  Prieft  was  good  enough,  for  all  the 
old  gentleman's  fayng. 

Clo.  A  mod  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey  ;  a  molt  vile 
Mar-text!  but  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the  Fo- 
reft  lays  claim  to  you. 

Aud.  Ay,  fknow  who  'tis,  he  hath  no  intereft  in  Me 
in  the  world  ;  here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 

Enter  William. 

Clo.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  Clown ;  by 
my  troth,  we,  that  have  good  wts,  have  much  to  an- 
fwer  for  :  we  fhall  be  flouting  ;  we  cannot  hold. 

Will  Goed  ev'n,  Audrey. 

Aud.  God  ye  good  ev  n,  WiViam. 

Will.  And  good  ev'n  to  you,  Sir. 

Clo.  Good  ev'n,  gentle  friend.  Cover  thy  herd  co- 
ver thy  head;  nay,  pr'ythee,  be  cover'd.  How  old  are 
you,  friend  ? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  Sir. 

Clo:  A  ripe  age  :  is  thy  name  William  ? 

Will  William,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.    Waft  born  i'th'  foreft  here  ? 
Will.  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 
Clo.  Thank  God  :  a  good  anfwer:  art  rich  ? 
Will.  'Faith,  Sir,  fo.  fo. 

Clo.  So,  fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good ; 
and  yet  it  is  not ;  it  is  but  fo  fo.  Art  thou  wife? 

Will, 
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WUL  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit. 

Clo.  Why,  thou  fay 'ft  well:  I  do  now  remember  a 
Saying;  the  fool  do.th  think  he  is  <wife,  hut  the  <wife  man 
knows  himfelf  to  he  a  fool.  The  heathen  philosopher, 
when  he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open  his  lips 
when  he  put  it  into  his  mouth  ;  meaning  thereby,  that 
grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  lips  to  open.  You  do 
love  this  maid  ? 

Will.  J  do.  Sir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  hand  :  art  thou  learned  ? 
Will.  No,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me ;  to  have,  is  to  have.  For 
it  is  a  figure  in  rhetorick,  that  drink  being  poured  out 
of  a  cup  into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the 
other.  For  all  your  writers  do  confent,  that  iffe  is  he  : 
now  you  are  not  ipfe ;  for  I  am  he. 

Will,  Which  he,  Sir? 

Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  muft  marry  this  woman  ;  there- 
fore you,  Clown,  abandon,  which  is  in  the  vulgar, 
leave  the  fociety,  which  in  the  boorim,  is  company, 
of  this  female;  which  in  the  common,  is  woman; 
which  together  is,  abandon  the  fociety  of  this  female;  or 
Clown,  thou  perimeft ;  or,  to  thy  better  undemanding, 
dieft ;  or,  to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make  the  away,  tranflate 
thy  life  into  death,  thy  liberty  into  bondage ;  I  will  deal 
in  poifon  with  thee,  or  in  baftinado,  or  in  fteel ;  I  will 
bandy  with  thee  in  faction ;  I  will  over  run  thee  with 
policy  ;  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways ;  there- 
fore tremble  and  depart. 

Jud.  Do,  good  William. 

Will.  God  reft  you  merry,  Sir.  [Exit. 
Enter  Corin. 

Cor.  Our  matter  and  miftrefs  feek  you ;  come  away, 
away. 

Clo.  Trip,  Audrey ;  trip,  Audrey  ;  I  attend,  I  attend. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 

Or  la,  Is't  poflible,  that  on  fo  little  acquaintance  you 
*  fhould 
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fliould  like  her  ?  that,  but  feeing,  you  fhould  love  her  ? 
and  loving,  woo?  and  wooing,  {he  fliould  grant?  and 
will  you  prefevere  to  enjoy  her? 

O/i.  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  in  queftion,  the 
poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden 
wooing,  nor  her  fudden  confenting ;  but  fay  with  me, 
I  love  Aliena ;  fay  with  her,  that  me  loves  me  ;  con- 
fent  with  both,  that  we  may  enjoy  each  other ;  it  fhall 
be  to  your  Good  ;  for  my  father's  houfe,  and  all  the  re- 
venue that  was  old  Sir  Rowland's,  will  I  eftate  upon 
you,  and  here  live  and  die  a  (hepherd. 

Enter  Rofalind. 

Or/a.  You  have  my  confent.  Let  your  wedding  be 
to  morrow  ;  thither  will  I  invite  the  Duke,  and  all  his 
contented  followers  :  go  you,  and  prepare  A/iena ;  for, 
look  you,  here  comes  my  Rofalind. 

Rof.  God  fave  you,  brother. 

OH.  And  you,  fair  fider. 

Rof.  Oh,  my  dear  Or/ando,  how  it  grieves  me  to  fee 
thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  fcarf. 
Or/a.  It  is  my  arm. 

Rof  I  thought  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  with 
the  claws  of  a  lion. 

Or/a.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

Rof.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 
fwoon,  when  he  fhew'd  me  your  handkerchief? 

Or/a.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Rof  O,  I  know  where  you  are  :  nay,  'tis  true : 
there  was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  fight  of 
two  rams,  and  Cafars  thrafonical  brag  of  1  came, 
fanxj  and  overcame :  for  your  brother  and  my  Mer  no 
fooner  met,  but  they  looked  ;  no  fooner  Jook'd,  but 
they  lov'd  ;  no  fooner  lov'd,  but  they  figh'd ;  no 
fooner  figh'd,  but  they  ask'd  one  another  the  reafon ; 
no  fooner  knew  the  reafon,  but  they  fought  the  re- 
medy; and  in  thefe  degrees  have  they  made  a  pair  of 
Hairs  to  marriage,  which  they  will  climb  incontinent,  or 
elfe  be  incontinent  before  marriage ;  they  are  in  the  verv 

wratn 
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wrath  of  love,  and  they  will  together.  Clubs  cannot 
part  them. 

Or/a.  They  fhall  be  married  to  morrow ;  and  I  will 
bid  the  Duke  to  the  Nuptial.  But,  O,  how  bitter  a 
thing  it  is  to  look  into  happinefs  through  another 
man's  eyes !  by  fo  much  the  more  fhall  I  to  morrow  be 
at  the  height  of  heart-heavinefs,  by  how  much  I 
fhall  think  my  brother  happy,  in  having  what  he 
wiihes  for. 

Rof.  Why,  then  to  morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  turn 
for  Rofa/tnd? 

Or/a.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talk- 
ing. Know  of  me  then;  for  now  I  f<  eak  to  fome  pur- 
pofe,  that  I  know,  you  are  a  gentleman  of  good  conceit. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  that  you  mould  bear  a  good  opinion  of 
my  knowledge ;  infomuch,  I  fay,  I  know  what  you 
are ;  neither  do  I  labour  for  a  greater  efteem  than  may 
in  fome  little  meafure  draw  a  belief  from  you  to  do 
yourfelf  good,,  and  not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then,  if 
you  pieafe,  that  I  can  do  ftrange  things  ;  I  have,  fince 
J  was  three  years  old,  convert  with  a  magician,  more 
profound  in  his  Art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you 
do  love  Rofalind  fo  near  the  heart,  as  your  gesture 
cries  it  out,  when  your  brother  marries  Aliena,  you 
fhall  marry  her.  I  know  into  what  ftraits  of  for- 
tune (he  is  driven,  and  it  is  not  impoffible  to  me,  if  it 
appear  not  inconvenient  to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your 
eyes  to  morrow  ;  human  as  fhe  is,  and  without  any 
danger. 

Or/a.  Speak'ft  thou  in  fober  meanings  ? 

Rof.  By  my  life,  I  do ;  which  I  tender  dearly,  tho' 
I  fay,  I  am  a  magician  :  therefore,  put  you  on  your 
bell:  array  ;  bid  your  friends ;  for  if  you  will  be  mar- 
ried to  morrow,  you  (hall ;  and  to  Rofa/ind,  if  you 
will. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  hers. 

PM 
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phe.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs, 
To  mew  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Rof.  I  care  not,  if  I  have:  it  is  my  ftudy 
To  feem  defpightful  and  ungentle  to  you: 
You  are  rhere  follow'd  by  a  faithful  fhepherd  ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him  ;  he  worfhips  you. 

Phe.  Good  fhepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to  love, 
5/7.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  fighs  and  tear?, 
And  fo  am  1  for  Phe  he. 
Phe.  And  1  for  Ganimed. 
Or/a.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 
Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 
5/7.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  faith  and  fcrvice  ^ 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 
Phe.  An  J  I  for  Ganimed. 
Or/a.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 
Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 
5/7.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafie, 
All  maJe  of  Paflion,  and  all  made  of  wifhes, 
Ail  adoration,  duty  and  obfervance, 
All  humblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience, 
All  purity,  all  trial,  ail  obfervance  5 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  Ganimed. 

Or/ a.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofaiind. 

Rof.  And  fo  am  1  for  no  woman. 

Phe.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[To  Rof, 

5/7.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[To  Phe. 

Or/a.  If  this  be  fo,  -why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 
Rof.  Who  do  you  fpeak  to,  why  blame  you  me  to 
love  you  ? 

Or/a.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear  ? 

Rof.  Pray  you,  no  more  of  this ;  'tis  like  the  howl- 
ing of  Irijb  wolves  againft  the  moon ;  I  will  help  you 
if  I  can  ;  I  would  love  you,  if  I  could:  to  morrow 
meet  me  all  together  ;  I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  I 
marry  woman,  and  I'll  be  married  to  morrow ;  [To 
Phe.]    I  will  fatisfy  you,  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd  man,  and 

you 
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you  mall  be  married  to  morrow;  [To  Orl.]  I  will  con- 
tent you,  if,  what  pleafes  you,  contents  you;  and  you 
fhall  be  married  to  morrow.  [To  Sih]  As  you  love  Ro- 
falind,  meet ;  as  you  love  Pbebe,  meet  ;  and  as  I  love 
no  woman,  I'll  meet.  So  far  you  well ;  I  have  left  you 
commands. 

SiL  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Phe.  Nor  I. 

Or/a.  Nor  I.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clo.  To  morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey  :  to  mor- 
row will  we  be  married. 

Aud.  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart ;  and,  I  hope, 
it  is  no  difhoneft  defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  of 
the  world.  Here  come  two  of  the  baniih'd  Duke's 
pages. 

Enter  two  pages. 

1  Page.  Well  met,  honeft  gentleman. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  well  met :   come,  fit,  fit,  and  a 
Song. 

2  Page.  We  are  for  you,  fit  i'th'  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  hawk- 
ing, or  fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  which  are  the 
only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice? 

2  Page.  Tfaith,  i'faith,  and  both  in  a  tune,  like  two 
Gypfies  on  ahorfe. 

SONG. 

It  was  a  lo<ver  and  his  lafs, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  bo,  and  a  hey  noniho> 
That  oyer  the  green  corn  field  didpafs 

In  the  fpring  time  ;  the  pretty  fpring  timey 
When  birds  do  fing,  hey  ding  a- ding,  ding9 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  fpring. 

And  therefore  take  the  prefent  time* 

With  a  hey*,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  $ 

For  love  is  crowned  with  the  prime, 
In  the  fpring  timey  8cc. 
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Between  the  acres  of  the  rye, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino. 

Thefe  pretty  country  folks  would  lye, 
In  the ffring  time.  &c. 

The  Carrol  they  began  that  hour9 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino9 

How  that  a  life  was  hut  a  flower, 
In  the  firing  time,  &c. 

Clo.  Truly,  young  gentleman,  though  there  was  no 
great  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very  un- 
timeable.  (13) 

1  Page.  You  are  deceiv'd,  Sir,  we  kept  time,  we  loft 
not  our  time. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  yes :  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to 
hear  fuch  a  foolilh  Song.  God  b'w'y  you,  and  God  mend 
your  voices.    Come,  Audrey.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  another  Part  of  the  Forejl* 

Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amiens,  Jaques,  Orlando, 
Oliver,  WCelia. 

Duke  Sen.  T\OST  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the 

JLI  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promifed  ? 

Orla.  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not  | 
Ai  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

Enter  Rofalind,  Silvius,  andVhebQ. 

Rof  Patience  once  more,   whiles  our  compaft  is 
urg'd  : 

Truly,  yaung  Gentleman,  the?  there  was  no  great  Matter  in 
the  Ditty,  yet  the  Note  was  very  untuneable.]  Tho*  it  is  thus 
in  all  the  printed  Copies,  it  is  evident  from  the  fequel  of  the 
Dialogue,  that  the  Poet  wrote  as  I  have  reform^  in  the 
Text,  unximeable.  —  Time,  and  Tune,  are  frequently  mif» 
printed  for  one  another  in  the  old  Editions  of  Skakefpeare* 
Vol.  IL  P  Yon 
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You  fay,  if  1  bring  in  your  Rofalind,  [To  the  Duktl 
You  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here  ? 

Duke  Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdoms  to  give 
with  her. 

Rof.  And  you  fay,  you  will  have  her  when  I  bring 
her  ?  [To  Orlando. 

Or/a.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdoms  King. 
Rof.  You  fay,  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing  ? 

{To  Phebe. 

The.  That  will  I,  mould  I  die  the  hour  after, 
Rof.  But  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  me, 
you'll  give  yourfelf  to  this  moll  faithful  fhepherd. 
Phe.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Rof  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Phebe,  if  me  will  ? 

[To  Silvius. 

Sil.  Tho'  to  have  her  and  death  were  both  one  thing, 

Rof  I've  promis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even  ; 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  daughter; 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter  : 
Keep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  youll  marry  me, 
Or  elfe  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  fhepherd. 
Keep  your  word,  Sylvius,  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  (he  refufe  me ;  and  from  hence  I  go 
To  make  thefe  doubts  all  even.     [Exe.  Rof.  and CeliaV 

Duke  Sen.  I  do  remember  in  this  fhepherd- boy 
Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 

Orla.  My  Lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  himf 
Methought,  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter  ; 
But,  my  good  Lord,  this  boy  is  foreft-born, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  jn  the  rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  ftudies  by  his  uncle ; 
Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Obfcurcd  in  the  circle  of  this  foreft. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Jaq.  There  is,  fure,  another  flood  toward,  and  thefe 
couples  are  coming  to  the  Ark.  Here  come  a  pair  of 
very  ftrange  bcafts,  which  in  all  tongues  are  call'd 

tools. 

Uq.  Salutation,  and  greeting,  to  you  all ! 

J*f< 
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y#$.  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome.  This  is  the 
motley- minded  gentleman,  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in 
the  forejft :  he  hath  been  a  Courtier,  he  fwears. 

Clo.  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my 
purgation.  I  have  trod  a  meafure  ;  I  have  flatter'd  a  la- 
dy ;  I  have  been  politick  with  my  friend,  fmooth  with 
mine  enemy  ;  I  have  undone  three  taylors  ;  I  have  had 
four  quarrels,  and  like  to  have  fought  one. 

Jaq.  And  how  was  That  ta'en  up? 

Clo.  'Faith,  we  met;  and  found,  the  quarrel  was  upon 
the  feventh  caufe. 

Jaq.  How  the  feventh  caufe  ?— — good  my  lord,  like 
this  fellow. 

Duke  Sen.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Clo.  God'ild  you,  Sir,  I  defire  you  of  the  like  :  I 
prefs  in  here,  Sir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  country  copu- 
latives, to  fwear,  and  to  forfwear,  according  as  mar- 
riage binds,  and  blood  breaks :  a  poor  virgin,  Sir,  an 
ill-favour'd  thing,  Sir,  but  mine  own ;  a  poor  humour 
of  mine,  Sir,  to  take  That  that  no  man  elfe  will.  Rich 
honefty  dwells  like  a  mifer,  Sir,  in  a  poor  houfe ;  as 
your  pearl,  in  your  foul  oyfter. 

Duke  Sen.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  fenten- 
tious. 

Clo.  According  to  the  fool's  bolt,  Sir,  and  fuch  dulcet 
difeafes. 

Jaq.  But,  for  the  feventh  caufe ;  how  did  you  find 
the  quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe  ? 

Clo.  Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed ;  {bear  your  bo- 
dy more  feeming,  Audrey)  as  thu%  Sir;  I  did  diflike 
the  cut  of  a  certain  Courtier's  beard  ;  he  fent  me  word, 
if  I  faid  his  beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the  mind 
it  was.  This  is  caii'd  the  Retort  courteous.  If  I  fent 
him  word  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  fend  me 
word,  he  cut  it  to  pleafe  himfelf.  This  is  call'd  the 
Quip  modefi.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  difabled 
my  judgment.  This  is  call'd  the  Reply  churlijb.  If  a- 
gain,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  anfwer,  I  fpake  not 
true.  This  is  called  the  Reproof  valiant.  If  again,  it 
was  not  well  cut,  he  would  fay,  \  lie.  This  is  call'd 
P  z  the 
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the  Countercheck  quarrelfome;  and  fo,  the  Lye  circttm- 
fiantialf  and  the  Lye  dire  a. 

Jaq%  And  how  oft  did  you  fay,  his  beard  was  not 
well  cut  ? 

CIo.  I  durft  go  no  further  than  the  Lye  circumfiantial '; 
nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lye  dire^>  and  fo  we  mea- 
fur'd  fwords  and  parted. 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of 
the  Lye? 

Clo.  O  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book  ;  as  you 
have  books  for  good  manners.  (14)  I  will  name  you  the 
degrees.  The  firft,  the  Retort  courteous ;  the  fecond, 
the  Quip  modeft  ;  the  third,  the  Reply  churlifh  5  the 
fourth,  the  Reproof  valiant ;  the  fifth,  the  Countercheck 
quarrelfome  $  the  fixth,  the  Lye  with  circumftance  ;  the 
feventh,  the  Lye  direct.  All  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but 
the  Lye  diredl ;  and  you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If. 
I  knew,  when  feven  Juftices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel; 
but  when  the  parties  were  met  themfelves,  one  of  them 
thought  but  of  an  If ;  as,  if  you  faid  fo,  then  I  faid  fo  ; 
and  they  fhook  hands,  and  fwore  brothers.  Your  If  is 
the  only  peace-maker ;  much  virtue  in  If. 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  lord  ?  he's  good 
at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

(14)  0,  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  Print;  by  the  Book\  as  you  have 
Beds  for  good  Manners.}  The  Poet  throughout  this  Scene  has 
with  great  Humour  and  Acldrefs  rallied  the  Mode,  fo  pre- 
vailing in  his  Time,  of  formal  Duelling.  Nor  could  he  treat 
it  with  a  happier  Contempt,  than  by  making  his  Clown  fo 
knowing  in  all  its  Forms  and  Preliminaries.  It  was  in  Queen 
Elixabetos  Reign,  that  puftnng  with  the  Rapier,  or  fmall 
Sword,  was  firft  pra£tisM  in  England.  And  the  boifterous  Gal- 
lants fell  into  the  Faftiion  with  fo  much  Zeal,  that  they  did 
not  content  themfelves  with  pra&ifing  at  Sword  in  the  Schools  ; 
but  they  ftudied  the  Theory  of  the  Art,  the  Grounding  of 
Quarrels,  and  the  Procefs  of  giving  and  receiving  Challenges, 
from  Lewis  de  Caranza*$  Treatife  of  Fencing,  Vincentio  Savio- 
Ja's  Practice  of  the  Rapier  and  Dagger,  and  Giacomo  Di  Gra£i*s 
Art  of  Defeace  5  with  many  other  InftrudUons  upon  the  feve- 
sai  Branches  of  the  Science, 

Duke  Se*. 
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Duke  Sen.  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  ftalking-horfe,  and 
under  the  presentation  of  that  he  fhoots  his  wit. 

Enter  Hymen,  Rofalind  in  woman's  cloath?, 
and  Celia. 

Still  Music  k. 

Hym,  7 hen  is  there  mirth  in  heavn, 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  Duke,  receive  thy  daughter, 
Hymen  from  heaven  brought  her. 

Tea,  brought  her  hither  : 
That  thou  might1  ft  join  her  hand  with  his* 
Whofe  heart  within  his  bofom  is. 

Rof.  To  you  I  give  myfelf ;  for  I  am  yours. 

[To  the  Duke. 

To  you  I  give  myfelf ;  for  I  am  yours.      [To  Orlando, 
Duke  Sen.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my 
daughter. 

Orla.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Rofa- 
lind. 

Phe.  If  fight  and  fliape  be  true, 
Why,  then  my  love  adieu ! 

Rof  Til  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he  $ 
I'll  have  no  husband,  if  you  be  not  he  ; 
Nor  e'er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  (he, 

Hym.  Peace,  hoa  !  I  bar  confufion ; 
'Tis  I  mull  make  conclufion 

Of  thefe  mofl  Grange  events : 
Here's  eight  that  muft  take  hands, 
To  join  in  Hymeris  bands,  \ 

If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  Crofs  fhall  part  % 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart  5 
You  to  his  love  muft  accord, 
Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord. 
You  and  you  are  fure  together, 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather : 

P  3  While 
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Whiles  a  wed  lock- hymn  we  fing, 
Feed  yourfelves  with  queftioning  : 
That  reafon  wonder  may  diminiih, 
How  thus  we  meet,  and  thefe  things  finiflu 

S   O   N  G. 

Wedding  is  great  JunoV  Crown, 

O  blejjfed  bond  of  board  and  bed  I 
*Tis  Hymen  peoples  every  town, 

High  wedlock  then  be  honoured  :  ^ 
Honour,  high  honour  and  renown 
*Iq  Hymen,  God  of  every  town  ! 

Duke  Sen.  O  my  dear  neice,  welcome  thou  art  to  me* 
Ev'n  daughter- welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 

Phe.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine  ; 
Thy  faith  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine. 

Enter  Jaques  de  Boys. 

Jaq.  de  B.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two  : 
I  am  the  fecond  fon  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  affembly. 
Duke  Frederick  hearing,  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  reforted  to  this  foreft, 
Addrefs'd  a  mighty  power,  which  were  on  foot 
In  his  own  conduct  purpofely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fword  : 
And  to  the  skirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  came, 
"Where  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man, 
After  fome  queftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  enterprize,  and  from  the  world  ; 
His  Crown  bequeathing  to  his  baniuYd  brother, 
And  all  their  lands  reftor'd  to  them  again, 
That  were  with  him  exil'd.    This  to  be  true, 
J  do  engage  my  life. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  young  man  :  , 
Thou  offer'ft  fairly  to  thy  brother's  wedding  ; 
To  one,  his  lands  with-held ;  and  to  the  other, 
A  land  itfelf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom, 
firft,  in  this  foreft,  let  us  do  thofe  ends 

That 
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That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot  : 

And,  after,  every  of  this  happy  number, 

That  have  endur'd  fhrewd  days  and  nights  with  us, 

Shall  fhare  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune, 

According  to  the  meafure  of  their  Hates. 

Mean  time,  forget  this  new-falPn  dignity, 

And  fall  into  our  ruftick  revelry  : 

Play,  mufick  ;  and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all, 

With  meafure  heap'd  in  joy,  to  th'  meafures  fall. 

Jaq.  Sir,  by  your  patience  :  if  I  heard  you  rightly, 
The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  religious  life, 
And  thrown  into  neglecl  the  pompous  Court, 

Jaq.  de  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefe  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learn'd.  \ 
You  to  your  former  Honour  I  bequeath,     [To  the  Dufo. 
Your  patience  and  your  virtue  well  deferve  it. 
You  to  a  love,  that  your  true  faith  doth  merit; 

[To  Orla. 

You  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies ; 

[To  Oil 

You  to  a  long  and  well  deferved  bed  ;  [To  Sih„ 

And  you  to  wrangling ;  for  thy  loving  voyage 

[To  the  C/ovun* 
Is  but  for  two  months  victualed :  fo  to  your  pleafures ; 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  meafures. 

D hike  Sen.  Stay,  J  agues,  flay. 

Jaq.  To  fee  no  paftime,  I:  what  you  would  have, 
Til  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandon'd  Cave.  [Exit* 

Duke  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed;  we  will  begin 'thefe- 
rites ; 

As,  we  do  truft  they'll  end,  in  true  delights. 

EPILOGUE, 

Rof.  It  is  not  the  fafhion  to  fee  the  lady  the  Epi- 
logue ;  but  it  is  no  more  unhandfome,  than  to  fee  the  lord 
the  Prologue.  If  it  be  true,  that  good  ruuine  needs  no 
iujh,  'tis  true,  that  a  good  Play  needs  no  Epilogue,  Yet 
io  good  wine  they  do  ufe  good  bufties ;  and  good  Plays 
P  4  prove 
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prove  the  better  by  the  help  of  good  Epilogues.  What 
a  cafe  am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  Epilogue, 
nor  can  infinuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  goo3 
Play  ?  I  am  not  farniuYd  like  a  beggar  ;  therefore  to 
beg  will  not  become  roe.  My  way  is  to  conjure  you, 
and  I'll  begin  with  the  women.  I  charge  you,  O  wo- 
men, for  the  love  you  bear  to  men,  to  like  as  much  of 
this  Play  as  pleafes  you  :  and  I  charge  you,  O  men, 
for  the  love  you  bear  to  women,  (as  I  perceive  by  your 
fiiiipring,  none  of  you  hate  them)  that  between  you  and 
the  women,  the  Play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were  a  woman, 
I  would  kifs  as  many  of  you  as  had  beards  that  pleas'd 
me,  complexions  that  lik'd  me,  and  breaths  that  I 
defy'd  not :  and,  I  am  fure,  as  many  as  have  good 
beards,  or  good  faces,  or  fweet  breaths,  will  for  my 
kind  offer,  when  I  make  curt'fic,  bid  mefarewel. 

[Exeunt  omnis* 
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Chara&ers  in  the  Indudion. 

A Lord j  before  whom  the  Play  is  fuppofed  to  he  plafdm 
Chriftopher  Sly,  a  drunken  Tinker. 
Hojiefs. 

Page,  Players,  Hunt/men,  and  other  Servants  attending 
on  the  Lord* 

Dramatis  Perfonse. 

Eaptifta,  Father  to  Catharina  and  Bianca ;  very  rich* 
Vincentio,  an  old  gentleman  of  Pifa. 
3-.ucentio,  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  with  Bianca. 
Petruchio,  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  a  Juitor  to  Catha* 
rina. 

HorSo.  \ 

lionXflo   }    Servants  to  Lucentio. 

Grumio,  Servant  to  Petruchio. 

Pedant,,  an  oldfellovo  fet  up  to  perfonati.  Vincentza* 

Catharina,  the  Shrew* 
Bianca,  her  Sifter. 
Widow* 

Fay  for,  Haberdajhers ;  voith  Servants  attending  on 
Baptifta,  and  Petruchio. 

S  CE  N  E,  fometimes  in  Padua ;  and  fometimes  in 
Petruchio^  Houfe  in  the  Country. 
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I  N  D  U  €  T  I  0  N : 

SCENE,  befort  an  Alehoufe  on  a,  HeatB, 
Enter  Hoftefs  and  Sly. 
Sly, 

f  LL  pheeze  you,  in  faith; 

Iw*  A  Pair  of  flocks,  you  rogue  V 
Sly.  Y'are  a  baggage ;  the  67w  are  no 
rogues.   Look  in  the  Chronicles,  we  came 
|;  in  with  Richard  Conqueror  ;  therefore* 
-  paucus  pallabris;  (j  )      the  wotld  flide  : 
SeJJa. 

Hoft,  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glafies  you  have  burll  ?■ 

Lie'  u\ n? a  df niere :  §°  by.3w*w.  go 

to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee.  (2) 

mm. 

W         s  Pallabris.]    #fc  „  an  ;griorant  FeJ, 
pofeiy  made  to  aim  at  Languages  out  of  his  Knowledge,  and > 
fcnock  the  words  out  of  joint.    The  Spaniard  fay,  fid  J*. 
4r«,  1.  e.  few  words  r  as  they  do  lifcewife,  Ceja,  i.  e.  be, wet.. 

All  ,hf t£*  J?r0nim5''  f  '»  *h  "Id  Bed,  cndwrm  tbee.l 
m  the  Editions  have  coin'd  a  Saint  here,  for  %  to  fwear  -by.. 
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Hoft.  I  know  my  remedy  :   I  muft  go  fetch  the 

Third- borough.  (3) 

Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough,  I'll  anfwer  him 
by  law ;  Til  not  budge  an  inch,  boy ;  let  him  come, 
and  kindly.  {Falls  ajleep. 

But  the  Poet  had  no  fuch  Intentions.  The  Paflage  has  parti- 
cular Humour  in  it,  and  muft  have  been  very  pleating  at  that 
time  of  day.  But  I  muft  clear  up  a  piece  of  Stage-hiftory,  to 
make  it  underftood.  There  is  a  fuftian  old  riay,  call'd  Hiero- 
ytymo  5  Or,  The  Spanijh  Tragedy :  which,  I  find,  was  the  com- 
mon But  of  Rallery  to  all  the  Poets  of  Shake/pearls  Time  s 
and  a  Paffage,  that  appeared  very  ridiculous  in  that  Play,  is 
liere  humouroufly  alluded  to.  Hierenymo,  thinking  himfelf  in- 
jured, applies  to  the  King  for  Juftice  ;  but  the  Courtiers,  who 
<iid  not  defire  his  Wrongs  mould  be  fet  in  a  true  Light,  at- 
tempt to  hinder  him  from  an  Audience. 

Hiero.  J"fice,  ob  !  juflice  to  Hieronymo. 

Lor.  Back  5  feift  thou  not,  the  King  is  hujit  f 

frJiero.  Oh,  is  he  Jo  ? 

King.  Who  is  He,  that  interrupts  our  Bufinefs  t 

Hier.  Not  I:  Hieronymo,  beware ;  goby,  goby. 

So  Sly  here,  not  caring  to  be  dun'd  by  the  Hofefs,  cries  to  he? 
m  EfFecl,  u  Don't  be  troublefom,  don't  interrupt  me,  go  by"  5 
and,  to  fix  the  Satire  in  his  Allufion,  pleafantly  calls  he?  Jen- 
ny mo. 

(3)  1  lnwft  go  fetck  the  Headborough. 
Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  Borough,  &c]  This  corrupt  Reacf- 
ing  had  pafs'd  down  through  all  the  Copies,  and  none  of  the 
Xditors  pretended  to  guefs  at  the  Poet's  Conceit.  What  an  in- 
jfipid^  unmeaning  Reply  does  Sly  make  to  his  Hojiefs  f  How 
do  third y  or  fourth,  or  fifth  Borough  relate  to  Headborough  s- 
The  Author  intended  but  a  poor  Witticifm,  and  even  That  is 
loft.  The  Hofefs  would  fay,  that  (he'll  fetch  a  Corf  able  and 
this  Officer  (he  calls  by  his  other  Name,  a  Third- borough :  and 
upon  this  Ttrm  Sly  founds  the  Conundrum  in  his  Anfwer  to 
her.  Who  does  not  perceive,  at  a  fingle  glance,  fome  Conceit 
Parted  by  this  certain  Correction  ?  There  is  an  Attempt  to  Wit, 
tolerable  enough  for  a  Tinker,  and  one  drunk  too.  Third- 
Borough  is  a  Saxon- term  fufficiently  explain'd  by  the  Gloffaries  : 
and  in  our  Statute  books,  no  farther  back  than  the  28th  Year  of 
Henry  Ylllth.  we  find  it  ufed  to  fignify  a  Qovfabk% 

Wind 
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Wind  horns.  Enter  a  Lord  from  huntings  with  a  Trait:. 

Lord.  Huntfman,  I  charge  thee,   tender  well  my 
hounds ; 

(Brach,  Merriman  !  the  poor  cur  is  imboft  ;) 
And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deep-mouth'd  Brach. 
Saw'ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge- corner  in  the  coldeft  fault  ? 
1  would  not  lofe  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

Hun.  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  lord  ; 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereft  lofs, 
And  twice  to  day  pick'd  out  the  dulleft  fcent : 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  fool ;  if  Eccho  were  as  fleet, 
I  would  efteem  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch  } 
But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all, 
To  morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hun.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Lord.  What's  here?  one  dead,  or  drunk  ?  fee,  dotfe 
he  breathe  ? 

2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.  Were  he  not  warm'd 
with  ale, 

This  were  a  bed  but  cold,  to  fteep  fo  foundry- 

Lord.  O  monftrous  beaft  ?  how  like  a  fwine  he  lies  t 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thy  image  ! 
Sirs,  I  will  pra&ife  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed, 
Wrapt  in  fweet  cloaths ;  rings  put  upon  his  fingers  j 
A  mod  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
And  brave  attendants  near  him,  when  he  wakes ; 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

1  Hun.  Believe  me,  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

2  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him,  when  he 
wak'd. 

Lord.  Even  as  a  flatfring  dream,  or  worthlefs  fancy* 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jeft  : 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft  chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pictures; 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  diftilled  waters, 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet. 

Pro- 
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Procure  me  mufiek  ready,  when  he  wakes, 

To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heav'nly  found  ; 

And  if  he  chance  tofpeak,  be  ready  ftraight, 

And  with  a  low  fubmiffive  reverence 

Say,  what  is  it  your  Honour  will  command  ? 

Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  bafon 

Full  of  Rofe-water,  and  beftrew'd  with  flowers ; 

Another  bear  the  ewer ;  a.  third  a  diaper ; 

And  fay,  wilt  pleafe  your  lordfhip  cool  your  hands  I 

Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftiy  fuit, 

And  ask  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear  ;. 

Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 

And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  difeafe  ; 

Perfwade  him,  that  he  hath  been  lunatick. 

And  when  he  fays  he  is,  fay,  that  he  dreams  ? 

For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord  : 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  Sirs  : 
It  will  be  paftime  pairing  excellent* 
If  it  be  husbanded  with  modefty. 

i  Hun,  My  Lord,  I  warrant  you,  we'll  play  our  par^ 
As  he  (hall  think,  by  our  true  diligence, 
He  is  no  lefs  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him ; 
And  each  one  to  his  Office,  when  he  wakes. 

[Some  bear  out  Sly..     Sound  Trumpets 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  is  that  founds. 
Belike,  fome  noble  gentleman  that  means,  [Ex,  Servant* 
Travelling  fome  journey,  to  repofe  him  here, 

Re-enter  Servant. 

How  now?  who  is  it? 

Ser,  Ant  pleafe  your  Honour,  Players 
That  offer  fervice  to  your  lordfhip.. 

Lord,  Bid  thern  come  near  :  ' 

Enter  Flayers., 

Now,  Fellows,  you  are  welcome. 
Play.  We  thank  your  Honour. 
Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  May  with  me  to  night? 
'zF/ay..  So  pleafe  your  Lordlhip  to  accept  our  duty. 

LorA 
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Lord,  With  all  my  heart.    This  fellow  I  remember, 
Since  once  he  play'd  a  farmer's  eldeft  fon : 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  fo  well : 
I  have  forgot  your  name ;  but,  fure,  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  performed. 

Sim.  I* think,  'twas  Soto  that  your  Honour  means,  (4) 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true  ;  thou  didft  it  excellent : 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time, 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  fport  in  hand, 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  aflift  me  much. 
There  is  a  Lord  will  hear  you  play  to  night  y 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modefties. 
Left,  over-eying  of  his  odd  Behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  Play,) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  Paflion, 
And  fo  offend  him  :  for  I  tell  you*  Sirs,. 
If  you  mould  fmile,  he  grows  impatient. 

Play.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  can  contain  our  felves  $ 
Were  he  the  verier!  antick  in  the  world. 

2  Flay.  \to  the  ether. \  Go  get  a  Difhclout  to  make 
clean  your  ihoes,  and  I'll  fpeak  for  the  properties. 

\Extt  Player. 

My  lord,  we  mull  have  a  moulder  of  mutton  for  a  pro? 
perty,  and  a  little  Vinegar  to  make  our  devil  roar* 

Lord.  Go,  firrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery, 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome,  every  one : 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  the  houfe  affords. 

[Exit  one  'with  the  Players*. 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholme<w  my  page, 
And  fee  him  dreft  in  all  fuits  like  a  lady. 
That  done>  condu&  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber* 

(4)  I  think,  ''twas  Soto.]  I  take  our  Author  here  to  be  pay* 
ing  a  Compliment  to  Beaumont  and  Fletchers  Women  fleas  d>  in 
which  Comedy  there  is  the  Character  of  Soto,  who  is  a  Far- 
mer's Son,  and  a  very  facetious  Serving-man.  Mr.  Rowe  and 
Mr.  Pope  prefix  the  Name  of  Sim  to  the  Line  here  fpoken  j  but 
the  firft  folio  has  it  SinckJo  y  which,  no  doubt,  was  the  Name 
of  one  of  the  Players  here  introdue'd,  and  who  had  play'd 
th«L  Part  of  Soto  with  Applaufe*. 

And: 
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And  call  him  Madam,  do  him  all  obeifance. 

Tell  him  from  me,  (as  he  will  win  my  love) 

He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  aclion, 

Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  ladies 

Unto  their  lords,  by  them  accomplifrYd  ; 

Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do, 

With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefie ; 

And  fay ;  what  is't  your  Honour  will  command, 

Wherein  your  lady,  and  your  humble  wife, 

May  Ihew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love  ? 

And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kifles* 

And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofom, 

Bid  him  fhed  tears,  as  being  over  joy'd  s 

To  fee  her  noble  lord  reftor'd  to  health, 

Who  for  twice  fcven  years  hath  efteem'd  himfelf  (5) 

No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  beggar  ; 

And  if  the  boy  hath  not  a  woman's  gift 

To  rain  a  mower  of  commanded  tears, 

An  Onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  (hift ; 

Which  in  a  Napkin  being  clofe  conveyrd, 

Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  wafry  eye. 

See  this  difpatch'd,  with  all  the  hafte  thou  canfl:  5 

Anon  I'll  give  thee  more  inftruclions.       [Ex,  Servant! 

I  know  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace, 

Voice,  gate,  and  action  of  a  gentlewoman. 

I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  drunkard,  husband ;. 

And  how  my  men  will  ftay  themfelves  from  laughter, 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimple  peafant ; 

Ft!  in  to  counfel  them :  haply,  my  prefence 

May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fpleen  ; 

Which  otherwife  will  go  into  extreams.        [Exit  Lord, 

(5)  Who  for  thefe  /even  years  bath  efieenfd  himfelf 
No  better  than  a  poor  and  hathfom  Beggar.'] 
I  have  ventured  to  alter  a  Word  here,  againft  the  Authority  of 
the  printed  Copies ;  and  hope,  I  (hall  be  juflfified  in  it  by  two 
fubfequent  Paflages.  That  the  Poet  defign'd,  the  Tinker's 
fuppos'd  Lunacy  fhould  be  of  14  years  (landing  at  leaft,  is  evi- 
dent upon  two  parallel  PaflTages  in  the  Play  to  that  Purpofe* 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  Bed- Chamber  in  the 
Lord's  Ho ufe. 

Enter  Sly  with  Attendants,  fome  nvith  apparel,  lafon  and 
ewer,  and  other  appurtenances.    Re-enter  Lord* 

Sfy.T?0  R  God's  fake,  a  pot  of  fmall  ale. 

J/      1  Serv.  Will't  pleafe  your  lordffcip  drink  a 
ctfp  of  fack  ? 

2  Serv.  Will't  pleafe  your  Honour  tafte  of  thefe  Con- 

ferves  ? 

3  Serv.  What  raiment  will  your  Honour  wear  to 

day  ? 

Sly.  I  am  Chrijlophero  Sly,  call  not  me  Honour,  nor 
lordlhip  :  I  ne'er  drank  fack  in  my  life :  and  if  you  give 
me  any  Conferves,  give  me  Conferves  of  beef :  ne'er 
ask  me  what  raiment  I'll  wear,  for  I  have  no  more 
doublets  than  backs,  no  more  ftockings  than  legs,  no* 
do  more  fhoes  than  feet ;  nay,  fometimes,  more  feet 
than  fhoes ;  or  fuch  ihoes  as  my  toes  look  through  the 
over-leather. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idle  humour  in  your  Ho- 
nour ! 

Oh,  that  a  mighty  man  of  fuch  defcent, 
Of  fuch  pofTeffions,  and  fo  high  efteem, 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  fpirit !  ■ 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  am  not  I 
Chrijlophero  Sly,  old  S/y's  Son  of  Burton-heath,  by  birth 
a  pedlar,  by  education  a  card-maker,  by  tranfmutatiom 
a  bearherd,  and  now  by  prefent  profeffion,  a  tinker  ? 
ask  Marian  Racket,  the  fat  ale-wife  of  Wincot,  if  fhe 
know  me  not  $  if  (he  fay,  I  am  not  fourteen  pence  on 
the  fcore  for  fheer  ale,  (core  me  up  for  the  lying'ft 
knave  in  Chriftendom.  What,  I  am  not  beftraught : 
here's  . 

1  Man.  Oh,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  lady  mourn. 

2  Man.  Oh,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  fervante 

droop. 

Lord, 
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Lord.  Hence  comes  it,  that  your  kindred  fhun  your 
houfe, 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  lunacy. 

Ch,  noble  lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth, 

Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhment, 

And  banifh  hence  thefe  abject  lowly  dreams. 

Look,  how  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee  ; 

Each  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 

Wilt  thou  have mufick  ?  hark,  Apollo  plays;  [Mujich 

And  twenty  caged  nightingales  do  fing. 

Or  wilt  thou  fleep  ?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch, 

Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  luftful  bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semiramis.  s 

Say,  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beiirow  the  ground  : 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  fhall  be  trapped, 

Their  harnefs  ftudded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 

Doft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  hawks,  will  foar 

Above  the  morning  lark.    Or  wilt  thou  hunt  ? 

Thy  hounds  fhall  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them, 

And  fetch  fhrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

i  Man.  Say,  thou  wilt  courfe,   thy  greyhounds  arc 
as  fwift 

As  breathed  flags ;  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

z  Man.  Doft  thou  love  pictures  ?  wcwillfctchth.ee 
ftraight 

r Adonis,  painted  by  a  running  brook  ; 

And  Cither ea  all  in  fedges  hid  ; 

Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 

Ev'n  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 

Lord.  Well  (hew  thee      as  {he  was  a  maid, 
And  how  fhe  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Man.  Or  Daphne  roaming  through  a  thorny  woody 
Scratching  her  legs,  that  one  mall  fwear  Ihe  bleeds: 
And  at  that  fight  (hall  fad  Apollo  weep : 
So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord  : 
Thou  hall  a  lady  far  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  warning  age* 


1  Mate, 
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1  Man.  And  'till  the  tears,  that  me  hath  fhed  for 
thee, 

Like  envious  floods,  o'er- ran  her  lovely  face, 
She  was  the  faireft  creature  in  the  world, 
And  yet  (he  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  dream'd  'till  now  ? 
I  do  not  fleep  ;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak ; 
I  fmell  fweet  favours,  and  I  feel  foft  things : 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  Lord,  indeed  ; 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chriftophero  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  fight, 
And  once  again,  a  pot  o'th'  fmalleftale. 

2  Man.  Will't  pleafe  your  Mightinefs  to  warn  your 
hands  ? 

Oh,  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  reftorM  t 
Oh,  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are ! 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream, 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  fo  wak'd  as  if  you  flept. 

Sly.  Thefe  fifteen  years  !  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap  • 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 

1  Man.  Oh,  yes,  my  Lord,  but  very  idle  words. 
For  tho*  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door, 
And  raii'd  upon  the  Hoftefs  of  the  houfe ; 
And  fay,  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  Leer, 
Becaufe  fhe  bought  flone-jugs,  and  no  feaPd  quarts : 
Sometimes,  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Backet, 

Sly.  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  houfe. 

3  Man.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  no  houfe  ;  nor  no  facfa 
maid  ; 

Nor  no  fuch  men,  as  you  have  reckon'd  up  ; 
As  Stephen  Slyy  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Turf,  and  Henry  Pi?npernell9 
And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  faw. 

Sly.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends  f 

All.  Amen.  — - 

Sly.  By  th*  Mafs,  I  think  I  am  a  Lord  indeed. 
What  is  thy  name  I 

Mm* 
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Man.  Sim,  an't  pleafe  your  Honour. 
Sly.  Sim  ?  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Simeon  or  Simon  j 
put  forth  thy  hand  and  fill  the  pot. 

[The  fervant  gives  him  drink. 
Enter  Lady,  with  Attendants* 

I  thank  thee ;  thou  (halt  not  lofe  by  it. 

Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  Lord  ? 

S/y.  Marry,  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  cheer  enough. 
Where's  my  wife  ? 

Lady.  Here,  noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her  ? 

Sly.  Are  you  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me  huf- 
band  ?  My  men  mould  call  me  lordKI  am  your  good 
man. 

Lady.  My  husband  and  my  lord,  my  Lord  and  huf- 
band  ; 

I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 
Sly.  I  know  it  well :  what  muft  I  call  her  ? 

Lord.  Madam. 

Sly.  Alee  madam,  or  Joan  madam  ? 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  fo  lords  call  ladies. 

Sly.  Come,  fit  down  on  my  knee.  Sim,  drink  to  hen 
Madam  wife,  they  fay,  that  I  have  dream'd,  and  flept 
above  fome  fifteen  years  and  more. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me, 
Being  all  this  time  abandoned  from  your  bed. 

Sly.  'Tis  much.  Servants,  leave  me  and  her  alone  • 
Madam,  undrefs  you,  and  come  now  to  bed.  Simf 
drink  to  her. 

Lady.  Thrice-noble  Lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you, 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two  : 
Or,  if  not  fo,  until  the  fun  be  fet  ; 
For  your  Phyficians  have  exprelly  charg'd, 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady, 
That  I  mould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed  % 
I  hope,  this  reafon  Hands  for  my  excufe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  Hands  fo,  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fa 
long  ;  but  I  would  be  loath  to  fall  into  my  dream  again  : 
I  will  therefore  tarry  in  defpiglit  of  the  flelh  and  the 
blood, 

Enter 
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Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Mejf.  Your  Honour's  Players,  hearing  your  amend- 
ment, 

Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  Comedy ; 

For  fo  your  Doctors  hold  it  very  meet, 

Seeing  too  much  fadnefs  hath  congeal'd  your  blood ; 

And  melancholy  is  the  nurfe  of  frenzy. 

Therefore,  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play, 

And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment ; 

Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly.  Marry,  I  will ;  let  them  play  ;  is  it  not  a  Com- 
modity ?  a  Chrijlmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling  trick  ? 

Lady.  No,  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more  pleafing  fluff. 

Sly.  What,  houfliold  fluff? 

Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiflory. 

Sly.  Well,  we'll  fee't  :  come,  Madam  wife,  fit  by 
my  fide,  and  let  the  world  flip,  we  Ihall  ne'er  be 
younger* 


Tfo 
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A    C    T  L 

SCENE,  a  Street  in  Padua; 
Flourijb.   Enter  Lucentio  and  Tranio. 
Lucentio, 

Panto,  fince  for  the  great  defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts, 
I  am  arrived  from  fruitful  Lombardy,  (6) 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy ; 
And,  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  an$ 
arm'd 

With  his  good-will,  and  thy  good  company  : 

Moft  trufty  fervant,  well  approved  in  all, 

Here  let  us  breathe,  and  haply  inftitute  j 

A  courfe  of  learning  and  ingenious  ftudies.  * 

Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens, 

Gave  me  my  Being ;  and  my  father  firft, 

A  merchant  of  great  traffick  through  the  world : 

Vincenticfs  come  of  the  Benti<volii, 

Vincentio  his  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence, 

(6)  7  am  arrived  for  fruitful  Lombardy,]  Tho*  all  the  Im* 
prefiions  concur  in  this,  Intake  it  to  be  a  Blunder  of  the  Edi- 
tors, and  not  of  the  Author.  Padua  is  not  in  Lombardy  j  but 
Pi/a?  from  which  Lucentio  comes,  is  really  in  thofe  Territories* 

It 


The  Taming  of  the  Suva.  w.  359 

It  fhall  become  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceived, 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds : 
And  therefore,  Cranio,  for  the  time  I  ftudy, 
Virtue  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinefs 
By  virtue  fpecially  to  be  atchiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind,  for  I  have  Pifa  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  mallow  plafti  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep,' 
And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft. 

T ra.  Me  pardonato,  gentle  mailer  mine, 
I  am  in  all  affected  as  your  felf  : 
Glad,  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve, 
To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweet  philofophy  : 
Only,  good  mafter,  while  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  difcipline, 
Let's  be  no  Stoicks,  nor  no  flocks,  I  pray  ; 
Or,  fo  devote  to  Arijtotles  checks, 
As  0<vid  be  an  outcaft  quite  abjur'd. 
Talk  logick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  pradife  rhetorick  in  your  common  talk  ; 
Mufick  and  Poefie  ufe  to  quicken  you  ; 
The  Mathema ticks,  and  the  Metaphyficks, 
Fall  to  them,  as  you  find  your  ftomach  ferves  you  i 
No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en  :  \ 
In  brief,  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  mod  affect. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  T ranio,  well  doft  thou  advife ; 
If,  Biondelloy  thou  wert  come  amore, 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs; 
And  take  a  lodging  fit  to  entertain 
Such  friends,  as  time  in  Padua  mall  beget. 
But  flay  a  while,  what  company  is  this  ? 

Tra.  Mafter,  fome  fhow  to  welcome  us  to  town,' 

Enter  Baptifta  <viith  Catharina  and  Bianca,  Gremio  and 
Hortenfio.    Lucentio  ^WTranio  ftandhy. 

"Bap.  Gentlemen  Both,  importune  me  no  farther, 
For  how  I  firmly  am  refolv'd,  you  know  ; 
[  That  is,  not  to  bellow  my  younger!  Daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  husband  for  the  cider ; 

If 
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If  cither  of  you  both  love  Catharina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  lhall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather.  She's  too  rough  for  me: 

There,  there,  Hortenjto,  will  you  any  wife? 

Cath.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  Stale  of  me  amongft  thefe  mates  ? 

Hot.  Mates,  maid,  how  mean  you  that?  no  mates 
for  you ; 

Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler,  milder,  mould. 

Cath.  Tfaith,  Sir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear, 
I  wis,  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart  \ 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  fhall  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  ftool, 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool, 

Hor.  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  Lord  deliver  us. 

Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufh,  mafter,  here's  fome  good  paftime"| 
toward ;  | 
That  wench  is  ftark  mad,  or  wonderful  fro-  I 
ward.  I 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  fee  y  ajide. 

Maid's  mild  behaviour  and  fobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio.  I 

Tra.  Well  faid,  mafter ;  mum !  and  gaze  your  I 
fill.  Jj 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  faid,  Bianca,  get  you  in ; 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca; 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  girl. 

Catb.  A  pretty  Peat !  it  is  bell  put  finger  in  the  cye^ 
an  fhe  knew  why. 

Bian.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  difcontent. 
Sir,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I  fubfcribe  : 
My  books  and  inftruments  fhall  be  my  company, 
On  them  to  look,  and  praftife  by  my  felf. 

Luc.  Hark,  tranio,  thou  may  'ft  hear  Minerva  fpeak.' 

[ajide* 

Hor.  Signior  Baptifta,  will  you  be  fo  ftrange  ? 
Sorry  am  I,  that  our  good  will  effedti 
Bianca* §  grief.  Gre: 
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Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Bap'tijla,  for  this  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  ye ;  I  am  refolv'd  : 

Go  in,  Bianca.  ^  [Exit  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know,  lhe  taketh  mod  delight 

In  mufick,  inftruments,  and  poetry  ; 

School- matters  will  I  keep  within  my  houfe, 

Fit  to  inftrucl  her  youth.    If  you,  Hortenjio^ 

Or  Signior  Gremio>  you,  know  any  fuch, 

Prefer  them  hither  :  for  to  cunning  men 

I  will  be  very  kind  ;  and  liberal 

To  mine  own  children,  in  good  bringing  up  ; 

And  fo  farewel :  Catharina,  you  may  ftay, 

For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Biatxa.  [Exit. 

Cath.  Why,  and,  I  trull,  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not  ? 
what,  mail  I  be  appointed  hours,  as  tho\  belike,  I 
knew  not  what  to  take,  and  what  to  leave  ?  ha  ! 

[Exit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam  :  your  gifts  are 
fo  good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Our  love  is  i^ot 
fo  great,  Hortenfio,  but  we  may  blow  our  naiis  toge- 
ther, and  fall  it  fairly  out.  Our  cake's  dow  on  both 
fides.  Farewel ;  yet  for  the  love  I  bear  my  fweet 
Bia*:ca9  if  I  can  by  any  means  light  on  a  ft  man  to 
teach  her  That  wherein  lhe  delights,  I  will  wifti  him  to 
her  Father. 

Hor.  So  will  I,  Signior  G remits :  but  a  word,  I  pray  ; 
tho*  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  never  yet  brook'd  Fade, 
know  now,  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  Both,  that  we 
may  yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  Mi  it  re  fs,  and  be 
happy  rivals  in  Bianca  $  love,  to  labour  and  effect  one 
I  thing  'fpecially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Hor.  Marry,  Sir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  filler. 
;     Gre.  A  husband  !  a  devil.  — 

Hor.  I  fay,  a  husband, 

Gre.  I  fay,  a  devil.    Think'fl  thou,  Horteitjio^  tho' 
her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  fo  very  a  fool  to  be 
1  married  to  hell  ? 

1    Vol,  II.  Q, 
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Hor.  Tufh,  Gremio  ;  tho'  it  pafs  your  patience  and 
mine  to  endure  her  loud  alarms,  why,  man,  there  be 
good  fellows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could  light  on 
them,  would  take  her  with  all  her  faults,  and  mony 
enough, 

Gre,  I  cannot  tell :  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 
with  this  condition  to  be  whipp'd  at  the  high-crofs  every 
morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  a  fmall  choice  in  rot- 
ten apples :  but,  come,  iince  this  bar  in  law  makes  us 
fiende,  it  mail  be  fo  far  forth  friendly  maintain'd,  'till 
by  helping  Baptiftds  eldeft  daughter  to  a  husband,  we 
fet  his  youngeft  free  for  a  husband,  and  then  have  to't 
afrefh.  Sweet  Bianco.  I  happy  man  be  his  dole  !  he 
that  runs  faftefi;  gets  the  ring ;  how  fay  you,  Signior 
Gremio  ? 

Gre.  I  am  agreed  ;  and  I  would  I  had  given  him  the 
beft  horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing,  that  would 
thoroughly  woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the 
houfe  of  her.    Come  on. 

\fExeunt  Gremio  and  Hortenfio, 

Manent  Tranio  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  I. pray,  Sir,  tell  me,  is  it  polTible 
That  love  mould  on  a  fudden  take  fuch  hold  ?  • 

Luc.  Oh  frank,  ?tiH  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  poffible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  ftood  looking  on, 
I  found  th'  effedl  of  Love  in  idlenefs  : 
And  now  in  plainnefs  do  confefs  to  thee, 
(That  art  to  me  as  fecret,  and  as  dear, 
As  Anna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was  ;) 
Tranio,  I  burn,  1  pine,  I  perifii,  Tranio, 
If  1  atchieve  not  this  young  model!  girl  : 
Counfel  me,  Tranio,  for,  I  know,  thou  can  ft  ; 
Aflift  me,  Tranio,  for,  I  know,  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mailer,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now; 
Affe&ion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart. 
If  love  hath  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  fo, 
Redime  te  captum  quam  queas  minimo* 

Luc. 
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Luts  Gramercy,  lad;  go  forward,  this  contents ; 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfel's  found. 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid, 
Perhaps,  you  marked  not  what's  the  pith  of  ait. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  Beauty  in  her  face  ; 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  ftrand. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  raark'd  you  not  how  her 
filter 

Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  ftorm, 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  ? 

Luc.  Tranio,  I  faw  her  coral  lips  to  move, 
And  with  her  breath  me  did  perfume  the  air  ; 
Sacred  and  fweet  was  all  I  faw  in  her.   

Tra.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  trance; 
I  pray,  awake,  Sir;  if  you  love  the  maid, 
Bend  thoughts  and  wit  t'  atchieve  her.   Thus  it  (lands ; 
Her  eldeft  Sifter  is  fo  curft  and  fhrewd, 
That  'till  the  Father  rids  his  hands  of  her, 
Mafter,  your  Love  muft  live  a  Maid  at  home  : 
And  therefore  has  he  clofely  mew'd  her  up, 
Becaufe  me  {hall  not  be  annoy 'd  with  fuitors. 

Luc.  Ah,  Tramo,  what  a  cruel  Father's  he ! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchool-mafters  t'  indraft  her  ? 

Tra.  Ay,  marry,  am  I,  Sir ;  and  now  'tis  plotted* 

Luc.  I  have  it,  Tramo. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  hand, 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra.  You  will  be  fchool- mafter, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid  : 
That's  your  device, 

Luc.  It  is :  may  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  poftible  :  for  who  mall  bear  ycur  part, 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vincentio\  fon, 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friends, 
Vifit  his  countrymen,  and  banquet  them? 

Q  2  Luc. 
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Luc.  Bajla  ;  content  thee ; .  for  I  have  it  full. 

We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houie, 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguiuYd  by  our  faces, 
For  man  or  mailer  :  then  it  follows  thus. 
Thou  (halt  be  mafter,  Tranio,  in  my  ftead  ; 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervants,  as  I  ihould. 
1  will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  man  of  Pifa. 
'Tis  hatched,  and  fhall  be  fo  :  Tranio,  at  once 
Uncafe  thee  :  take  my  colour'd  hat  and  cloak. 
When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee; 
But  L  will  charm  him  firfl  to  keep  his  tongue. 

'Tra.  So  had  you  need.  [They  exchange  habits^ 

In  brief,  good  Sir,  fith  it  yourpleafure  is, 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 
(For  fo  your  Father  charged  me  at  our  parting  ; 
Be  ferviceable  to  my  Son,  quoth  he,) 
Altho',  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfe  ; 
I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  be  fo  ;  becaufe  Lucentio  loves ; 
And  let  me  be  a  flave  t*  atchieve  that  Maid, 
Whofe  {udden  fight  hath  thrall'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Biondello. 
Here  comes  the  rogue.  Sirrah,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Bion.  Where  have  I  been?  nay,  how  now,  where 
are  you  ?  mafter,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  ftoll'n  your 
cloaths,  or  you  iiolPn  his,  or  both?  pray,  what's  the 
news  ? 

Luc.  Sirrah,  come  hither:  'tis  no  time  tojeft; 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranio  here,  to  fave  my  life, 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  count'nance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his : 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fince  I  came  afliore, 
J  kiird  a  man,  and,  fear,  I  am  defcry'd  : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes ; 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life. 
You  underftand  me  ? 

Biom 
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Bion.  Ay,  Sir,  ne'er  a  whit.  - 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth; 
Tra?iio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him  :  'Would,  I  were  fo  too. 
r  Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next  wifhi 
afcer ;  that  Lucentio,  indeed,  had  Br.ptijlas  youngett 
Daughter.  But,  firrah,  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  ma- 
iler's, I  advife  you,  ufe  your  manners  difcreetly  in  all 
kind  of  companies :  when  I  am  alone,  why,  then  I  am 
Tranio ;  but  in  all  places  elfe,  your  mafter  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  let's  go  :  one  thing  more  refts,  that  thy 
felf  execute,  to  make  one  among  thefe  wooers ;  if  thou 
ask  me  why,  fufticeth,  my  reafons  are  both  good  and 
weighty.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  before  HortenfioV  Houfe,  in  Padua,* 
Enter  Petruchio,  and  Grumio. 

PetXTErona,  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 

V    To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua ;  but  of  all 
My  bed  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
PLortenfio  ;  and  I  trow,  this  is  the  houfe ; 
Here,  firrah,  Grumio,  knock,  I  fay, 

Gru.  Knock,  Sir?  whom  fhould  I  knock  ?  is  there 
any  man  has  rebus ?d  your  Worfhip  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  foundly. 

Gru.  Knock  you  here,  Sir?  why,  Sir,  what  am  I, 
Sir, 

That  I  fhould  knock  you  here,  Sir? 

Pet.  Villain,  1  fay^  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well ;  or  I'll  knock  your  knave's  pate. 

Gru.  My  mafter  is  grown  quarrelfome  :  I  mould 
knock  you  firft, 

And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  worfh 

Pet.  Will  it  not  be  ? 
Faith,  firrah,  an  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  ring  it, 
I'll  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa,  and  fing  it. 

[  He  ivrings  him  by  the  ears  '. 
Gru.  Help,  mailers,  help ;  my  mafter  is  mad. 
Pet*  Now  knock,  when  1  bid  you  ;  Sirrah  !  Villain  ! 

0^3  Enter 
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Enter  Hortenfio. 

Her.  How  now,  what's  the  matter?  my  old  fr!en3 
Grumio,  and  my  good  friend  Petruchio  !  how  do  you  all 

at  Verona  ? 

Vet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Con  tutto  il  Core  ben  trovato,  may  I  fay'.  ■ 

Hor.  Alia  nojira  Cafa  ben  venuto,  molto  honorato  Sig- 
ner ?mo  Petruchio. 
Eife,  Grumih  rife  ;  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  leges  in  Latine.  If 
this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  fervice, 
look  you,  Sir :  he  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap  him 
foundly,  Sir.  Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ufe  his 
mafter  fo,  being,  perhaps,  for  aught  I  fee,  two  and 
thirty,  a  pip  out  ? 

Whom,  would  to  God,  I  had  well  knock' d  at  firft, 
Then  had  not  Grumio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fenfelefs  villain!  Good  Hortenfio, 

I  bid  the  rafcal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate  ?  O  heav'ns !  fpake  you  not 
thefe  words  plain  ?  firrah,  knock  me  here,  rap  me  here, 
knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly :  and  come  you 
now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Pet.  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  patience  ;  I  am  Grumws  pledge  : 
Why,  this  is  a  heavy  chance  'twixthim  and  you, 
Your  ancient,  truily,  pleafant  fervant  Grumio  ; 
And  tell  me  now,  fweet  Friend,  what  happy  Gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  P 

Pa.  Such  wind  as  fcatters  young  men  through  the 
world, 

To  feek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home  ; 
Where  fmall  experience  grows,  but  in  a  few. 
Signior  Hortenfio,  thus  it  {lands  with  me, 
Antonio  my  father  is  deceas'd  ; 
And  I  have  thruft  myfelf  into  this  maze, 
Happly  to  wive  and  thrive,  as  belt  I  may  : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  gocds  at  homS, 
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And  To  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hor.  PetrucbiO)  .mall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee, 
And  wilh  thee  to  a  fhrewd  ill-favour'd  wife  ? 
Thou'dit  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfcl, 
And  yet,  I'll  promife  thee,  me  fhall  be  rich, 
And  very  rich :  but  thou'rt  too  much  my  friend, 
And  I'll  not  wifh  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  'twixt  fuch  friends  as  us 
Few  words  fuffice  ;  and  therefore  if  you  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petrucbio's  wife  ; 
(As  wealth  is  burden  of  my  wooing  dance) 
Be  fhe  as  foul  as  was  Fiorentiw  love, 
As  old  as  SibyL  and  as  curft  and  (hrewd 
As- Socrates1  Xantippe,  or  a  worfe, 
She  moves  me  not ;  or  not  removes,  at  leaft, 
Affection's  edge  in  me.    Were  (he  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  Adriatick  Seas, 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 
If  wealthily,  then  happily,  in  Padua. 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  Sir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  hiV 
mind  is  :  why,  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry  him 
to  a  puppet,  or  an  aglet-baby,  or  an  old  Trot  with  ne'er 
a  tooth  in  her  head,  tho'  fhe  have  as  many  difeafes  as 
two  and  fifty  horfes ;  why,  nothing  comes  amifs,  f© 
mony  comes  withal. 

Hor.  Petrucbio,  fince  we  are  flept  thus  far  in,_.  s 
I  will  continue  That  I  broach'd  in  jell. 
I  can,  Petruchio,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  young  and  beauteous j 
Brought  up,  as  befl  becomes  a  gentlewoman. . 
Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough, 
Is,  that  (he  is  intolerably  curfl  ; 
And  (hrewd,  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  meafure, 
That,  were  my  Hate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  Mine  of  gold. 

Pet,  Hortenfio,  peace;   thou  know'lt  not  gold's  ef* 
fed ; 

Tell  me  her  Father's  name,  and  'tis  enough  : 
For  I  wilf  board  her,  tho'  fhe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder*  when  the  clouds  in  Autumn  crack. 

Q_4  Eo,% 
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Hor.  Her  Father  is  Baptijia  Mino/a, 
Anaffable  and  courteous  Gentleman  ; 
Her  name  is  Catharina  Mino/a, 
Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  Father,  tho'  I  know  not  her* 
And  he  knew  my  deceafed  Father  well. 
I  will  not  fleep,  Hortenjlo,  'till  J  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  encounter, 
Unlefs  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Gru.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  let  him  go  while  the  humour 
lafts.  O'  my  word,  an  me  knew  hifh  as  well  as  I  do, 
fhe  would  think  fcolding  would  do  little  good  upon 
him.  She  may,  perhaps,  call  him  half  a  fcore  knaves, 
or  fo:  why,  that's  nothing;  an'  he  begin  once,  he'll 
rail  in  his  rope-tricks.  I'll  tell  you  what,  Sir,  an'  fhe 
Hand  him  but  a  little,  he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her 
face,  and  fo  disfigure  her  with  it,  that  fhe  (hall  have 
do  more  eyes  to  fee  withal  than  a  cat :  you  know  him 
not,  Sir. 

Eor.  Tarry,  Petruchio,  I  muft  go  with  thee, 
For  in  Baptifta's  houfe  my  Treafure  is : 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold, 
His  youngeft  Daughter,  beautiful  Bianca; 
(7)  And  her  withholds  he  from  me,  and  others  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  Rivals  in  my  love  : 
Suppofing  it  a  thing  impofiible, 
(For  thofe  defedts  I  have  before  rehears'd.) 
That  ever  Catharina  will  be  woo'd  ; 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptijia  ta'en, 
That  none  (hall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 
'Till  Catharine  the  curft  have  got  a  husband. 

Gru.  Catharine  the  curft  ? 
A  title  for  a  maid  of  all  titles  the  worft ! 

(7)  And  her  withholds  he  from  me.  Other  more  Suitors  to  her3 
or.d  Rivals  in  my  Love :  &c]  The  Editors,  in  this  Carelefs- 
refs  of  their  Pointing,  have  made  ftark  Nonfenfe  of  this  Paf- 
fage.  The  Regulation,  which  I  have  given  to  the  Text,  was 
«ii&ated  to  me  by  the  ingenious  Dr.  Thirty* 

Her] 
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Hor.  Now  fhall  my  Friend  Petruchio  do  me  grace, 
And  offer  me  difguis'd  in  fober  robes 
To  old  B  apt  i ft  a  as  a  fen  ool- matter, 
Well  Teen  in  mufick,  toinftrudfc  Bianco,  ; 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,  at  lead, 
Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  love  to  her  ; 
And,  unfufpecled,  court  her  by  her  felf. 

Enter  Grerhio,  and  Lucentio  difguisd. 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery  !  fee,  to  beguile  the  old  folks* 
liow  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together.  Mailer, 
look  about  vera  :  who  goes  there  ?  ha. 

Hor.  Peace,  Grnmio%  'tis,  the  Rival  of  my  love. 

Teir:tchioy  Hand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  proper  Stripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gre.  O,  very  well ;  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you,  Sir,  I'll  have  them  very  fairly  bound,  . 
-All  books  of  love  ;  fee  That,  at  any  hand  ; 
And  fee,  you  read  no  other  le&ures  to  her  : 

You  underftand  me  Over  and  bedde 

Signior  Baptifta's  liberality, 

.I'll  mend  it  with  a  largek.    Take  your  papers  too, 

And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd  ; 

For  fiie  is  fweeter  than  perfume  it  felf, 

To  whom  they  go  :  what  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  you, 
As  for  my  Patron,  Hand  you  fo  aim  red  ; 
As  firmly y  as,  your  felf  were  full  in  place ; 
Yea,  and,  perhaps,  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  fcholar,.  Sir. 

Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is  ? 

Gru.  Oh  this  woodcock,  -  what  an  a£s  it  is  !  — 

Pet.  Peace,  Sirrah. 

Hor.  Griunio,  mum!  God  lave  you,  Signior  Gremio* 
Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Siguier  Hortenfio,  Trow 
you,  whither  1  am  going?  to  Baptifta  Mine  la  \  I  pro- 
miskl  to  enquire  carefully  about  afchool-mailer  for  the  fail 
Bianca  ;  and  by  good  fortune  I  have  lighted  well  on  this 
young  man  ;  for  Learning  and  Behaviour  fit  for  her  turn , 
Well  read  in  Poetry,  and  other  books,  good  ones,  I  war- 
rant ye,  '  Q^5  Hot : 
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Her.  Tis  well ;  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman., 
Hath  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  muiician  to  inftruft  our  miftrefs ; 
So  mall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 

Gre.  Belov'd  of  me, — and  that  my  deeds  fhall  prove. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  fhall  prove. 

Hor.  Gremio,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love* 
Liiten  to  me    and,  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
I'll  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  Gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met, 
Upon  agreement  from  us' to  his  liking^ 
Will  undertake  to  wooe  curft  Catharine  \ 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  pleafe. 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well;  « 

Hortenfioy  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Pet.  I  know,  fhe  is  an  irkfome  brawling  Scold  ; 
If  that  be  all,  mailers,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  fayed  me  fo,  friend  ?  what  Countryman  ? 

Pet*  Born  in  Verona,  old  Anto7iio'%  Son ; 
My  Father's  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me, 
And  I  do  hope  gocd  days  and  long  to  fee. 

Gre.  Oh,  Sir,  fuch  a  life  with  fuch  a  wife  wereftrange 
But  if  you  have  a  flomach,  to't,  o'  God's  name  : 
You  fhall  have  me  affifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  wooe  this  wild  cat  ? 

Pet.  Will  I  live  ? 

Gru.  Will  he  wooe  her  ?  ay,  or  1*11  hang  her. 
Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 

Think  you,  alir.de  din  can  daunt  my  ears? 

Have  i  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar? 

Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puff'd  up  with  winds, 

Rage  iike  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 

Have  I  not  heard  great  Ordnance  in  the  field  ? 

.And  heavVs  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  ?- 

Have  I  not  in  a  pirched  battle  heard 

Load  larums,  neighing  lteeds,  and  trumpets  clangue  ? 

And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue, 

That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  hear^ 

A:  wil]  a  chelhnt  in  a  farmer's  fire  ? 

Turn, 
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Tufh,  tufh,  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none.  —  - 

Gre.  Hortenjto,  hark  : 
This  Gentleman  is  happily  arriv'd, 
My  mind  prefumes,  for  his  own  good,  and  ours. 

Hor.  I  promis'd,  we  would  be  contributors ; 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfoe'er. 

Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I  would,  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner. 

To  them  Tranio  bravely  apparelfd,  and  Biondello. 

Ira.  Gentlemen,  God  fave  you.  If  I  may  be  bold, 
tell  me,  I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readieft  way  to  the 
houfe  of  Signior  Baptijia  Minola  ? 

Bion.  He,  that  has  the  two  fair  Daughters?  is't  he 

you  mean  ?  • 

Tra.  Even  he;  Biondello* 

Gre.  Hark  you,  Sir,  you  mean  not  her,  to  * 

Tra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her  ;  what  have  you  to  do  f  f 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  Sir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray. 

Tra.  I  love  no  chiders,  Sir :  Biondello,  let's  away. 

Luc.  Well  begun,  Tranio. 

Hor.  Sir,  a  word,  ere  you  go: 
Are  you  a  fu^tor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra.  An  if  J  be,  Sir,  is  it  any  offence  t 

Gre.  No;  if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you  hence*. 

Tra.  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  ftreets  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  yd©  ? 

Gre.  But  fo  is  not  me. 

Tra.  For  what  reafon,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  know  : 
That  {he's  the  choice  love  of  Signior  Gremioo 

Hor.  That  (he's  the  chofen  of  Signior  Hortenjto* 

Tra.  Softly,  my  mailers    if  you  be  gentlemen*, 
Do  me  this  Right ;  hear  me  with  patience. 
Baptifta  is  a  noble  Gentleman, 
To  whom  my  Father  is  not  all  unknown  ; 
And,  were  his  Daughter  fairer  than  ftie  is, 
She  may  more  fuitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Ledas  Daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers ; 

Then 
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Then  well  One  more  may  fair  Bianca  have, 
And  fo  /he  mall.    Lucentio  mail  make  cne, 
Tho*  Parts  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  Gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all ! 
Li:c.  Sir,  give  him  head  ;  I  know,  he'll  prove  a  jade.' 
Pet.  HortenfiOy  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ?- 
Hor.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  ask  you, 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baftifia\  Daughter  ? 

Tra.  No,  Sir;  but  hear  I  do,  that  he  hath  two: 
The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue, 
/is  the  other  is  for  beauteous  modefty. 

Pet.  Sir,  Sir,  the  firfFs  forme  ;  letter  go  by. 
Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercules  ^ 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Abides"  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  underhand  you  this  of  me,  infooth  : 
The  youngeft  Daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for* 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fuitors, 
And  will  not  promife  hsr  to  any  man, 
Until  the  eldei*  Sifte*  fir-ft  be  wed : 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fo,  Sir,  that  you  are  the  maa 
Mult  fteed  us  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft  ; 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atchieve  the  elder,  fet  the  younger  free 
For  our  accefs  5  whofe  hap  mall  be  to  have  her, 
Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hor.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive : 
And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  fuitop 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratife  thia  Gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Tra.  (S)  Sir,  I  fhall  not  be  flack  ;  infign  whereof, 

Pleafe 

(8)  Sir,  I  Jhall  not  he  JIack  5  in  Jign  ivkereof, 
Pleafe  you t  we  way  contrive  this  Afternoon,] 
What  were  they  to  contrive?  Or  how  is  it  any  Teftimony  of 
Tranio  s  conferring  to  be  liberal,  that  he  will  join  in  contriving 
with  them  ?  In  fhort,  a  foolifh  Corruption  poflefles  the  Place, 
that  quite  ftrips  the  Poet  of  his  intended  Humour.  Cranio  is 
but  a  fuppos'd  Gentleman:  His  Habit  is  all  the  Gentility  he 
has  about  Mm  :   and  the  Poet,  I  am  perfuaded,  meant  that 

the 
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Pleafe  ye,  we  may  convive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  caroufes  to  our  Miftrefs'  health  ; 
And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law, 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru.  Bion.   O  excellent  motion  !  fellows,  let's  be 
gone. 

II or.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 
Petrucbioy  I  (kail  be  your  ben<venuto.  [Exeunt. 

[fTbe  P ref enters ',  above,  /peak  here. 

I  Man  ,  My  Lord,  you  nod;  you  do  not  mind  the  Play. 

Sly.  Tea,  by  St.  Ann,  do  I:  a  good  matter  y  furely 1  / 
comes  there  any  ?nore  of  it  ? 

Lady.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  begun* 

Sly.  yTis  a^<very  excellent. piece  of 'work.  Madam  Lady, 
% Would  "'twere  done  f  ■ 


ACT  II. 

S  C  E  N  E,  Baptifta'j  Houfe  in  Padua; 
Enter  Catharina  and  Bianca, 

B  I  A  N  C  A,  . 

GOOD  Sifter,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  voui> 
felf, 

To  make  a  bond-maid  and  a  Have  of  me  ; 
That  I  difdain  ;  (9)  but  for  thefe  other  Gawdo, 
Unbind  my  hands,  I'll  pull  them  off  mykH ; 

the  Servingmans  Qualities  ftiould  break  out  upon  him  ;  and 
that  his  Mind  mould  rather  run  on  good  Cheer  than  Contrivances* 
The  Word  is  regularly  derived  from  Cowvivium  and  convivor  of 
the  Latines. 

(9)  ■■■  But  for  thefe  other  Goods,]  This  is  fo  trifling  and 
unexpreflive  a  Word,  that,  I  am  facisfied  our  Author  wrote, 
Gawds,  (i.  e.  Toys,  trifling  Ornaments  5^  a  Term  that  he  fre- 
quently ufes  and  feems  fond  of, 

♦  Yea, 
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Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat, 

Or,  what  you  will  command  me,  will  I  do ; 

So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Cath.  Of  all  thy  Suitors  here,  1  charge  thee,  tell 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  bed :  fee  thou  diffemble  not. 

Bian.  Believe  me,  Sifter,  of  all  men  alive 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  face, 
Which  1  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Cath.  Minion,  thoulieft;  is't  not  Hortenfio  ? 

Bian.  If  you  affect  him,  filter,  here  I  fvvear, 
I'll  plead  for  you  myfelf,  but  you  fhalljiave  him. 

Cath.  Oh,  then,  belike,  you  fancy  riches  more  \  ■ 
You  will  have  Gremio,  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  fo  envy  me  ? 
Nay,  then  you  jeft;  and  now,  I  well  perceive, . 
You  have  but  jelled  with  me  all  this  while  ; 
I  pr'ythee,  filter  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 

Cath.  If  That  be  jell,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo. 

[S tr ikes  hers 

Enter  Baptifla. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  dame,  whence  grows  this  h> 
folence  ? 

Bianca,  ftand  afide  ;  poor  girl,  me  weeps ; 

Go  ply  thy  needle,,  meddle  not  with  her. 

For  Ifiame,  thou  hilding  of  a  devilim  fpirit, 

Why  dofl  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee? 

When  did  fhe  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 

Cath.  Her  filence  flouts  me  ;  and  J "11  be  reveng'd. 

[Flies  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What,  in  my  fight?  Bianca,  get  thee  in. 

£Exit  Biancaa 

Cath.  Will  you  not  fuffer  me  ?  nay,  now  I  fee, 
She  is  your  treafure  ;  me  muft  have  a  husband} 
I  muft  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding  day, 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell : 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 
5 Till  I  can  find  occafion  of  revenge.  [Exit  Cath: 

Bap.  Was  ever  gentleman  thus  griev'd,  as  I  i 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Entef 
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Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio  in  the  habit  of  a  mean  man ; 
Petruchio  with  Hortenfio,  Ukk  a  muftcian ;  Tranio 
and  Biondello  hearing  a  lute  and  bdoks. 

Gre.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Baptijia. 

Bap.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Gremio :  God  fave 
you,  gentlemen. 

Pet.  And  you,  good  Sir ;  pray,  have  you  not  a 
daughter  calFd  Catharina,  fair  and  virtuous  ? 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter,  Sir,  call'd  Catharina. 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt ;  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gremio,  give  me  leave, 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  Sir, 
That  hearing  of  her  beauty  and  her  wit, 
Her  affability  and  bafhful  modefty, 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  mew  myfelf  a  forward  gueft 
Within  your  houfe,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witnete 
Of  that  Report,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard, 
And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 

\Prefenting  Hor, 

I  do  prefent  you  with  a  man  of  mine, 
Cunning  in  mufick,  and  the  mathematicks, 
To  inftrutt  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences, 
Whereof,  I  know,  fhe  is  not  ignorant  : 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong, 
His  name  is  Licio,  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  You're  welcome,  Sir,  and  he  for  your  good 
fake. 

But  for  my  daughter  Catharine,  this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  grief. 

Pet.  I  fee,  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her ; 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpenk  but  what  I  find. 
Whence  are  you,  Sir  ?  what  may  I  call  your  name  ? 

Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name,  Antonio's  fon, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  I  know  him  well :  you  are  welcome  for  his 
fake.  f 

Gre.  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio,  I  pray,  let  us,,  that 

are 
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are  poor  petitioners,  fpeak  too.  Baccalare!  you  are 
marvellous  forward.  ( ic) 

Pet.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremie,  I  would  fain  be 
doing,  (u) 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not,  Sir,  but  you  will  curfe  your 
wooing.*  Neighbour,  this  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I 
am  fure  of  it.  To  exprefs  the  like  kindnefs  myfelf,  that 
have  been  more  kindly  beholden  to  you  than  any,  free 
leave  give  to  this  young  fcholar,  that  hath  been  long 
ftudying.  at  Reims,  [Prefevtwg  Luc]  as  cunning  in 
Greek,  Latin,  and  other  Languages,  as  the  other  in  mu- 
fick  and  rnathematicks  ;  his  name  is  hanibio ;  pray,  ac- 
cept his  fervice. 

Bap.  A  thoufand  thanks,  Signior  Bremia  :  welcome, 
good  Cambio.  But,  gentle  Sir,  methinks,  you  walk  like 
a  Granger  ;  [To  Tranio.]  may  I  be  fo  bold  to  know  the 
caufe  of  your  coming  ? 

Tra.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  the  boldnefs  is  mine  own, 
That,  being  a  Granger  in  this  City  here, 

(io)  Baccare,  you  dre  marvellous  forward.]  But  not  fo  for* 
"ivard,  as  our  Editors  are  indolent  and  acquiefcing.  This  is  a 
ftupid  Corruption  of -the  Prefs,  that  None -of  them  have  div'd 
into.  We  muft  read,  Baccalare,  as  Mr.  JVarburton  acutely  ob** 
fsrv'd  to  me;  by  which  the  Italians  mean,  Thou  arrogant,  pre- 
fumptuous  Man  !  The  Word  is  ufed  fcornfully,  upon  any  One 
that  would  afiurae  a  Port  of  Grandeur  and  high  Repute, 
(u)  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio,  I  would  fain  be  doing, 
Gre.  /  doubt  it  not.  Sir,  but  you  will  curfe  your  wooing  Neigh- 
lours.  'This  is  a  Gift ;]  It  would  be  very  unreafonable,  aftei' 
fuch  a  number  of  Inftances,  to  fufpe&i  the  Editors  ever  dwcU 
on  the  meaning  of  any  Pafiage  :  But  why.  fiiould  PetruekioGurfe 
his  wooing  Neighbours  ?  They  were  none  of  them  his  Rivals  : 
Nor,  tho'  he  fhoUld  curfe  his  own  Match  afterwards,  did  he 
commence  his  Courtfhip  on  their  Accounts.  In  mort,  Gremio 
is  defign'd  to  anfwer  to  Petruchio  in  doggrel  Rhyme,  to  this 

purpofe.  *  Yes  ;  1  know,  you  would  fain  be  doing  ;  but 

"  you'll  cope  with  fuch  a  Devil,  that  You'll  have  Reafon  to 

4<  curfe  your  Wooing."  and  then  immediately  turns  his 

Difcourfe  to  Baptifta,  whom  he  calls  Neighbour,  (as  he  had  done 
before  at  the  Beginning  of  this  Scene,)  and  makes  his  Prefent 
to  him. 

Do 
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Do  make  my  felf  a  fuitor  to  your  daughter, 

Unto  Bianca,  fair  and  virtuous  : 

Nor  is  your  firm  refolve  unknown  to  me, 

In  the  preferment  of  the  elder!  Mer. 

This  liberty  is  all  that  I  requeft  ; 

That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 

I  may  have  welcome  'rnongft  the  reft  that  woo, 

And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 

And,  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 

I  here  bellow  a  fimple  Inftrument, 

And  this  fmali  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  books. 

If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 

[They  greet  privately* 

Bap.  Lucent to  is  your  name  ?  of  whence  I  pray  ? 

Tra.  Of  Pifa,  Sir,  fon  to  Vincentio. 

Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  Pi  fa  ;  by  Report 
I  know  him  well ;  you  are  very  welcome,  Sir. 
Take  You  the  lute,  and  you  the  Set  of  books, 

[To  Hortenfio  and  Lucentioi 
You  (hall  go  fee  you»r  pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within  !  * 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sirrah,  lead  thefe  gentlemen 

To  my  two  daughters ;  and  then  tell  them  Both, 

Thefe  are  their  tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 

[  Exit  Ser.  with  Hortenfio  and  Lucenfcio. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard, 
And  then  to  dinner.    You  are  paffing  welcome, 
And  fo,  I  pray  you  all,  to  think  your  felves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baptijla,  my  bufinefs  asketh  hafle*., 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  wooe. 
You  knew  my  father  well,  and  in  him  me, . 
Left  (olely  heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods, 
Which  I  have  better'd,  rather  than  decreas'd  ; 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  daughter's  love, 
What  dowry  fhall  I  have  with  her  to  wife  ? 

Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  lands  i 
And,  in  pofTe/Tion,  twenty  thoufand  crowns. 

Pet.  And,  for  that  dowry,  111  affure  her  of 
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Her  widowhood,  be  it  that  fhe  Airvive  me, 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoever  ; 
Let  fpecialties  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  obtain'd, 
That  is,  her  love  ;  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.  Why,  that  is  nothing  :  for  I  tell  you,  father, 
lam  as  peremptory  as  fhe  proud  minded. 
And  where  two  raging  rv  es  meet  together, 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury : 
Tho'  little  fire  grows  great  with  little ^wind, 
Yet  extrearn  gulls  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  fhe  yields  to  me, 
For  I  am  rough,  and  wooe  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Well  may'U:  thou  wooe,  and  happy  be  thy 
fpeed  ! 

But  be  thou  arm'd  for  fome  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof,  as  mountains  are  for  winds : 
That  fhake  not,  tho'  they  blow  perpetually. 

Enter  Hortenfio  with  his  head  broke. 

Bap.  How  now,  my  friend,  why  doft  thou  look  fo 
pale  ? 

Hor.  For  fear,  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 
Bap.  What,  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good  mu- 
fician  ? 

Hor.  I  think,  (he'll  fooner  prove  a  fbldier; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap  Why,  then  thou  canfi  not  break  her  to  the 
lute? 

Hor.  Why,  no;  for  fhe  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her  fhe  miftook  her  frets, 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering, 
When,  with  a  mod  impatient  devilifh  fpirit, 
Frets  call  you  them  ?  quoth  (he  ;  I'll  fume  with  them* 
And  with  that  word  fhe  ftruck  me  on  the  head, 
And  through  the  inftrument  my  Pate  made  way, 
And  there  I  flood  amazed  for  a  while, 
As  on  a  pillory,  looking  through  the  lute.: 
While  fhe  did  call  me  rafcal,  fuller, . 

An^' 
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And  tvvangling  Jack,  with  twenty  fuch  vile  terms, 
As  fhe  had  ftudied  to  mifufe  me  fo 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lufty  wench; 
I  love  her  te-n  times  more  than  e'er  I  did ; 
Oh,  how  I  long  to  have  fome  chat  with  her ! 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomfited, 
Proceed  in  pra&ice  with  my  younger  daughter, 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns; 
Signior  Petruchio,  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  fhall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet.  I  pray  you,  do.    I  will  attend  her  here, 

{Exit.  Bap.  with  Grem.  Horten.  and  Trained 
And  wooe  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  fhe  comes. 
Say,  that  (he  rail  ;  why,  then  Til  tell  her  plain, 
She  fings  as  fweetly  as  a  nightingale  : 
Say,  that  fhe  frowns ;  I'll  fay,  fhe  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  rofes  newly  wafh'd  with  dew  ; 
Say,  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word  1 
Then  I'll  commend  her  volubility  ; 
And  fay,  me  uttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 
If  fhe  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks, 
As  tho'  fhe  bid  me  Itay  by  her  a  week  ; 
If  fhe  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  day 
When  I  mall  ask  the  banes,  and  when  be  married  ? 
But  here  fhe  comes,  and  now,  Petruchio,  fpeak. 

Enter  Catharina. 

Good  morrow,  Kate ;  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear. 
Catb.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of 
hearing. 

They  call  me  Catharine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lie,  in  faith,    for  you  are  call'd  plain. 
Kate; 

And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  curfh 
But  Kate,  the  prettied  Kate  in  chriftendom, 
Kate  of  Kate-hall,  my  fuper- dainty  Kate; 
(For  dainties  are  all  CatesJ  and  therefore  Kate  ; 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confolation  ! 
Hearing  thy  mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  Town, 
Thy  virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded, 
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Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs : 

My  felf  am  mov'd  to  wooe  thee  for  my  wife. 

Cath.  Mov'd  ?  in  good  time  ;  let  him  that  mov'd  yoti 

hither," 

Remove  you  hence  ;  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  moveable  ? 

Cath.  A  join'd-ftool. 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it :  come,  fit  on  me. 

Cath.  A  fibs  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you? 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Qath.  No  fuch  jade,  Sir,  as  you ;  "if  me  you  mean* 

Pet.  Alas,  good  Kate,  1  will  not  burthen  thee  ; 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light— • 

Cath.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  fwain  as  you  to  catch  ; 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  mould  be. 

Pet.  Should  bee ;  mould  bu%.  — 

Cath.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.   Oh,  flow-wing'd  turtle,  fhall  a  buzzard  take 
thee  ? 

Cath.  Ay,  for  a  turtle,  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 
Pet.  Come,  come,  you  wafp,  i'faith,  you  are  tOG 
angry. 

Cath.  If  I  be  wafpifh,  'beft  beware  my  flings 
Pet.  My  Remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 
Cath.  Ah,  if  the  fool  could  find  it,  where  it  lies. 
Pet.  Who  knows  not,  where  a- wafp  doth  wear  his 
fling  ? 

In  his  tail.  

Cath.  In  his  tongue. 
Pet.  Whofe  tongue? 

Cath.  Yours,  if  you  talk  of  tails  5,  and  fo  farewel. 
Pet.  What  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail  f  nay,  come 
again, 

Good  Kate,  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Cath.  That  Ell  try.  [She  ftrikes  himl 

Pet.  1  fwear,  P.ll  cuff  you,  if  you  itrike  again. 
Cath.  So  may  you  lofe  your  arms. 

If  you  ftrike-.me,  you  are  no  gentleman  ; 

And  if  no  gentleman,  why  then,  no  arms.  t 
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Pet.  A  herald,  Kate?  oh,  put  me  in  thy  books. 
Cath.  What  is  your  creil,  a  coxcomb  ? 
Pet.  A  combleis  cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 
Cath.  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  craven. 
Pet.  Nay,  come,  Kate  ;  come,  you  muft  not  look 
fo  fower. 

Cath.  It  is  my  fafhion  when  I  fee  a  crab. 
Pet.  Why,  here's  no  crab,  and  therefore  look  not  fo 
fower. 

Cath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then,  fhew  it  me. 

Cath.  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  face? 

Cath.  Well  aim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one."  -  1  * 

Pet.  Now,  by  St.  George,    I  am  too  young  for  yotl» 

Cath.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 

Pet  Tis  with  Cares. 

Gz/£.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay,  hear  you,  Kate;  in  footh,  you  'fcapenot-fo. 
Cath.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry ;  let  me  go. 
Pet.  No,  not  a  whit;  I  find  you  palling  gentle: 
*Twas  told  me,  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fullen, 
And  now  I  find  Report  a  very  liar ; 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefom,  pafHng  courteous, 
But  flow  in  fpeech,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  flowers, 
Thou  canft  not  frown,  thou  canft  not  look  afcance. 
Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will. 
Nor  haft  thou  pleafure  to  be  crofs  in  talk : 
But  thou  with  mildnefs  entertain'ft  thy  wooers, 
With  gentle  conf  rence,  foft  and  affable. 
Why  doth  the  world  report,  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 
Oh  fland'rous  world  !  Kate,  like  the  hazte  twig, 
Is  ftraight  and  flender  ;  and  as  brown  in  hue 
As  hazel  nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  kernels. 
O,  let  me  fee  thee  walk:  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Cath.  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command. 
Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  grove, 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gaite  ? 
O,  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate, 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chaft,  and  Dian  fportful !  — — 

Cath, 
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Cath.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  fpeech? 

Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother- wit. 

Cath.  A  witty  mother,  witlefs  elfe  her  {on. 

Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 

Cath.  Yes  ;  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.  Why,  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Catharine,  in  thy  bed  : 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  chat  afide, 
Thus  in  plain  terms :  your  father  hath  confented, 
That  you  mall  be  -my  wife  ;  your  dow'ry  'greed  on 
And,  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  husband  for  ydur  turn, 
For  by  this  light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
(Thy  beauty,  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well ;} 
Thou  mult  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 
For  I  am  he,  am  born  to  tame  you,  Kate ; 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  cat  to  a  Kate, 
Conformable  as  other  houfhold  Kates ; 
Here  comes  your  father,  never  make  denial, 
I  muft  and  will  have  Catharine  to  my  Wife. 

Enter  Baptiita,  Gremio,  and  Tranio. 

'Bap.  Now,  Signior  Petruchio,  how  fpeed  you  with 

my  daughter  ? 
■Pet.  How  but  well,  Sir  ?  how  but  well  ? 
It  were  impomble,  I  mould  fpeed  amifs. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  daughter  Catharine,  in  your 

dumps  ? 

Cath.  Call  you  me  daughter?  now,  I  promife  you, 
You've  fhev/d  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wifn  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatick  ; 
A  madcap  ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus ;   your  felf  and  all  the  World, 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her  ; 
If  fne  be  curft,  it  is  for  policy, 
For  {he's  not  froward,  but  modeft  as  the  dove  ; 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morn  ; 
For  patience,  fhe  will  prove  a  fecond  GriJJei ; 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity. 
And,  to  conclude,  we've  'greed  fo  well  together, 

That 
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That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding-day. 
Cath   Til  tee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firft. 
Gre.  Hark  :  Petruchio  !  fhe  fays,  (he'll  fee  thee  hang'd 
firft. 

.  Is  this  your  fpeeding  ?  nay,  then,  good  night, 
our  part ! 

Pet.  Be  patient,  Sirs,  I  chufe  her  for  my  felf ; 
If  fhe  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
!  Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain,  being  alone, 
That  fhe  (hall  ftill  be  curft  in  company. 
I  tell  you,  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  (lie  loves  me  ;  oh,  the  kindeft  Kate  /.  ■    ■  ■ 
She  hung  about  my  neck,  and  kifs  on  kifs 
She  vy'd  fo  faft,  protefting  oath  on  oath, 
That  in  a  twink  ihe  won  me  to  her  love. 
Oh,  you  are  novices ;  'tis  a  world  to  fee, 
How  tame  (when  men  and  women  are  alone) 
A  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  fhrew. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice, 
To  buy  apparel  'gainft  the  wedding-day ; 
Father,  provide  the  feait,  and  bid  the  guefls  5 
I  will  be  fure,  my  Catharine  fhall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  your  hands  5 
God  fend  you  joy,  Petruchio  !  'tis  a  match. 
Gre.  Tra.  Amen,  fay  we ;  we  will  be  witnefTes, 
Pet.  Father,  and  wife,  and  gentlemen,  adieu ; 
I  will  to  Venice,  Sunday  comes  apace, 
We  will  have  rings  and  things,  and  fine  array ; 
And  kifs  me,  Kate,  we  will  be  married  o*  Sunday. 

[Ex.  Petruchio,  and  Catharine  federally, 
Gre.  Was  ever  match  clapt  up  fo  fuddenly  ? 
Bap.  Faith,  gentlemen,  I  play  a  merchant's  part, 
And  venture  madly  on  adefperate  mart. 

Tra.  '  Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you  ; 
'Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  peri fh  on  the  feas. 
Bap.  The  gain  I  feek  is  quiet  in  the  match. 
Gre.  No  doubt,  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch  : 
But  now,  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  daughter; 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for ; 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  fuitor  fir  it. 

Tra 
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*Tra.  And  I  am  one,  that  love  Bianca  m  re 
Than  words  can  wicnefs,  or  yopr  thoughts  can  guefs. 

Gre.  Youngling  !  thou  c  •    not  love  ,o  dear  as  I. 

¥ra.  Gre"  beard!  th    love  doth  freeze. 

Gre.  but  thjne  doth  g 
Skipper,  ftandback      is  age  that  nourilheth. 

vra.  But  youth,  i    adics'  eyes  that  flouriQieth. 

Bap.  Content  you,  gentlemen,  I  will  compound  this 
ftrife ; 

?Tis  deeds  mud  win  the  prize ;  and  he,  cf  Both, 
That  can  allure  my  daughter  greatest  dower, 

Shall  have  Bianca  s  love.  —  

Say,  Signior  Gremio,  what  can  you  allure  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  city 
Is  richly  furnifned  with  plate  and  gold, 
Bafons  and  ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  hands : 
My  hangings  all  of  Tyrian  tapeftry  ; 
Jn  ivory  coffers  I  have  ftuft  my  crowns  ; 
In  cyprefs  chefts  my  arras,  counterpanes, 
Coftly  apparel,  tents  and  canopies, 
Fine  linnen,  Turkey  culhions  bofs'd  with  pearl ; 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needle-work  ; 
Pewter  and  brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  houfe,  or  hcufe-keeping :  then,  at  my  farm, 
I  have  a  hundred  milch- kine  to  the  pail, 
Sixfcore  fat  oxen  Handing  in  my  flails ; 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion. 
My  felf  am  tfruck  in  years,  I  muft  confefs, 
And  if  I  die  to  morrow,  this  is  hers ; 
If,  whilft  I  live,  ihe  would  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  cnly  came  well  in — —Sir,  lift  to  me  ; 
I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  fon ; 
If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 
1*11  leave  her  houfes  three  or  four  as  good, 
Within  rich  Pi/a  walls,  as  any  one 
Old  Signior  Gremio  has  in  Padua ; 
Befides  two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year 
Of  fruitful  land ;  all  which  (hall  be  her  jointure, 
What,  have  I  pinch'd  you,  Signior  Gremio  ? 

Gre, 
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Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year  of  land  !  (12) 
My  land  amounts  but  to  fo  much  in  all : 
That  Ihe  mall  have,  befides  an  Argofie 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marfeilhs's  road, 
What,  have  I  choakt  you  with  an  Argofie  ? 

Tra.  Gremhy  'tis  known,  my  father  hath  no  lefs 
Than  three  great  Argofies,  befides  two  galliafiTes 
And  twelve  tight  galliesj  thefe  I  will  allure  her, 
And  twice  as  much,  whate'er  thou  offcr'ft  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  offer'd  all ;  I  have  no  more  ; 
And  fiie  can  have  no  more  than  all  I  have; 
If  you  like  me,  me  (hall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why,  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the 
world, 

By  your  firm  promife  ;  Gremio  is  out- vied. 

Bap.  I  muft  confefs,  your  offer  is  the  befit ; 
And  let  your  father  make  her  the  afiurance, 
She  is  your  own,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me  : 
Jf  you  fhould  die  before  him,  where's  her  dower  ? 

Tra.  That's  but  a  cavil ;  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Gre.  And  may  not  young  men  die,  as  weii  as  old? 

Bap.  Well,  gentlemen,  then  I  am  thus  refolv'd: 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 

(12)  Gre.  Two  thoufand  Ducats  by  the  year  of  Land  1 
My  Land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all-: 

That  Jhe  Jhall  have,  and  J 

Tho*  all  the  Copies  concur  in  this  Reading,  furely,  if  We  exa- 
mine the  Reafoning,  fomething  will  be  found  wrong.  Gremfo 
is  ftartled  at  the  high  Settlement  Tranio  propofes  ;  fays,  his 
whole  Eftate  in  Land  can't  match  it,  yet  he'll  fettle  fo  much  a 
Year  upon  her,  £fr.  This  is  Mock-reafoning,  or  I  don't  know 
what  to  call  it.  The  Change  of  the  negative  in  the  sd  Line, 
which  Mr.  Warburton  prefcrib'd,  falves  the  Abfurdity,  and  fets 
the  PaflTage  right.  Gremio  and  Tranio  ar«  vyeing  in  their  Of- 
fers to  carry  Bianca  :  The  latter  boldly  propofes  to  fettle  Land 
to  the  Amount  of  2000  Ducats  per  Annum.  Ay,  fays  the 
Other  5  My  whole  Eftate  in  Land  amounts  but  to  that  Value  t 
yet  me  mall  have  That  :  I'll  endow  her  with  the  Whole  3  and 
confign  a  rich  Vefiel  to  her  Ufe,  over  and  above,  Thus  all  is 
intelligible,  and  he  goes  on  to  outbid  his  Rival, 

Vou  II.  R  My 
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My  daughter  Catharine  is  to  be  married : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  mall  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  aflurance ; 
If  not,  to  Signior  Greviio : 

And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.  [Exit, 
Gre.  Adieu,  good  neighbour.— Now  J  fear  thee  not' 

Sirrah,  young  gamefier,  your  father  Were  a  fool 

To  give  thee  all ;  and  in  his  waining  age 

"Set  foot  under  thy  table  :  tut  f  a  toy  ! 

An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.  [Exit, 
Tra,  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  wither 'd  hide! 

Yet  I  have  facM  it  with  a  card  of  ten  : 

9Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  mafter  good : 

I  fee  no  reafon,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 

May  get  a  father,  -call'd,  fuppos'd  Vincenttoi 

And  that's  a  wonder  :  fathers  commonly 

Do  get  their  children;  but,  in  this  cafe  of  wooing* 

A  child  fhall  get  a  fire,  if  i  fail  not  of  my  cunning. 

\Exih 

 [The  Prefenters,  above,  fpeak  here. 

Sly.  Sim,  when  will  the  fool  come  again  ? 
Sim.  Anon>  my  Lord. 

Sly.  Give  s fome  more  drink  here  where's  the  tap? 

Jler  ?  here,  Sim,  eat fome  of  thefe  things. 
Sim.  So  I  do,  my  Lord. 
61y.  Here,  Sim,  I  drink  to  thee. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  Baptifta5^  Houjk. 
"Enter  Lucentio,  Hortenfio,  and  Bianca. 

LUCENTIO. 

TTMdler,  forbear  ;  you  grow  too  forward.  Sir : 
J/   Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  entertainment 
Her  fitter  Catharine  welcomM  you  withal? 
Hor.  [She  is  a  Shrew,  but,]  Wrangling  Pedant,  t\\h 
is  (13)^ 

The  patronefs  of  heavenly  harmony  ; 

Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative; 

And  when  in  mufick  we  have  fpent  an  hour, 

Your  lecture  fhall  have  leifure  for  as  much. 
Luc.  Prepofterous  afs !  that  never  read  fo  far 

To  know  the  caufe  why  mufick  was  ordain'd  ; 

Was  it  not  to  refrefh  the  mind  of  man 

After  his  ftudies,  or  his  ufual  pain  ? 

Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philofophy, 

And,  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Hor.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  Braves  of  thine* 
Bian.  Why,  Gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrongs 

To  ltrive  for  That  which  refteth  in  my  choice : 

I  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  fchools ; 

(13)  V/r angling  Pedant,  this 

'The  Patronefs  of  heavenly  Harmony.] 
There  can  be  no  Reafon,  why  Hortenfio  fhi>uld  "Iregin  with  arc 
Hemiftich  5  the  Words,  which  I  have  added  to  fiil  the  Verfe, 
being  purely  by  Conjecture,  and  fupply'd  by  the  Senfe  that 
Teems  requir'd,  without  any  Traces  of  a  corrupted  Reading 
left,  to  authorize  or  found  them  upon  ;  I  have  for  that  Reafor* 
inclofed  them  within  Crotchets,  to  be  embraced  or  rejected,  at 
every  Reader's  pleafure, 

r  '%  n 
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I'll  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  'pointed  times, 
But  learn  my  leiTons  as  I  pleafe  myfelf ; 
And  to  cut  off  all  ftrife,  here  fit  we  down, 
Take  you  your  inftrument,  play  you  the  while ; 
His  le&ure  will  be  done,  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Hor.  You'll  leave  his  leclure,  when  I. am  in  tune  ? 

[Hortenfio  retires, 

Luc.  That  will  be  never  :  tune  your  inftrument. 

Bian.  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc.  Here,  Madam  :  Hac  ibat  Simois,  bic  eft  Sigeia 
tellus,  s 
Hie  fleterat  Priam  regia  celfa  fenis. 
Bian.  Conftrue  them. 

Luc.  Hac  ibatt  as  I  told  you  before,  Simois,  I  am 
Lucentio,  bic  eft,  fon  unto  Vincentio  of  Pifa,  Sigeia  tel- 
/us,  difguifed  thus  to  get  your  love,  bic  fieterat,  and 
that  Lucent io  that  comes  a  wooing,  Priami,  is  my  man 
Tranio,  regia,  bearing  my  port,  celfa  fenis,  that  we 
jnight  beguile  the  old  Pantaloon. 

Hor.  Madam,  my  inftrument's  in  tune,  [Returning. 

Bian.  Let's  hear.    O  fie,  the  treble  jars. 

Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 

Bian.  Now  let  me  fee,  if  I  can  conftrueit:  Hac  ibat 
Simois,  I  know  you  not,  bic  efi  Sigeia  tellus,  I  truft  you 
not,  bic  Jfeterat  Priami,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,  re- 
gia, preiume  not,  celfa  fenis,  defpair  not. 

Her.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc .  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hor.  The  bafe  is  right,  'tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jars. 

How  fiery  and  how  froward  is  our  Pedant ! 

Now,  for  my  life  that  knave  doth  court  my  love ; 

Pedafcule,  Vll  watch  you  better  yet. 

Bian.  In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft.  (14) 
Luc.  Miftruft  it  not,  for,  fure,  JEacides 

Was  Jjax,  call'd  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

(14)  In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft,]  This  and  the  feven 
Verfes,  that  follow,  have  in  all  the  Editions  been  ftupidly 
muffled  and  mifplac'd  to  wrong  Speakers  j  fo  that  every  Word 
(aid  was  glaringly  out  of  Character. 

Bian* 
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Bian.  I  mud  believe  my  matter,  elfe  I  promifs  you, 
I  fliould  be  arguing  Hill  upon  that  doubt; 
But  let  it  reft.    Now,  Lido,  to  you  : 
Good  matters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hor.  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while  5 
My  leflbns  make  no  mufick  in  three  parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal,  Sir  ?  well,  I  muft  wait, 
And  watch  withal ;  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Our  fine  mufician  groweth  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftrument, 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fingering, 
I  muft  begin  with  rudiments  of  art  ; 
To  teach  you  Gamut  in  a  briefer  fort, 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  effectual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade  5 
And  there  it  is  in  writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  paft  my  Gamut  long  ago. 

Hor.  Yet  read  the  Gamut  of  Hortenjio. 

Bian,  [reading .]  Gamut  I  am,  the  ground  of  all 
accord, 

Are,  to  plead  Hortenfio^s  paffion  ; 
B  mi,  Bianca,  take  him  for  thy  lord, 

Cfauty  that  loves  with  all  affection  ; 
D  fo!  re,  one  cliff,  but  two  notes  have  L 
Elamiy  mow  pity,  or  I  die. 

Call  you  this  Gamut  ?  tut,  I  like  it  not ; 
Old  fafhions  pleafe  me  beft  ;  Fm  not  fo  nice  (15)  * 
To  change  true  rules  for  odd  inventions. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Miftrefs,  your  father  prays  you  leave  your 
bsoks, 

And 

(15)  Old f  ajhions  pleafe  me  beft:  Tm  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  Rules  for  new  Inventions.] 
This  is  Senfe  and  the  Meaning  of  the  Paflage  ;  but  the  Read- 
ing of  the  Second  Verfe,  for  all  that,  is  fophifticatcd.  The 
genuine  Copies  all  concur  in  Reading, 

3fo  change  true  Rules  for  old  Inventions, 
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And  help  to  drefs  your  fitter's  chamber  up  ^ 
You  know,  to-morrow  is  the  wedding-day. 

Bian.  Farewel,  fweet  mailers,  both  j  I  muft  begone 

\bxit. 

Luc.  Faith,  miftrefs,  then  I  have  no  caufe  to  Hay. 

[Exit, 

llor.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant, 
Methinks,  he  looks  as  tho'  he  were  in  love : 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble, 
To  caft  thy  wandring  eyes  on  every  Stale ; 
Seize  thee,  who  lift  ;  if  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortenfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  [Exit. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,  Tranio,  Catharina,  Lucentio, 
Bianca,  and  attendants. 

Bap.  Signior  Lucent  io,  this  is  the  'pointed  day 
That  Catherine  and  Petruchio  fhould  be  married  ; 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  fon-in-law. 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  mockery  will  it  be, 
To  want  the  Bridegroom,  when  the  Prieft  attends 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marriage  ? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  ftiame  of  ours  f 

Cath.  No  fliame,  but  mine ;  I  muft,  forfooth,  \$ 
forc'd 

To  give  my  hand  oppos'd  againft  my  heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  Rudesby,  full  of  fpleen  ; 
Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  feifure, 
I  told  you,  I,  he  was  a  frantick  fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  jefis  in  blunt  behaviour  : 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man, 
He'll  woo  a  thoufand,  'point  the  day  of  marriage, 
Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  banes  y 
Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  muft  the  world  point  at  poor  Catharine, 
And  fay,  lo  !  there  is  mad  Petruchio  %  wife, 

This,  indeed,  is  contrary  to  the  very  Thing  it  fhould  ex- 
jprefs  :  But  the  eafy  Alteration,  which  I  have  made,  reftores 
the  Senfe,  and  adds  a  Contrail  in  the  Terms  perfectly  jvft* 
Rules  are  oppos'd  to  $dd  Inventions  j  i,  e.  Wbimfia* 

If 
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If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Catharine,  and  Baptijla  too  ; 
Upon  my  life,  Petruchio  means  but  well ; 
What  ever  fortune  flays  him  from  his  word. 
Tho'  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  pafling  wife  : 
Tho*  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honeft. 

Cath.  Would  Catharine  had  never  feen  him  tho'  f 

[Exit  weephigi.. 

Bap.  Go,  girl ;  T  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep ; 
For  fach  an  injury  would  vex  a  Saint, 
Much  more  a  Shrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bio*.  Mailer,  Matter;  old  news,  and  fuch  news  as 
you  never  heard  of.. 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 

Bion,  Why,  is  it  not,  news  to  hear  of  Pstruchws 
coming  ? 

Bap.  Is  he  come? 

Bion.  Why,  no,  Sir. 

Bap.  What  then  ? 

Bion.  He  is  coming. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here  ?' 

Bion.  When,  he  flands  where  I  am,  and1  fees  you 
there. 

Tra.  But,  fay,  what  to  thine  old  news  ? " 

Bion.  Why,  Petruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  hat  and 
an  old  jerkin  ;  a  pair  of :  old  breeches  thrice  turned  ;  a 
pair  of  boots  that-have  been  candle  cafes,'  one  buckled*  , 
another  lac'd  ;  an  old  rufty  fvvord  ta'en  out  of  the 
town-armory,  with  a  broken  hik,  and  ehapelefs,  with 
two  broken  points ;  his  horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy 
(addle,  the  ftirrups  of  no  kindred  ;  be  fides,  poffeft  with 
the  glanders,  and  like  to  mofe  in  the  chine,  troubled 
with  the  lampaiTe,  infected with  the  fafhions,  full  of 
windgalls,  fped  with  fpavins,  raied  with  the  yellow?, . 
paft  cure  of  the  fives,  ftark  fppiled  with  the  ftaggers, 
begnawn  with  the  bots,  waid  in  the  back  and  moulder- 
fhotten,  near-legg'd  before,  and  with  a  half-check'  bit, 
and>A  headftall  of  iheep's  leather,  which  being  rdfeaSn?  ' 

R  4  :  to  > 
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to  keep  him  from  ftumbling,  hath  been  often  burft,  and 
now  repair'd  with  knots  ;  one  girt  fix  times  piec'd,  and 
a  woman's  crupper  of  velure,  which  hath  two  letters  for 
her  name,  fairly  fet  down  in  ftuds,  and  here  and  there 
piec'd  with  packthread. 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

Bion.  Oh,  Sir,  his  lackey,  for  all  the  world  capafri- 
fon'd  like  the  horfe,  with  a  linnen  ftock  on  one  leg,  and 
a  kerfey  boot  hofe  on  the  other,  garter'd  with  a  red  and 
blue  lilt,  an  old  hat,  and  the  humour  of  forty  fancies 
prickt  up  in't  for  a  feather  :  a  moniler,  a  very  monfter 
in  apparel,  and  not  like  a  chriftian  fodtboy,  or  a  gentle- 
man's lackey. 

Tra*  'Tis  fome  odd  humour  pricks  him  to  this 
fafhion ; 

Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean- apparell'd. 

Bap.  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 

Bion.  Why   Sir,  he  comes  not. 

Bap.  Didit  thou  not  fay,  he  comes? 

Bion%  Who  ?  that  Pctruchio  came  not  i 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Petruchio  came. 

Bion.  No,  Sir ;  I  fay,  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on 
his  back. 

Bap.  Why,  that's  all  one. 

Bion.  Nay,  by  St.  Jamy,  I  hold  you  a  penny, 
A  horfe  and  a  man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Grumio  fantajlically  halitcd. 
Bet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  gallants  \  who  is  a$ 
home  ? 

Bap.  You're  welcome,  Sir. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  fo  well  'parell'd,  as  I  wifh  you  were. 

Pet.  Were  it  better,  I  fhould  rum  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Kate?  where  is  my  lovely  bride  ? 
How  does  my  Father?  Gentles,  methinks,  you  frown: 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company, 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  monument, 
Some  comet,  or  unufual  prodigy  I 


The  Taming  of  the  Shre  w.  393 

Bap.  Why,  Sir,  you  know,  this  is  your  wedding  day  ; 
Firft,  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come  ; 
Now,  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided. 
Fie,  doff  this  habit,  (haine  to  your  eitate, 
An  eye- fore  to  our  folemn  feftival. 

Tra.  And  tell  us  what  occafion  of  import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detained  you  from  your  wife, 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  yourfelf  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harm  to  hear : 
Sufficeth,  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word, 
Tho'  in  fome  part  enforced  to  digrefs, 
Which  at  more  leifure  I  will  fo  excufe, 
As  you  mail  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But,  where  is  Kate  ?  I  Hay  too  long  from  her; 
The  morning  wears ;  'tis  time  we  were  at  church. 

Tra*.  See  not  your  Bride  in  thefe  unreverent  robes  s 
Go  to  my  chamber,  put  on  cloaths  of  mine. 

Pet.  Not  I ;  believe  me,  thus  I'll  vifit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus,  I  toft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet.  Goodfoathj  even  thus;  therefore  ha*  done  wit& 
words ; 

To  me  file's  married,  not  unto  my  cloaths : 

Could  I  repair  what  me  will  wear  in  me, 

As  T  could  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements*. 

'Twere  well  for  Kate>  and  better  for  myfelf. 

But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you,. 

When  I  mould  bid  good- morrow  to  my  Bride,. 

And  feal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifs  ?'  [Exi&< 
Tra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 

We  will  perfuade  him,  be  it  poffible, 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church.. 
Bap.  I'll  after  him,  and  fee  the  event  of  this.  [ExitC 
Tra.  But,  Sir,  our  love  concern eth  us  to  add 
Her  Father's  liking  ;  which,  to  bring  to  pafs, 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  Worlhip, 
I  am  to  get  a  man,  (whate'er  he  be, 
It  skills  not  much  ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  turn  ;) 
And  he  fhall  be  Vincentio  of  Pifa, 
And  make  affurance  here  in  Padua 
Of  greater,  fums  than  I  have  promifed'j 
R  5 
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So  fhall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope, 
And  marry,  fweet  Bianca  with  conient. 

Luc.  Were  it  not,  that  my  fellow  fchool  mailer 
Doth  watch  Bianca  $  Heps  fo  narrowly, 
'Twere  good>  methinks,  to  Ileal  our  marriage ; 
Which  once  perform'd,  let  all  the.  world  fay,  no*., 
I]ll  keep  my  own,  defpight  of  all  the  world. 

Tra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into*  , 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufinefs  : 
Well  over- reach  the  grey  beard  Gremio, ; 
The  narrow- prying  Father  Minola,  s 
The  quaint  muncian  amorous  Licio  $ 
All  for  my  mailer's  fake,  Lucent  to. 

Enter  Gremio. . 

Now,  Signior  Gremio,  came  you  from  the  church  ?" 
Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  fchool. 
Tra.  And  is  the  Bride.and  Bridegroom  coming  home  ?  - 
Gre,  A  Bridegroom,  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groom,  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  mall  find. 
Tra.  Curlier  than  fhe  ?  why,  'tis  impomble, 
Gre,  Why,  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 
'Ira.  Why,  fhe'sa  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam* 
Gre.  Tut,  ihe's  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him : 
Til  tell  you,  Sir  Lucentio ;  when  the  Prieft 
Should  ask,  if  Catharine  mould,  be  his  wife  ft 
Ay,  by  gogs-  woons,  quoth  he ;  and  fwore  fo  loud, , 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the.  Prieft  let  fall  the  book  ; 
And,  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad-brain'd  Bridegroom  took  him  fucha  cuff, 
That  dGwn  fell  prieft  and  book,  and  book  and  prien\ 
Mow  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra..  What  faid  the  wench*  when  he  rofe  up  again  ?  • 
Gre,  Trembled,  and  (hook;  for  why >  he.fiamp'd  and  ; 
fwcre, 

As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. , 
But  after  many  ceremonies  done, 
He  calls  for  wine.:  a  health,  quoth  he.;  as.  if 
H'ad  been  aboard  carowfing  to  his  Mates 
After  a  fiorm  -3  quafft  off  the  mufcadeV 

Anm 
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And  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fexton's  face  ; 

Having  no  other  caufe,  but  that  his  beard 

Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  feenVd  to  ask 

His  fops  as  he  was  drinking.    This  done,  he  took  \ 

The  Bride  about  the  neck,  and  kift  her  lips 

With  fuch  a  clamorous  fmack,  that  at  the  parting 

All  the  church  echo'd ;  and  I  feeing  this, 

Came  thence  for  very  (hame ;  and  after  me, 

I  know,  the  rout  is  coming:  Such  a  mad  marriage 

Ne'er  was  before. — Hark,  hark,  I  hear  the  minftrels. 

[Mufick  play** 

Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,  Bianca,  Hortenfio, 
^WBaptifta. 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 

pains : 

I  know,  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to  day* 
And  have  prepaid  great  flore  of  wedding  cheers 
But  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  me  hence  ; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

Bap.  Is't  poilible,  you  will  away  to  night  ? 

Pet.  I  mull  away  to  day,  before  night  come, 
Make  it  no  wonder ;  if  you  knew  my  bufinefs^  , 
You  would  intreat  me  rather  go  than  Hay, 
And,  honeft  Company,  I  thank  you  all, 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  my  felf i 
To  this  moil:  patient,  fweet  and  virtuous  wife,  . 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me, 
For  I  mult  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  ftay  'till  after  dinners 

Pet.  It  may  not  be. 

Cra.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Cath.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content  — <  

Catb.  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ?  v 

Pet.  I  am  content,  you  (hail  intreat  me,  ftay:|  ; 
But  yet  not  flay,  intreat  me  how  you  can, 

Cath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay,, . 

Pet.  Grumioy  my  horfes, 
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Gm.  Ay,  Sir,  they  be  ready :  the  oats  have  eate* 
fche  horfes. 

Cath.  Nay,  then, 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to  day ; 
No,  nor  to  morrow,  nor  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf : 
The  door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lyes  your  way, 
You  may  be  jogging,  while  your  boots  are  green  ; 
For  me,  I'M  not  go,  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf : 
*Tis  Mke,  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  groom, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O  Kate,  content  thee,  pr'ythee,  be  not  angry, 

Cath.  I  will  be  angry ;  what  haft  thou  to  do  ? 
Father,  be  quiet ;  he  flial!  flay  my  leifure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry,  Sir ;  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Cath.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal  dinner- 
I  fee,  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool, 
If  ihe  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refill*. 

Pet.  T  hey  mail  ga  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  commands 
Obey  the  Bride,  you  that  attend  on  her: 
Go  to  the  feaft,  revel  and  domineer  ; 
Carowfe  full  meafure  to  her  maiden-head  ; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  yourfelves; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  fbe  mult  with  me. 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  ftampt,  nor  Hare,  nor  fret,. 
I  will  be  mailer  of  what  is  mine  own  ; 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  fhe  is  my  houfe, 
My  houfhold-lluff,  my  field,  my  barn, 
Ivly  horfe,  my  ox,  my  afs,  my  any  thing ; 
And  here  Ihe  Hands,  touch  her  who  ever  dareti. 
I'll  bring  my  aclron  on,  the  proudeft  he,. 
That  flops  my  way  in  Padua  :  Grumic,. 
Praw  forth  thy  weapon  ;  we  Ye  befet  with  thieves  ^ 
Kefcue  thy  miilrefs,  if  thou  be  a  man  : 
Fear  not,   fweet  wench,  they  mall  not  touch  thca* 
Kate* 

I'll  buckler  thee  againfi  a  million.. 

[Exeunt  Pet.  and  Cath, 
Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 
Gre.  Went  they  no;  quickly,  I  ftiould  die  with 

laughing, 
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Tra.  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  Sifter  ? 

Bian.  That,  being  mad  her  felf,  Ihe's  madly  mated; 

Cre.  I  warrant  him,  Petrucbio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho'  Bride  and  Bride* 
groom  want 
For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table ; 
You  know,  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feafti 
Lucentio,  you  fupply  the  Bridegroom's  place; 
i\nd  Jet  Bianca  take  her  Sifter's  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Bianca  pra&ife  how  to  bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She:  mail,  Lucentio :.  Gentlemen,  let's  go. 

{Exeuntl 


ACT  IV. 

SCE  N     Petruchio'j  Country  Houfe. 
Enter  Grumio* 

6   r    tr    m    1  ©* 

FI  E,  fie  on  all  tired  jades,  and  all  mad  mafter^ 
and  all  foul  ways  !  was  ever  man  fo  beaten  ?  was 
ever  man  fo  raide  ?  was  ever  man  fo  weary  ?  1 
am  fent  before,  to  make  a  fire  ;  and  they  are  coming 
after,  to  warm  them  :  now  were  I  not  a  little  pot,  and 
foon  hot,  my  very  lips  might  freeze  to  my  teeth,  my 
tongue  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  my  heart  in  my  bel- 
ly, ere  I  mould  come  by  a  fire  to  thaw  me  ;  but  I  with 
blowing  the  fire  fhall  warm  my  felf ;  for  confidering  the 
weather,  a  taller  man  than  I  will  take  cold  :  holla,  hoa, 
Curtis! 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly? 
Gr*.  A  piece  of  ice.    If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may* 

Aide 
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Aide  from  my  fhoulder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater  a 
run  but  my  head  and  my  neck.  A  fire*  good  Curtis. 

Curt,  Is  my  matter  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio? 

Gru.  Oh,  ay,  Curtis,  ay  ;  and  therefore  fire,  fire; 
caft  on  no  water. 

Curt.  Is  fhe  fo  hot  a  Shrew,  as  {he's  reported? 

Gru  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  this  froft  ;  but  thou 
fcnow'ft,  winter  tames  man,  woman  and  beaft  ;  for  it 
hath  tatn'd  my  old  mailer,  and  my  new  miftrefs,  and  my 
felf,  fellow  Curtis. 

Curt.  Away,  you  three-inch'd  fool*  I  am  no  be  aft. 

Gru.  Am  I  but  three  inches?  why,  my  horn  is  a 
foot,  and  fo  long  am  I  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thcu 
make  a  fire,  or  in  all  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  mif- 
trefs,  whofe  hand,  (he  being  now  at  hand,  thou  fnak 
foon  feel  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for  being  flow  in  thy  hot 
office. 

Curt.  I  pr'ythee, .  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes 
the  world  } 

Gru.  A  cold,  world,  Curtis,  in  every  office  but 
thine;  and,  therefore,  fire:  do  thy  duty,  and  have  thy 
duty ;  for  my  mailer  and  miltreis  are  almoft  frozen  to 
death. 

Curt.  There's  fire  ready  ;  and  therefore,  good  Gru- 
mio, the  news. 

Gru.  Why,  Jack  boy,  ho  boy,  and  as  much  news  as 
thou  wilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  conycatching. 

Cru.  Why,  therefore,  fire  ;  for  I  have  caught  ex- 
tream  cold.  Where's  the  cook  ?  is  fupper  ready,  the 
houfe  trimm'd,  ruihes  ftrewM,  cobwebs  fwept,  the 
fervingmen  in  their  new  fuftian,  their  white  flockings, 
and  every  officer  his  wedding  garment  on  ?  be  the  Jacks 
fair  within,  the  Jills  fair  without,  carpets  laid,  and 
every  thing  in  order  r 

Curt.  All  .ready  :  and  therefore,  I  pray  thee,  what 
news  ?  • 

Gru,  Firft,  know,  my  Wfe  is  tired,  my  matter  and  \ 
sniftrefs  falPn  out. 

Curt*  How  ? 

Grn> 
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Gru.  Out  of  their  faddles  into  the  dirt ;  and  thereby; 
hangs  a  tale. 

Curt.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumio* . 
Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 
Curt.  Here. 

Gru.  There,  [Strikes  him* 

Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 

Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  calPd  a  fenfible  tale  :  and  this 
cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  befeech  liftningo  . 
Mow  I  begin  ;  imprimis,  we  came  down  a. foul  hill,  my  . 
seafter  riding  behind  my  miftrefs. 

Curt.  Both  on  one  horfe? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ?  ; 

Curt.  Why,  a  horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  tale.  -But  hadft  thou  not 

croft  me,  thou  mould1  ft  have  heard. how  her  horfe  fell, 
and  fhe  under  her  horfe :  thou  ftiould'ft  have  heard  in 
how  miry  a  place,  how  (he  was  bemoil'd,  how  he  left 
her  with  the  horfe  upon  her,  how  he  beat  me  becaufe 
her  horfe  {tumbled,  how  (he  waded  through  the  dirt  : 
to  pluck  him  off  me ;  how  he  fwore,  how  (he  pray'd 
that  never  pray'd  before ;  how  I  cry'd  ;  how  the  horfes 
ran  away  ;  how  her  bridle  was  burft ;  how  I  loft  my 
crupper  ;  with  many  things  of  worthy  memory,  which 
now  mall  die  in  oblivion,  and  thou  return  unexperienced 
to  thy  grave. 

Curt.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  threw  than  fhe. 

Gru.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you  all 
fhall  find,  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of 
this  ?  call  forth  Nathaniel,  Jofeph,  Nicholas,  Philip9 
Walter,  Sugarfop,  and  the  reft  :  let  their  heads  be  ileek- 
ly  comb'd,  their  blue  coats  brufh'd,  and  their  garters 
of  an  indifferent  knit ; .  let  them  curt'fie  with  their  left 
legs,  and  not  prefume  to  touch  a  hair  of  my  matter's 
horfe-tail,  'till  they  kifs  their  hands*  Are  they  all 
ready  ? 

Curt.  They  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Curt.  Do  you  hear,  ho  ?  •  you  muft  meet  my  maftej1 
to  countenance  my  miftrefs, 

Gru* 
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Gru.  Why,  {he  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 
Curt.  Who  knows  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou,  it  feems,  that  cali'ft  for  company  to 
countenance  her. 

Curt.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter  four  or  Jive  f erring-then* 

Gru.  Why,  fhe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  thenw 

Nat.  Welcome  home.  Grurnio 

Phil.  How  now,  Grurnio  £ 

Jof.  What,  Grurnio  I 

Nicb.  Fellow  Grurnio  ! 

Natb.  How  now,  old  lad. 

Gru.  Welcome,  you  ;  how  now,  you;  what,  your 
fellow,  you  ;  and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now,  my 
fpruce  companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 

Natb.  All  things  are  ready  ;  how  near  is  our  matter  ? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this ;  and  therefore 

be  not  cock's  pafGon,  filence  !  1  hear  my 

mailer. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ?  what,  no  man  at  door 
to  hold  my  liirrup,  nor  to  take  my  horfe  ?  where  is 
Nathaniel r  Gregory,  Philip  I 

All  Sew.  Here,  here,  Sir  ;  here,  Sir. 

Pet.  Here,  Sir,  here,  Sir,  here,  Sir,  here,  Sir? 
You  loggerheaded  and  unpolinYd  grooms : 
What  ?  no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  no  duty  ? 
Where  is  the  fooliui  knave  I  fent  before  ? 

Gru.  Here,  Sir,  as  foolifli  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  You  peafant  fwain,  you  whorefon,  malt  horfe 
drudge, 

Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  park, 

And  bring  along  thefe  rafcal  knaves  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  coat,  Sir,  was  not  fully  made  : 
And  Gabriel's  pumjDS  were  all  unpink'd  i'  th*  heel  r 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peters  hat, 
And  Walter  s  dagger  was  not  come  from  iheathing : 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Rahb,  and  Grtgorv; 

Th* 
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The  reft  were  ragged,  old  and  beggarly, 
Yet  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  you. 
Pet.  Go,  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  (upper  in. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 

Where  is  the  life  that  late  lied?  [Singing* 
Where  are  thofe fit  down ,  Kate, 
And  welcome.    Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud ! 

E?iter  Servants  with  Supper. 
Why,  when,  1  fay  ?  nay,  good  fweet  Kate,  be  merry. 
Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogue  :  you  villains,  when  ? 

It  was  the  Friar  of  Orders  grey,  [Sings, 
jds  he  forth  walked  on  his  way. 

Out,  out,  you  rogue !  you  pluck  my  foot  awry. 
Take  that,  and  mind  the  plucking  off  the  other. 

[Strikes  hint* 

Be  merry,  Kate  :  fome  water,  here ;  what  hoa  ! 

Enter  one  with  water. 

Where's  my  fpaniel  Troi/us  ?  firrah,  get  you  hence, 

-And  bid  my  coulin  Ferdinand  come  hither  : 

One,  Kate,  that  you  mull  kifs,  and  be  acquainted  with* 

Where  are  my  flippers?  fhall  I  have  fome  water? 

Come,  Kate,  and  wafh,  and  welcome  heartily  : 

You,  whorefon  villain,  will  you  let  it  fall  ? 

Cath.  Patience,  I  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling* 

Pet.  A  whorefon,  beatle-headed,  flap-ear'd  knave  : 
Come,  Kate,  fit  down  ;  I  know,  you  have  a  ftomachJ 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate,  or  elfe  fhall  I? 
What's  this,  mutton  ? 

1  Ser.  Yes. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it? 

Ser.  I. 

Pet.  'Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  meat : 
What  dogs  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  rafcal  cook  ? 
How  durit  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  dreffer, 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups  and  all : 

[Throwing  the  meat,  &c,  about  the  Stage. 

Yo& 
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You  heedlefs  jolt*  heads,  and  unmanner'd  flaves ! 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Catb.  I  pray  you,  husband,  be  not  fo  difquiet ; 
'The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate,-  'twas  burnt  and  dry'd  away^ 
And  I  exprefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it. : 
For  it  engenders  choler,  planteth  anger  ; 
And  better  'twere,  that  both  of  us  did  faft," 
Since,  of  our  felves,  our  felves  are  cholerick, 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  o\rer  roafted  fiefh  : 
Be  patient,  for  to  morrow' t  mall  be  mended, 
And  for  this  night  we'll  fall  for  company. 
Come,   I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber*.  \Exi* 

Enter  Servants  federally. 
Nath.  Peter,  did  ft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Gru*  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis,  a  Servant* 
Curt.  In  her  chamber,  making  a  fermon  of  conti- 
nency  to  her, 
And  rails  andfwears,  and  rates ;  that  me,  poof  foul, 
Knows  not  which  way  to  ftand,  to  look,  to  fpe'ak, 
And  fits  as  one  new-rifen  from  a  dream. 
Away,  away,  for  he  is  coming  hither.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Petruchio, 
Pet.  Thus  have  I  politiekly  begun  my  reign, 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefsfully  : 
My  faulcon  now  is  (harp,  and  pa&ng  empty* 
And  till  me  Hoop,  Ihe  muft  not  be  fali-gorg'd,. 
For  then  (he  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keeper's  Calls 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  kites, 
That  bait  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  meat  to  day,  nor  none  mail  eat. 
Laft  night  {he  flept  not,  nor  to  night  fhall  not : 
As  with  the  meat,  ferae  undeferved  fault 
I'll  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed.. 
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And  here  I'll  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolfter, 
This  way  the  coverlet,  that  way  the  fheets ; 
Ay  ;  and,  amid  this  hurly,  I'll  pretend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her, 
And,  in  conclufion,  (he  fhall  watch  all  night  : 
And,  if  (he  chance  to  nod,  II!  rail  and  brawl, 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  dill  awake. 

This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  wife  with  kindnefs ;  -  ■* 

And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  headftrong  humour* 

He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  Shrew, 

Now  let  him  (peak,  'tis  charity  to  (hew.  [Exih 

SCE  N  E5  before  Baptilfcft  Houfe. 
Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenfio. 

T  It  A  N  i  o» 

ISYpoffible,  friend  Lido,  that  Bianca  (16) 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucetitio  f  ^ 

I  tell 

(16)  m  poffibk,  friend  Licio,  &c]  This  Scene,  Mr.  Pope-,., 
upon  what  Authority  I  can't  pretend  to  guefs,  has  in  his  Edi- 
tions made  the  Firft  of  the  Fifth  A&  :  In  doing  which,  he  ha*, 
/hewn  the  very  Power  and  Force  of  Criticifm.  The  Confequence 
of  this  judicious  Regulation  is,  that  two  unpardonable  Abfur- 
dities  are  fix'd  upon  the  Author,  which  he  could  not  poflibly 
have  committed.    For,  in  the  firft  place,  by  this  muffling  the 
Scenes  out  of  their  true  Portion,  we  find  Hortenfio,  in  the  fourth  - 
Act,  already  gone  from  Baptiftas  to  Petrucbio's  Country-houfe  \ 
and  afterwards  in  the  Beginning  of  the  Fifth  A&  we  find  him 
firft.  forming  the  Refolution  of  quitting  Bianca  ;  and  Trani* 
immediately  informs  Us,  he  is  gone  to  the  Taming-Sckcsl  to 
Petrucbio.  ^  There  is  a  Figure,   indeed,  in  Rhetorick,  ca!i'd? 
v  <rtyv  tvep'ripov .  But  this  is  an  Abufe  of  it,  which  the  Rhe- 
toricians will  never  adopt  upon  Mr.  Pope's-  Authority.  Again, 
by  this  mifplacing,  the  Pedant  makes  his  firft  Entrance,  and- 
quits  the  Stage  with  Tranio  in  order  to  go  and  drefs  himfelf  like 
Vincentioy  whom  he  was  to  perfonate  :  but  his  Second  Entrance 
if. upon  the  verv  h?e]s  q{  hi&  and  v/ithout  anv  interval. 
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I  tell  you,  Sir,  lhe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor.  To  fatisfy  you,  Sir,  in  what  I  faid, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

[They  Jland  ly* 

Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Now,  miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read? 
Bian.  What,  mafter,   read  you  ?  firft,  refolve  me 
that. 

Luc.  1  read  That  I  profefs,  the  art  of  Love. 

Bian.  And  may  you  prove,  Sir,  mafter  of  your  art ! 

Luc.  While  you,  fweet  dear,  prove  miftrefs  of  my 
heart.  [They  retire  hack-ward. 

Hor.  Quick  proceeders !  marry  f  now,  tell  me,  I  pray, 
ycu  that  durft  fwear  that  your  miflrefs  Bianca  lov'd  nonfe 
in  the  world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Defpightful  love,  unconftant  womankind  ! 
I  tell  thee,  Licio,  this  is  wonderful. 

Her.  Miftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Licio% 
Nor  a  mufician,  as  I  feem  to  be  ; 
But  One  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difguife 
For  fuch  a  One  as  leaves  a  gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  cullion  ; 
Know,  Sir,  that  I  am  called  Hortenfia. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfio,  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  affe&io'n  to  Bianca; 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  lightnefs, 
J  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
For/wear  Bianca  and  her  love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See,   how  they  kifs  and  court !      1    11  Signior 
Lucentio, 

Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
Never  to  woo  her  more  ;  but  do  forfwear  her, 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours, 

of  an  A&,  or  one  Word  intervening,  he  comes  out  ag£ia 
equipped  like  Vincentio.  If  fuch  a  Critick  be  fit  to  publifh  a 
Stage. Writer,  I  (hall  not  envy  Mr.  Popes  Admirers,  if  they 
ihould  think  it  to  applaud  his  Sagacity.  I  have  replaced  the 
Scenes  in  that  Order,  in  which  I  found  them  in  the  Old  Books. 

That 
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That  I  have  fondly  flatter'd  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath, 
Never  to  marry  her,  tho'  (he  intreat. 
Fie  on  her  !  fee,  how  beaftly  (he  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  'Would  all  the  world,  but  he,  had  quite  for- 
fworn  her  ! 

For  me,  that  I  may  furely  keep  mine  oath, 

I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  widow, 

Ere  three  days  pafs,  which  has  as  long  lov'd  me, 

As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  haggard. 

And  fo  farewel,  Signior  Lucentio. 

Kindnefs  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks, 

Shall  win  my  love  :  and  fo  I  take  my  leave, 

In  refolution  as  I  fwore  before.  [Exit  Hor, 

Tra.  Miftrefs  Bianca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  grace* 
As  longeth  to  a  lover's  bleffed  cafe  : 
Nay,  1  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenjlo. 

[Lucentio  and  Bianca  come  forward. 

Bian.  Tranio,  you  jell :  but  have  you  both  forfwora 
me  ? 

Tra.  Miftrefs,  we  have. 
Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 
Tra.  Tfaith,  he'll  have  a  lufty  widow  now, 
That  mall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 
Bian.  God  give  him  joy  ! 
Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her* 
Bian.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 
Tra.  'Faith,  he's  gone  unto  the  Taming-fchool. 
Bian.  The  Taming-fchool  ?  what,  is  there  fuch  a 
place  ? 

Tra.  Ay,  miftrefs,  and  Petruchio  is  the  mailer; 
That  teaches  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, 
To  tame  a  Shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongse* 

Enter  Biondello,  running. 

Bkn,  Oh  matter,  mafbr,  I  have  watch'd  fo  lmgf 


That 
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That  I'm  dog-weary;  but  at  laft  I  fpied  (17) 
An  ancient  Engle,  going  down  the  hill, 
Will  ferve  the  turn, 

Vra.  What  is  he,  Biondelh  ? 

Bion.  Matter,  a  mercantant,  or  elfe  a  pedant ; 
I  know  not  what ;  but  formal  in  apparel ;  ( 1  g) 
In  gate  and  countenance  furly  like  a  fkther. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Tranio  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truft  my  tale^ 
I'll  make  him  glad  to  feem  Vincentio, 
And  give  him  affurance  to  Baptifta  Minola, 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio: 
Take  in  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

{Exeunt  Luc.  aHd  Biaft; 

Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ted.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 
Tra.  And  you,  Sir  ;  you  are  welcome  : 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  farthefl  ? 

(17)  —  hut  at  faft  J  fpied 

An  ancient  Angel  going  down  the  Hill> 
Will  ferve  the  turn.] 

Tho'  all  the  printed  Copies  jfgree  in  this  Reading,  I  am  corift* 
dent,  that  Shakefpeare  intended  no  Profanation  here  ;  nor  in- 
deed any  Compliment  to  this  old  Man  who  was  to  be  imposM 
upon,  and  made  a  Property  of.  The  Word  I  have  reftor'd,  cer- 
tainly retrieves  the  Author's  Meaning :  and  means,  either  m 
its  firft  Signification,  a  Burdalh  ;  (for  the  Word  is  of  Spanijh 
Extraction,  Ingle,  which  is  equivalent  to  inguen  of  the  Latines ;) 
or,  in  its  metaphorical  Senfe,  a  Gull,  a  Cully,  one  fit  to  be 
made  a  Tool  of. 

(18)  ■        but  formal  in  Apparel  ; 

In  Gate  and  Countenance  furely  like  a  Father.] 

I  haye  made  bold  to  read,  furly  ;  and  furely^  I  believe,  I  am 
right  in  doing  fo.  Our  Poet  always  reprefems  his  Pedants,  im- 
perious and  magisterial.  Befides,  Tranio's  Directions  to  the  Pe- 
dant for  his  Behaviour  vouch  for  my  Emendation. 

*Tis  well  j  and  hold  your  oivn  in  any  Cafe, 

}Vith  futb  Auftcrity  #s  longeth  to  a  Father* 

Fed. 
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Ped.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  for  a  week  or  two ; 
But  then  up  farther,  and  as  far  as  Rome; 
And  fo  to  Tripoly,  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countryman,  I  pray  ? 

Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tre.  Of  Mantua,  Sir?  God  forbid! 
And  come  to  Padua,  carelefs  of  your  Life  \ 

Ped.  My  life,  Sir  !  how,  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard, 

Tra.  'Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua  ;  know  you  not  the  caufe  ? 
Your  (hips  are  itaid  at  Venice,  and  the  Duke 
(For  private  quarrel' twixt  your  Duke  and  him,) 
Hath  publiuYd  and  prodainTd  it  openly  : 
*  Tis  marvel,  but  that  you're  but  newly  come, 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaimed  about* 

Ped.  Alas,  Sir ;  it  is  worfe  for  me  than  fo  ; 
For  I  have  bills  for  mony  by  exchange 
From  Florence,  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  Well,  Sir,  to  do  you  courtefie, 
This  will  I  do,  arid  this  will  I  advife  you  ; 
Firft,  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pifa  ? 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  in  Pifa  haVe  I  often  been ; 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincentio  P 

Ped.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him  5 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father*  Sir  $  and,  footh  to  fay, 
In  countenance  fomewhat  doth  refemble  you. 

Biron.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfter,  and  alt 
one.  >    t      t  [sffde* 

Tra.  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity, 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake  ; 
And  think  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  fortunes, 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vincentio  : 
His  name  and  credit  mall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  houfe  you  (hall  be  friendly  lodg'd  : 
Look,  that  you  take  upon  You  as  you  mould. 
You  underftand  me,  Sir :  fo  mall  you  flay, 
'Till  you  have  done  your  bufinefs  in  the  city. 
If  this  be  courffie,  Sir,  accept  of  it* 
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Fed.  Oh,  Sir,  I  do  ;  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  Patron  of  my  life  and  liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good  : 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underftand, 
My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  alTurance  of  a  dower  in  marriage 
'Twixt  me  and  one  Baptiftas  daughter  here : 
In  all  thefe  Circumftances  Til  inftruft  you  : 
Go  with  Me,  Sir,  to  cloath  you  as  becomes  you. 

[Exeunt. 

Exeunt  Catharina  and  Grumio. 

Gru.  No,  no,  forfooth,  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 
Catb.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpite  ap- 
pears : 

What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifti  me  ? 

Beggars,  that  come  unto  my  father's  door, 

Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prefent  alms; 

If  not,  elfewhere  they  meet  with  chanty  : 

But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat, 

Nor  never  needed  that  I  mould  intreat, 

Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  fleep; 

With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed ; 

And  that,  which  fpites  me  more  than  all  thefe  wants. 

He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  love : 

As  who  would  fay,  if  I  mould  fleep  or  eat 

'Twere  deadly  ficknefs,  or  elfe  prefent  death  : 

I  pr'ythee  go,  and  get  me  fome  repaft ; 

I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholefome  food. 

Gru.  What  fay  you  to  a  neat's  foot? 

Catb.  Tis  pafTing  good  3  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  have  it* 

Gru.  I  fear,  it  is  too  flegmatick  a  meat : 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  tripe  finely  broil'd  ? 

Cat/?.  I  like  it  well ;  good  Grumio,  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell ; — I  fear,  it's  cholerick : 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  beef  and  muftard  ? 

Catb.  A  dilh,  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay,  but  the  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Catb.  Why,  then  the  beef,  and  let  the  muftard  reft. 

Gru.  Nay,  then  I  will  not;  you  lhall  have  the  mof- 
tard, 

Or 
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Or  elfe  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumio. 

Cath.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 
Gru.  Why,  then  the  muftard  without  the  beef. 
Cath.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flave, 

[Beats  him. 

That  feed'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you, 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  mifery  ! 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  J  fay. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortenfio,  with  meat, 

Pet.  How  fares  my  Kate  ?  what,  Sweeting,  all 
amort  ? 

Hor.  Miftrefs,  what  cheer? 

Cath.  'Faith,  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  fpirits ;  look  cheerfully  upon  me ; 
Here,  love,  thou  feeft  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  drefs  thy  meat  myfelf,  and  bring  it  thee : 
I'm  fore,  fweet  Kate,  this  kindnefs  merits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  word  ?  nay  then,  thou  lov'it  it  not  : 
And  all  my  pains  is  forted  to  no  proof. 
Here,  take  away  the  difli. 

Cath.  I  pray  you,  let  it  ftand. 

Pet.  The  pooreft  fervice  is  repaid  with  thanks, 
And  fo  (hall  mine,  before  you  touch  the  meat. 

Cath.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Hor.  .Signior  Petruchio,  fie  you  are  to  blame : 
Come,  miftrefs  Kate,  I'll  bear  you  company. 

Pet,  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortenfio,  if  thou  loveft  me  $  — 

\Jfide. 

Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart ; 
Kate,  eat  apace.    And  now,  my  honey- love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  houfe, 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  beft, 
With  filken  coats,  and  caps,  and  golden  rings, 
With  ruffs,  and  cuffs,  and  fardingals,  and  things : 
With  fcarfs,  and  fans,  and  double  change  of  bravVy, 
L*With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this  knayVy. 
Vol.  II.  S  What, 
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What,  haft  thou  din'd  ?  the  taylor  flays  thy  leifure, 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  ruftling  trealure. 

Enter  Taylor. 
Come,  taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments. 

Enter  Haberdajher. 

Lay  forth  the  gown.    What  news  with  you,  Sir  ? 

Bab.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  befpeak. 

Pet.  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer, 
A  velvet  di(h  ;  fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and^filthy : 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnut- (hell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap. 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Cath.  I'll  have  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the  time  ; 
'And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  mail  have  one  too, 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  hade. 

Cath.  Why,  Sir,  I  truft,  I  may  have  leave  to  fpeak, 
And  fpeak  I  will.    I  am  no  child,  no  babe  ; 
Your  betters  have  endur'd  me  fay  my  mind; 
And,  if  you  cannot,  beft  you  flop  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart, 
Or,  elfe  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break; 
And  rather  than  it  ft  all,  I  will  be  free 
Even  to  the  utmoft  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  a  paltry  cap. 
A  cuftard-coffin,  a  bauble,  a  filken  pie ; 
I  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'ft  it  not. 

Catb.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap ; 
And  I  will  have  it,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gown  ?  why,  ay ;  come,  taylor,  let  us 
fee't. 

O  mercy,  heaven,  what  masking  fluff  is  here  ? 
What  ?  this  a  fleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon  ; 
What,  up  and  down,  carv'd  like  an  apple- tart? 
Here's  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flift,  and  flam, 
Like  to  a  cenler  in  a  barber's  mop : 

Why, 
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Why,  what  a  devil's  name,  taylor,  call'ft  thou  this  ? 
Hor.  I  fee,  (he's  like  to've  neither  cap  nor  gown. 

14/iJe. 

fay.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 
According  to  the  faihion  of  the  time. 

Pet.  Marry,  and  did  :  but  if  you  be  remembered, 
I  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 
For  you  ihall  hop  without  my  cuftom,  Sir  : 
I'll  none  of  it ;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

Catb.  I  never  faw  a  better- fafhion'd  gown, 
More  quaint,  more  pleafing,  nor  more  commendable  : 
Belike,  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why,  true,  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of 
thee. 

Toy.  She  fays,  your  Worlhip  means  to  make  a  puppet 
of  her. 

Pet.  O  mod  monftrous  arrogance ! 
Thou  lyeft,  thou  thread,  thou  thimble, 
Thou  yard,  three  quarters,  half- yard,  quarter,  nail, 
Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter  cricket,  thou ! 
Brav'd  in  mine  own  houfe  with  a  skein  of  thread  : 
Away,  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant, 
Or  I  mail  fo  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard, 
As  thou  (halt  think  on  prating  whilft  thou  liv'ft : 
I  tell  thee,  I,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  gown. 

Tay.  Your  Worfhip  is  deceiv'd,  the  gown  is  made 
Juft  as  my  mafter  had  direction. 
Grumio  gave  order  how  it  mould  be  done. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  I  gave  him  the  fluff. 

Tay.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  mould  be  made  ? 

Gru.  Marry,  Sir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

Toy.  But  did  you  not  requeft  to  have  it  cut } 

Gru.  Thou  haftfac'd  many  things. 

Tay.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me  :  thou  haft  brav'd  many  men,  brave 
not  me;  I  will  neither  be  fac'd,  nor  brav'd.  I  fay  unto 
thee,  I  bid  thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gown,  but  I  did  not 
bid  him  cut  it  to  pieces.    Ergo,  thou  lieft. 

S  2  fay, 
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Jay.  Why,  here  is  the  note  of  the  falhion  to  teftify. 
Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru  T  he  note  lies  in's  throat,  if  he  fay  I  faid  fo. 

Jay.  Imprimis,  a  loofe  bodied  gown. 

Gru.  Mailer,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe- bodied  gown,  fow 
me  up  in  the  skirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death  with  a 
bottom  of  brown  thread  :  I  faid  a  gown. 

Pet.  Proceed. 

Jay.  With  a  fmall  compaft  cape. 
Gru.  I  confefs  the  cape. 
Jay.  With  a  trunk- fleeve. 
Gru.  I  confefs  two  fleeves. 
Jay.  The  fleeves  curioufly  cut. 
Pet.  Ay,  there's  the  villany. 

Gru.  Error  i'  th'  bill,  Sir,  error  V  tV  bill:  I  com- 
manded, the  fleeves  mould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up 
again ;  and  that  I'll  prove  upon  thee,  tho'  thy  little 
finger  be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

Jay.  This  is  true  that  I  fay ;  an  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  fhoud'ft  know  it. 

Gru.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight :  take  thou  the  bill,  give 
me  thy  meet-yard,  and  fpare  not  me. 

Hor.  God-a-mercy,  Grumio,  then  he  fhall  have  no 
odds. 

Pet.  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 
Gru.  You  are  i'  th'  right,  Sir,  'tis  for  my  mhtrefs. 
Bet*  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  mailer's  ufe. 
Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life  :  take  up  my  miftrefs's 
gown  for  thy  mailer's  ufe  !  ♦ 
Pet.  Why,  Sir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ? 
Gru.  Oh,  Sir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think 
for  ; 

Take  up  my  miftrefs's  gown  unto  his  mailer's  ufe ! 
Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  fay,  thou  wilt  fee  the  tay  lor  paid. 

[JjtJe. 

Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Taylor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to-morrow, 
Take  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafty  words : 

Away, 


The  Taming  of  the  S  h  r  e  w.  413 

Away,  [  fay  ;   commend  me  to  thy  matter.  [Exit  7 ay. 
Pet.  Well,  come,  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  fa- 
ther's, 

Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habiliments : 
Our  pjrfes  fhall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor  ; 
For  'tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich  : 
And  as  the  fun  breaks  through  the  darkeft  clouds, 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meaneit  habit. 
What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 
Oh,  no,  good  Kate  ;  neither  art  thou  the  woi  fc 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 
If  thou  account' It  it  fhame,  lay  it  on  me  ; 
And  therefore  frolick  ;  we  will  hence  forthwith. 
To  feaft  and  fport  us  at  thy  father's  houfe. 
Go  call  my  men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  horfes  unto  Long-lane  end, 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot. 
Let's  fee,  I  think,  'tis  now  fome  feven  o'clock, 
And  weil  we  may  come  there  by  dinner  time. 

Cath.  I  dare  a/lure  you,  Sir,  'tis  almoft  two  ; 
And  'twill  be  fupper  time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  fhall  be  feven,  ere  I  go  to  horfe. 
Look,  what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 
You  are  ftill  crolTing  it ;  Sirs,  let't  alone, 
I  will  not  go  to  day,  and  ere  I  do, 
It  fhall  be  what  o'clock  I  fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why,  fo  :  this  Gallant  will  command  the  Sun. 

[Exeunt  Pet.  Cath.  ^WHor 
[The  Prefenters,  above,  fpeak  here.] 

Lord.  Who's  within  there  ?  [Sly  Jleeps, 

Enter  Servants. 

JJleep  again  !  go  take  him  eaftly  up,  and  put  him  in  his 
9-wn  apparel  again.  But  fee,  you  wake  him  not  in  any 
cafe. 

Serv.  It  fhall  he  done,  my  Lord ;  come  help  to  hear  him 
hence,  [They  bear  off  Sly. 

S3  SCENE 
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SCENE,  before  Baptifta'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  dreft  like  Vincentio. 

T  R  A  n  i  o. 

SI  R,  this  is  the  houfe  ;  pleafe  it  you,  that  I  call  ? 
Fed.  Ay,  what  elfe  !  and  (but  I  be  deceived,) 
Signior  Baptijia  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  years  ago  in  Genoa, 
Where  we  were  lodgers,  at  the  Pegafus.  (19) 

Tra.  'Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe 
With  fuch  aulterity  as  longeth  to  p.  father. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Fed.  I  warrant  you :  but,  Sir,  here  comes  your  boy  1 
'Twere  good,  he  were  fchool'd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him    firrah,  Biondello, 
Now  do  your  duty  throughly,  T  advife  you  : 
Imagine,  'twere  the  right  Vincentio, 

Bion.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  had  th&vt  done  thy  errand  to  Baptijia  ? 

Bion.  I  told  him,  that  your  father  was  in  Venice ; 
And  that  you  look'd  for  him  this  day  in  Padua. 

Tra  TV  art  a  tall  fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink  % 
Here  comes  Baptijia  ;  fet  your  countenance,  Sir. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptijla,  you  are  happily  met ; 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of ; 

(19)  Tra.  Where  we  were  Lodgers  at  the  Pegafus.]  This  Line 
has  in  all  the  Editions  hitherto  been  given  to  Tranio,  But  Tra* 
nio  could  with  no  Propriety  fpeak  this,  either  in  his  arTum'd 
or  real  Character.  Lucentio  was  too  young  to  know  any  thing 
of  lodging  with  his  Father,  twenty  years  before  at  Genoa  :  and 
.Tranio  mutt  be  as  much  too  young,  or  very  unfit  to  reprefent 
and  perfonate  Lucentio.  I  have  ventur'd  to  place  the  Line  to 
the  Pedant,  to  whom  it  muft  certainly  belong,  and  is  a  Sequel 
of  what  he  was  before  faying* 
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I  pray  you  ftand,  good  Father,  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Fed.  Soft,  fon.    Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come  to 
Padua 

To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  wtth  a  weighty  caufe 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf : 
And  for  the  good  report  1  hear  of  you, 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter, 
And  (he  to  him  ;  to  Hay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  in  a  good  father's  care 
To  have  him  match' d ;  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfe  than  I,  Sir,  upon  fome  agreement, 
Me  {hall  you  find  moll  ready  and  moll  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  bellowed  : 
For  curious  T  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  Baptifia,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay  : 
Your  plainnefs  and  your  (hortnefs  pleafe  me  well* 
Right  true  it  is,  your  fon  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  fhe  loveth  him, 
Or  both  differnble  deeply  their  affections ; 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  rro  more  than  this, 
That  like  a  father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pafs  my  daughter  a  fofKcient  dowry, 
The  match  is  made,  and  all  is  done, 
Your  fon  fhall  have  my  daughter  with  confenf. 

Tra.  I  thank  you,  Sir.    Where  then  do  you  know 
belt, 

Be  we  affied ;  and  fuch  affurance  ta'en, 
As  fhall  with  either  part's  agreement  (land ; 

Bap.  Not  in  myhoufe,  Lucentio;  for,  you  know. 
Pitchers  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  fervants ; 
Befldes,  old  Gremio  is  hearkning  Hill ; 
And,  haply,  then  we  might  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  like  you,  Sir, 
There  doth  my  father  lye  ;  and  there  this  night 
V/ c'll  pafs  the  bufinefs  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  fervant  here, 

S'4  Mj 
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My  boy  fhall  fetch  the  fcrivener  prefently. 
The  worfl  is  this,  that  at  fo  flender  warning 
You're  like  to  have  a  thin  and  flender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well.    Go,  Ca?nbio,  hie  you  home, 
And  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready  {freight : 
And  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happen'd  here  : 
Lucentlo\  father  is  arriv'd  in  Padua, 
And  how  (he's  like  to  be  Lucent zVs  wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  Gods  me  may,  with  all  my  heart ! 

[Exit. 

Tra.  Dally  not,  with  the  Gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Signior  Bapti/a,  (hall  I  lead  the  way : 
Welcome !  one  mefs  is  like  to  be  your  cheer. 
Come,  Sir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pi/a. 

Bap.  Til  follow  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lucsntio  and  Biondello. 
Bion.  Cam  bio. 

Luc.  What  fay' ft  thou,  Biondello  ? 

Bion.  You  faw  my  matter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 

Luc.  Biondelloy  what  of  that  ? 

Bion.  'Faith,  nothing  ;  But  h'as  left  me  here  behind 
to  expound  the  meaning  or  moral  of  his  figns  and 
tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee,  moralize  them. 
Bion.  Then  thus.    Bapti/a  is  fafe,  talking  with  the 
deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  fon. 
Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 
fupper. 

Luc.  And  then  ? 

Bion.  The  old  Priefl  at  St.  Luke's  Church  is  at  your 

command  at  all  hours. 

Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell  ;  expecl,  they  are  bufied  about  a 
counterfeit  allurance  ;  take  you  affurance  of  her,  Cum 
privilegio  ad  imfrimatdum  /oliim  ;  to  th'  Church  take 
the  Prieft,  Clerk,  and  fome  fufficient  hcneft  witnefles  : 
If  this  be  not  that  you  lcok  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  bid  Bianca  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day. 
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Luc.  Hear'ft  thou,  Biondello  P 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  ;  I  knew  a  wench  married  in 
an  afternoon  as  (he  went  to  the  garden  for  parfly  to  ftuft 
a  rabbet ;  and  fo  may  you,  Sir,  and  fo  adieu,  Sir  ;  my 
Matter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  St.  Luke's,  to  bid 
the  Pried  be  ready  to  come  againft  you  come  with  your 
Appendix.  [Exit. 

Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  Ihe  be  fo  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  mould  I  doubt  ? 
Hat)  what  hap  may,  I'll  roundly  go  about  her  : 
It  mail  go  hard,  if  Cambis  go  without  her.  [Exit* 

SCENE,  a  green  Lane. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,  and  Hortenfio. 

Pet.f~^  O  M  E  on,  o'God's  name,  once  more  tow'rds  our 


Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  mines  the  Moon  ! 
Cath.  The  Moon  !  the  Sun  :  it  is  not  Moon -light 
now. 

Bet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  Moon  that  mines  fo  bright. 

Cath.  I  know,  it  is  the  Sun  that  mines  fo  bright. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  mother's  fon,  and  that's  myfelf> 
It  mail  be  Moon  or  Star,  or  what  I  lift, 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  houfe  : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again. 
Evermore  croft  and  croft,,  nothing  but  croft  f 

Hor.  Say,  as  he  fays,  or  we  fhall  never  go. 

Cath.  Forward,  I  pray,  fince  we  are  come  fa  far, 
And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun,  or  what  you  pleafe: 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  ru(h  candle, 
Henceforth,  I  vow  it  mall  be  fo  for  me. 

Pet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  Moon. 

Cath.  I  know,  it  is  the  Moon. 

Pet.  Nay,  then  you  lye  ;  it  is  the  blelTed  Sun. 

Cath.  Then,  God  be  bleft,  it  is  thebleffed  Sun. 
But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not ; 
And  the  Moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 


Father's. 
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What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is, 
And  fo  it  (hall  be  To  for  Catharine, 

Hor.  Petruchio,  go  thy  way,  the  field  is  won. 

Pet.  Well,  forward,  forward,  thus  the  bowl  mould 
run  ; 

And  not  unluckily  againft  the  bias  : 
But  loft,  fome  company  is  coming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio. 
Good  morrow,  gentle  miftrefs,  where  away  ? 

[To  Vincentio. 
Tell  me,  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
W aft  thou  beheld  a  frelher  Gentlewoman  ? 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks ! 
What  nars  do  fpangle  heaven  with  fuch  beauty, 
As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heav'nly  face  ? 
Fair  lovely  Maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  : 
Sweet  Kate>  embrace  her  for  rter  beauty's  fake. 

Hor.  He  will  make  the  man  mad,  to  make  a  woman 
of  him. 

Catb,  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  frefli,  and 
{\\  eet, 

Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  aboad  ? 
Happy  the  parents  of  fo  fair  a  child  ; 
.Happier  the  man,  whom  favourable  ftars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow  ! 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  Kate,  I  hope,  thou  art  not  mad  ? 
ThL  is  a  man,  old,  vrinkledj  faded,  withered, 
And  not  a  maiden,  as,  thou  fay'ft  he  is. 

Catb  Pardon   old  Father,  my  mifiaken  eyes  j 
That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  fun, 
That  every  thing  I  lock  on  feemeth  green. 
Now  I  perceive,  thou  art  a  reverend  Father  : 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  Grandfire,  and  withal  make  known 
Which  way  thou  travelled  ;  if  along  with  us, 
We  mall  be  joyful  of  thy  company. 

Fin.  Fair  Sir,  and  you,  my  merry  Miftrefs, 
That  with  your  ftrange  encounter  much  amaa'd  me  ; 

My 
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My  name  is  caird  Vincentio,  my  dwelling  Pifa ; 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua,  there  to  vifit 
A  fon  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  name  ? 

jP«*.  Lucentioy  gentle  Sir. 

P<?/.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  fon ; 
And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee  my  loving  Father  : 
The  Sifter  of  my  Wife,  this  Gentlewoman, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath  married.   Wonder  not, 
Nor  be  not  griev'd,  fhe  is  of  good  efteem, 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth ; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeem 
The  Spoufeof  any  noble  Gentleman. 
Let  me 'embrace  with  old.  Vincent  to, 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  Son, 
Who  will  of  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

Vin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure, 
Like  pleafant  travellers,  to  break  a  jeft 
Upon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 

Hor.  I  do  allure  thee,  Father,  fo  it  is. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  truth  hereof : 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous. 

[Exeunt  Pet.  Cath.  and  Vin, 

Hor.  Well,  Petruchio,  this  hath  put  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  widow  ;  and  if  me  be  froward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenjio  to  be  untoward.  [Extt. 


ACT 
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A     C     T  V. 

SCENE,  before  Lucentio'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio  and  Bianca,  Gremio 
walking  on  one  fide. 

BlONDELLO. 

SOftly  and  fwiftly,  Sir,  for  the  Prieft  is  ready. 
Luc.  I  fly,  Biondello ;   but  they  may  chance  to 
need  thee  at  home,  therefore  leave  us. 
Bion.  Nay,  faith,  111  fee  the  church  o'  your  back, 
(2c)  and  then  come  back  to  my  Mailer  as  loon  as  I 
can. 

Gre.  I  marvel,  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,  Vincentio  aWGrumio, 
tvitb  Attendants, 

Pet.  Sir,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lucentio' s  houfe, 
My  Father's  bears  more  towards  the  Market  place 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you,  Sir. 

Fin.  You  fhall  not  chufe  but  drink  before  you  go  ; 
I  think.  I  mall  command  your  welcome  here ; 
And  by  all  likelihood  feme  cheer  is  toward.  [Knocks. 

Gre.  They're  buiie  within,  you  were  belt  knock 
louder.  [Pedant  looks  out  of  the  *iuindo<iv. 

Fed.  What's  he,  that  knocks  as  he  wculd  beat  down 
the  gate? 

(20)  iAnd  then  ccrxe  back  to  my  Miftrefs  as  foon  as  I  can  ] 
The  Editions  all  agree  in  this  reading  5  but  what  Miftrefs 
was  Biondelh  to  ccme  back  to  r  He  muft  certainly  mean  5  "  Nay, 
u  faith,   Sir,  I  rr.uft  fee  you  in  the  Church;  and  then  for  fear 

I  (hould  be  wanted,  Til  run  back  to  w*it  on  Tranic,  who  at 
"  prefent  perfonates  ycu,  and  whom  therefore  i  at  prefent  ac- 
"  knowledge  for  my  Majltr" 

Vin, 
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Vin.  Is  Signior  lucent  io  within,  Sir? 

P ed.  He's  within,  Sir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 

Vin.  What,  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or 
two,  to  make  merry  withal  ? 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelf,  he  mall 
need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet  Nay,  I  told  you,  your  Son  was  belov'd  in  Pa- 
dua  Do  you  hear,  Sir?  to  leave  frivolous  circum- 
ftances,  I  pray  you,  tell  Signior  Lucentio  that  his  Fa- 
ther  is  come  from  Pi/a,  and  is  here  at  the  door  to 
fpeak  with  him.  ro 

Ped.  Thou  lieft  5  his  Father  is  come  to  Padua,  and 
here  looking  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  Art  thou  his  Father  ? 

he/W'  Ay>  ^  f°  his  M°ther  kys'  'l{lmzy  beIie™ 
Pet.  Why  how  now,  Gentleman  f  why,  this  is  flat 

knavery  to  take  upon  you  another  man's  name. 
fW.  Lay  hands  on  the  villain.  I  believe,  he  means  to 

cozen  fomebody  m  this  city  under  my  countenance 

Enter  Biondeiio. 

Bion.  I  have  feen  them  in  the  Church  together  God 
fend  em  good  flapping  |   but  who  js  h     f  ™ £ 

»££nant'a?  —  —  undone,  and  brZghtfo 

B^^?^%t  BiondeHo. 
Jj».  Come  hither,  you  rogue  ,  what,  have  you  forgot 

^^Z£f™^>  *****  — 
maf^'swi  T  °,Id,w?rftiP^  old  mafter>  yes 
rin.  is  t  io  indeed  ?  ru„  i    .  D.    ,  „ 

Bion.  HelD  hpln  h„t  1  ,  \~U  eaU  Bl°ndelio. 
ther  Je.  P'    8fV  h°re  s  a  will  mur- 
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Ped.  Help,  Son ;  help,  Signior  Baptifta. 
Pet.  Pr'ythee,   Kate,  let's  Hand  afide,  and  fee  the 
end  of  this  controverfie.  [ft hey  retire. 

Enter  Pedant  with  Servants,  Baptifta  and  Tranio, 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you,  that  offer  to  beat  my  fervant  ? 

Vin.  What  am  1,  Sir;  nay,  what  are  you,  Sir  ?  oh, 
immortal  Gods !  oh,  fine  villain  !  a  filken  doublet,  a 
velvet  hofe,  a  fcarlet  cloak  and  a  copatain  hat : .  oh,  I 
am  undone  !  I  am  undone  !  while  I  jplay  the  good  huf- 
band  at  home,  my  fon  and  my  fervants  fpend  all  at  the 
Univerfity. 

Tra.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bap.  What,  is  this  man  lunatick  ? 

Tra.  Sir,  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  Gentleman  by 
your  habit,  but  your  words  mew  a  mad- man  ;  why,  Sir, 
what  concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  pearl  and  gold  ?  I  thank 
my  good  Father,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 

Vin.  Thy  Father !  oh  villain,  he  is  a  fail-maker  in 
Bergamo. 

Bap.  You  miftake,  Sir,  you  mi-lake,  Sir ;  pray,  what 
do  you  think  is  his  name  ? 

Vin.  His  name  ?  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name  :  I  have 
brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years  old,  and 
his  name  is  Tranio. 

Bed.  Away,  away,  mad  afs !  his  name  is  Lucentio : 
and  he  is  mine  only  fon,  and  heir  to  the  lands  of  me 
Signior  Vincentio. 

Vin.  Lucentio!  oh,  he  hath  murthered  his  matter? 
lay  hold  of  him,  I  charge  you,  in  the  Duke's  name; 
oh,  my  fon,  my  fon,  tell  me,  thou  villain,  where  is 
my  fon  Lucentio  ? 

Tra.  Call  forth,  an  Officer;  carry  this  mad  knave  to 
the  jail ;  Father  Baptijla>  I  charge  you,  fee,  that  he  be 
forth-coming. 

Vin.  Carry  me  to  jail  ? 

Gre.  Stay,  Officer,  he  mall  not  go  to  prifon. 

Bap.  Talk  not,  Signior  Gremh  :  I  fay,  he  fhal!  go  to 
prifon. 

Grt, 


*the  taming  of  the  Shre  w,     42  3 


Ore.  Take  heed,  Signior  Baptifia,  left  you  be  cony- 
catch'd  in  this  bufinefs  ;   I  dare  fwear,  this  is  the  right 

Vincentio. 

Bed.  Swear,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
Ore.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Lucentio  ? 
Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lucentio. 
Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  jail  with  him  ! 

Enter  Lucentio  and  Bianca. 

Vin.  Thus  flrangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus'd  ;  oh 
monftrous  villain ! 

Bion.  Oh,  we  are  fpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him, 
fcrfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

[Exeunt  Biondello,  Tranio  and  Pedant > 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  Father,  {Kneeling* 

Vin.  Lives  my  fweet  fon  ? 

Bian.  Pardon,  dear  Father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended  ;  whfcre  is  Lucentio  P 
Luc.  Here's  Lucentio,  right  Son  to  the  right  Vin- 
centio, 

That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  Daughter  mine  : 
While  counterfeit  fuppofers  bleer'd  thine  eyne. 

Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witnefs  to  deceive  us  all. 

Fin.  Where  is  that  damn'd  Villain  Tranio, 
That  fac'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 

Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio  ? 

Bian.  Camhio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles,  Bianca^s  love 
Made  me  exchange  my  flate  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  ihe  town ; 
And  happily  I  have  arrived  at  laft 
Unto  the  wifhed  haven  of  my  blifs ; 
What  Tranio  did,  my  felf  enfbrc'd  him  to  ; 
Then  pardon  him,  fweet  Father,  for  my  fake#' 

Vin,  I'll  flit  the  villain's  nofe,  that  would  have  feni 
me  to  the  jail. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear,  Sir,  have  you  married  my 
Daughter  without  asking  my  good-will  ? 

Vin% 
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Vin.  Fear  not,  Baptijla,  we  will  content  you,  goto: 
but  I  will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  on  this  villain.  [Exit, 
Bap.  And  I,  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knavery. 

(Exit. 

Luc.  Look  not  pale,   Bianca,   thy  Father  will  not 
frown.  [Exeunt, 
Gre.  My  cake  is  dough,  but  I'll  in  among  the  reft, 
Out  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  fhare  of  the  feaft.  [Exit, 
[Petruchio  and  Catharina,  advancing, 
Cath,.  Husband,  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this 
ado. 

Pet.  Firft  kifs  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Cath.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  ftreet  ? 
Bet,  What,  art  thou  alham'd  of  me  ? 
Cath.  No,  Sir,  God  forbid  !  but  afham'd  to  kifs. 
Bet,  Why,  then  let's  home  again  :  come,  firrah,  let's 
away. 

Cath.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  kifs;  now  pray  thee, 
love,  ftay. 

Bet,  Is  not  this  well  ?  come,  my  fweet  Kate  ; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  Lucentio'j  Apartments. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Vincentio,  Gremio,  Pedant,  Lucentio, 
Bianca,  Tranio,  Biondello,  Petruchio,  Catharina, 
Grumio,   Hortenfio,  and  Widow,  TranioV 
/erv ants  bringing  in  a  banquet, 

Luc,    A  T  lad,  tho*  long,  our  jarring  notes  agree ; 

JiX,  And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done, 
To  fmile  at  'fcapes  and  perils  over-blown. 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  Father  welcome, 
While  I  with  felf-fame  kindnefs  welcome  thine; 
Brother  Petruchio,  Sifter  Catharine, 
And  thou,  Hortenfio,  with  thy  loving  Widow ; 
Feaft  with  the  heft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe  : 
My  banquet  is  to  clofe  our  ftomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  cheer  :  pray  you,   fit  down ; 
t  or  now  we  fit  to  chat,  as  well  as  eat. 
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Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat  ! 
Bap.  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs,  Son  Petruchio. 
Pet,  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 
Hor.  For  both  our  fakes,  I  would  that  word  were 
true. 

Pet.  Now,  for  my  life,  Hortenfto  fears  his  Widow. 
Wid.  Then  never  truft  me,  if  I  be  afeard. 
Pet.  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my 
fenfe  : 

I  mean,  Horten/to  is  afeard  of  you. 

Wid.  He,  that  is  giddy,    thinks,   the  world  turns 

round. 
Pet.  Roundly  replied. 
Cath.  Miftrefs,  how  mean  you  that  ? 
Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 
Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Uortenfio  that  ? 
Hor.  My  widow  fays,  thus  fhe  conceives  her  tale. 
Pet.  Very  well  mended ;  kifs  him  for  that,  good 
Widow. 

Cath.  He,  that  is  giddy,    thinks,  the  world  turns 

round   

I  pray  you,  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wid.  Your  Husband,  being  troubled  with  a  Shrew, 
Meafures  my  Husband's  forrow  by  his  woe  j 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning, 

Cath.  A  very  mean  meaning, 

Wid.  Right,  I  mean  you. 

Cath.  And  lam  mean,  indeed,  refpefting you. 

Pet.  To  her,  Kate. 

Hor.  To  her,  Widow. 

Pet.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  does  put  her  down, 

Hor.  That's  my  Office. 

Pet.  Spoke  like  an  Officer ;  ha'  to  thee,  lad. 

{Drinks  to  Hortenfio. 
Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  thefe  quick  witted  folks  ? 
Gre.  Believe  me,  Sir,  they  butt  heads  together  well. 
Bian.  Plead  and  butt?  an  hafty- witted  body 
Would  fay,  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 
V in.  Ay,  miftrefs  Bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  ? 

Bian. 
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Bian.  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  I'll  fleep 
again. 

Pet.  Nay,  that  thou  (halt  not,  fince  you  have  be- 
gun : 

Have  at  you  for  a  better  jeft  or  two. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  bird  ?  I  mean  to  fhiftmy  buQi  : 
And  then  purfue  me,  as  you  draw  your  bow. 
You  are  welcome  all. 

[Exeunt  Bianca,  Catharine,  and  Widow. 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me.    Here,  Signior  Tranio, 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho'  you  hit  it  not  ; 
Therefore,  a  health  to  all  that  fhot  and  mifs'd. 

Tra.  Oh,  Sir,  Lucentio  flip" d  me  like  his  grey-hound, 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  matter. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  Simile,  but  fomething  currifh. 

Tra.  'Tis  well,  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  v our  felf : 
'Tis  thought,  your  deer  docs  hold  you  at  a  bay. 

Bap.  Oh,  oh,  Petmchio,  Tranio  hits  you  now. 

Luc.  I  thank  thee  for  that  gird,  good  Tranio. 

Hor.  Confefs,  confefs,  hath  he  not  hit  you  there  r 

Pet.  He  has  a  little  gaird  me,  I  confefs; 
And  as  the  je&  did  glance  away  from -me, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright. 

Bap.  Now,  in  good  fadnefs.  Son  Petruchio, 
I  think,  thou  haft  the  verier!  Shrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  fay,  no    and  therefore  for  afluranc^, 
Let's  each  cne  fend  unto  his  Wife,  and  he 
WThofe  Wife  is  moft  obedient  to  come  fi rft, 
When  he  doth  fend  for  her,  (hall  win  the  wager. 

Her.  Content ;  what  wager  ?. 

Luc .  T wen ty  crowns . 

Pet.  Twenty  crowns. 
Til  venture  fo  much  on  my  hawk  or  hound, 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  Wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Hor.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match,  'tis  done. 

Hor.  Who  mall  begin  ? 

Luc,  That  will  L 

Go, 
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Go,  Biondello,  bid  your  Miftrtfe  come  to  me. 

Bion.  I  go.  [Exit. 
Bap.  Son,  Til  be  your  half,  Blanc  a  comes. 

Luc.  I'll  have  no  halves  :  Til  bear  it  all  my  felf. 

Re  enter  Biondello. 

How  now,  what  news  ? 

Bion,  Sir   my  Mi iirefs  fends  you  word 
That  frig  is  bufie  and  cannot  come. 

Pet,  How  ?  (he's  bufie  and  cannot  come,  is  that  an 
anfwer  ? 

Gre,  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too  : 
Pray  God,  Sir,  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet.  I  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirrah  Biondello,  go  and  intreat  my  wife^  ta 
come  to  me  forthwith.  [Exit  Biondello. 

Pet.  Oh,  ho  I  intreat  her!  nay,  then  {he  needs  muft 
come. 

Hor,  I  am  afraid,  "Sir,  do  you  what  you  can. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Yours  will  not  be  intreated  :  now,  where*  s  my  wife  ? 

Bion,  She  fays,  you  have  fome  goodly  jeft  in  hand; 
She  will  not  come.  :  fhe  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worfe  and  worfe,  (he  will  not  come  ! 
Oh  vile,  intolerable,  net  to  be  indur'd : 
Sirrah,  Grumio,  go  to  your  Miiirefs, 
Say,  I  command  her  to  come  to  me,  [Exit  Gru, 

"  Hor.  I  know  her  anfwer. 

Pet.  What? 

Hor,  She  will  not. 

Pet.  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there's  an  end. 

Enter  Catharina. 
Bap.  Now,  by  my  hollidam,  here  comes  Catharine! 
Cath.  What  is  your  will,  Sir,  that  you  fend  for  me  ? 
Pet   Where  is  your  Sifter,  and  Hortenjio's  Wife? 
Cath.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  parlour  fire, 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Go  fetch  them  hither ;  if  they  deny  to  come, 
Swinge  me  them  foundry  forth  unto  their  husbands : 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight. 

[Exit  Catharina. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

Her.  And  fo  it  is  :  I  wonder,  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  boads,  and  love,  and  quiet  life* 
And  awful  rule,  and  right  fupremacy  : 
And,  to  be  (hort,  what  not,  that's  fweet  and  happy. 

Bap.  Now  fair  befal  thee,  good  Petrucbio  ! 
The  wager  thou  had  won  ;  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  lofles  twenty  thouland  crowns, 
Another  dowry  to  another  Daughter  ; 
For  me  is  chang'd.  as  fhe  had  never  been. 

Pet.  Nay,  1  will  win  my  wager  better  yet, 
And  mow  more  Ggn  of  her  obedience, 
Her  new  bnih  virtue  and  obedience. 

Erter  Catharina,  Bianca  and  Widow. 

See,  where  fhe  comes,  and  brings  }Our  frowarc  wives 
As  prifoners  to  her  womanly  periualion  : 
Catharine,  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not ; 
Off  wi:h  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot. 

[Sbe  fulls  off  her  cap,  and  thiotvs  it  dawn. 

Wtd.  Lord,  let  rr.e  never  have  a  caufe  to  figh, 
Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafs. 

Bian.  Fie,  what  a  foolifh  duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would,  your  duty  were  as  foolifh  too ! 
The  w  ifdom  of  your  duty,  fair  Bianca, 
Ccir  me  an  hundred  crowns  fmce  fupper-time. 

Bian.  The  more  fool  you,  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet.  Catharvn,  I  charge  thee,  teli  thele  headstrong 
Women, 

What  duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  Husbands. 
Wid.  Come,  come,  you're  mocking  ;  we  will  have 
no  telling. 

Pet.  Come  cn,  I  fay,  and  firit.  begin  with  her. 
Wd.  She  mail  not. 

Pet.  I  fay,  (he  {hall ;  and  £rft  begin  with  her. 

Catb. 
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Catb.  Fie !  fie  !  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  brow, 
And  dart  not  fcornful  glances  from  thofe  eyes, 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  Governor. 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frofts  bite  the  meads ; 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  make  fair  buds ; 
And  in  no  fenfe  is  meet  or  amiable. 
A  Woman  mov'd  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill  feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty ; 
And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  orthirfty 
Wrll  dain  to  fip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 
Thy  Husband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Keeper, 
Thy  Head,  tliy  Sovereign ;  one  that  cares  for  thee, 
And  for  thy  maintenance :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land ; 
To  watch  the  night  in  ftorms,  the  day  in  cold, 
While  thou  ly'ft  warm  at  home,  fecure  and  fafe, 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience  ; 
Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  Subject  owes  the  Prince, 
Even  fuch  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband  : 
And  when  Ihe's  froward,  peevifti,  fullen,  fower, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will; 
What  is  {he  but  a  foul  contending  Rebel, 
And  gracelefs  Traitor  to  her  loving  Lord? 
I  am  afham'd,  that  Women  are  fo  fimple 
To  offer  war  where  they  mould  kneel  for  peace » 
Or  feek  for  rule,  fupremacy,  and  fway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weak  and  fmooth, 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world, 
But  that  our  foft  conditions  and  our  hearts 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts  ? 
Come,  come,  you  froward  and  unable  worms., 
My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours, 
My  heart  as  great,  my  reafon  haply  more, 
To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frown  i 
But,  now  I  fee,  our  launces  are  but  ftraws, 
Our  ttrength  as  weak,  our  weaknefs  paft  compare  ; 

That 


430     'The  Taming  of  the  Shre  w. 

That  feemlng  to  be  molt,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are. 

Then  vale  your  ftomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot, 

And  place  your  hands  below  your  Husband's  fcot: 

In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe, 

My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe, 

Pet.  Why,  there's  a  wench  :  come  on,  and  kifs  me, 
Kate. 

Luc.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  lad,  for  thou  fhaltha't. 

Vin.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 

Luc.  But  a  harm  hearing,  when  wQmen  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  well  to  bed  ; 
We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
'Twas  I  won  the  wager,  tho'  you  hit  the  white  ; 
And  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  night. 

[Exeunt  Petruchio  and  Catharina. 

Hor.  Now  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curft 
Shrew. 

Luc.  'Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  (lie  will  be 
tam'd  fo.  [Exeunt  omnes* 

Enter  two  fervants  bearing  Sly  in  his  own  apparel,  and 
leaving  him  on  the  Stage.  Then  enter  a  Tapfter. 

Sly.  {awaking J]  Sim,  give's  feme  more  wine— what, 
all  the  Players  gone  ?  am  not  1  a  Lord? 

Tap.  d  Lord,  with  a  murrain  !  come,  art  thou  drunk 
fill  ? 

Sly.  Who's  this?  Tapfter!  oh,  1  have  had  the  braveft 
dream  that  ever  thou  heardji  in  all  thy  life. 

Tap.  Yea,  marry,  hut  thou  hadft  beft  get  thee  home,  for 
your  Wife  will  courfe  you  for  dreaming  here  all  night. 

Sly.  Will  Jhe  P  I  know  how  to  tame  a  Shrew.  / 
dreamt  upon  it  all  this  night,  and  thou  haft  waKd  me  out 
ef  the  beft  dream  that  ever  I  had.  But  Til  to  my  Wife 
and  tame  her  too,  if  Jhe  anger  me. 


The  End  of  the  Second  VOLUME. 


4 


1 


Kn&pP  Fund 


